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By THE EDITOR. 

^*V\^^ longiias Man, engroffing ev'ry art, 
\ T / Dar'd to rejeft the Female's rightful part ; 
£ ^ As if to him, alone, had been connn'd, 

TArS** Heav Vs greateft gift, a fcientifick mind. 
The rougher arts, 'tis true, men juftly claim ; 
But let the fmooth and tranquil paths to fame, 
Which aft. not.ftrength of body, but of mind, 
Be, as the foul, to neither fex confm'd. 
For tho* ibmetimes, the fair might eafy prove. 
Females have well in nobleft confii&s ftrove; 
As when Eliza Britain's fceptre fway'd, 
And the aw'd world admir'd the matchlefs maid $ 
Yet willingly to man the palm they yield, 
From throne and fceptre, to the fword and ihield : 
But in thofe arts which humanize the mind, 
They boaft an equal pow'r with all mankind. 

When fome lov'd fair-one tunes the vocal lay, 
And the. rapt foul with pleafure melts away ; 
k. Or, as fhe raifes high th* enchanting ftrain, 
* Cecilia feems returned to earth again, 
While o'er the .xnagick keys her fingers trace 
The founds celeftial of th' immortal race ; 
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Snch as, to human fancy, mud improve 

The namelefs raptures of the bleft'd* above : *■' 

Where is the wretch fo hardy to deny, 

But female fkill with boafted man's may vie ! 

The fccred art of Poetry, we owe 
To that blefi'd fource of chiefcll Wife below, 
The fond affeftion which can live, alone* 
Between two hearts that love has rendered doe : 
Where Nature. feems tofpeak, with meaning plain, 
'"Thy joys, proud man, were without woman vain ! 

* Like thee, fhe feels each paffion of the heart, 

* K&rrb^bfB? g^oat^s tl^ $ V^ ti Ftff l f 3 ft*Y {y . 

* And well (he knows, with words of magick found, 

' To check the rifiag'fcope!; ox heal tfc;faithful wound. 

* Then why refufc them to an equal fhare 

c Li ar& whkh owVftelf feeing to th* fidr ? '; • * - 

* Say, ' l c{mft thou Trt&hly think that fcfen*fe UrSves : * 
4 To taint the fem^e b&aft where iridft it thrives » 

* Yet; if -a rpark'iWAm your own refidev 
' Imagine 'reafori ev*fy action guides? 

* Expeft difHh'flion ?rom t!he lowly cttfwd, 

c And fcorn to fear VoW* vikne diftillowMl '■» 

< Unjuft it is— regard ^Kepaft wJthfhant^; ..-..- . .V 

* And let them hracefbfthihare^ ' " 
Happy for Eiifglaiid/w^ffceach female mind, 

To fcience more, anii left to pomf inclined'; 
If parents, by example, ' pfruBence taught, 
And from their Quriefff "fhfe flame of virtue cktjght ! • 
Skill'd in each art that iferyes to polifli life* ■ - 
Behold, in her:, a fcieritifiek wife! - -■;■••■ 
Tho' moil entitM to the glare of drefs, "• . ■■>.. . ■' .. 

No private lady can regard it lefs : ' ■ .• . 

Yet ftifl fhe keeps the glorious golden nieah, 
And always wears what beft becomes a queen-; . > 

Rich, tho* not tawdry ; elegant* tho* neat 5 • * 

And all her pexfon, Hkehermind, cofirjrieat. ' ' ; 
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While, in -fiach duty of domeftkk life, 
She yields not to the leis-exalted wife ; 
Attends, herfelf, the royal offspring's care, 
And pours the virtuous precept in their ear ; 
Teaches the ( duty. which to God they owe, 
And tells how poor the- thanks they can beftow. 

Nor doth herfelf neglecl each day to join 
Their much-lov'd pretence in the rites divine; 
And oft her pipus> lips to Heay'n addrefs . « 

The fervent wifk, that .Britain's woes were lefs ; 
That War might (heathe his deeply-crimfon'd fword, 
And Peace, throughout the world, be once again reilox'd. 

Whether we view her as a wife, poffefs'd 
Of ev'ry charm to make her confort blefs'd ; 
(New fource of envy in the breafts of thofe 
His virtues, with his pow'r, have tender' d foes :) 
Or as a mother, rhriftian, queen, or friend ; 
Alike we muft admire,* alike commend \ r 

But vain are words her merits to impart, 
For Charlotte's virtues reign — in ev'ry heart. : 

Great is the talk my Genius has affign'd, 
And much it needs a more enlighten'd mind ; 
To traverfe Nature's garden all. around, 
Where ev'ry weed and ev'ry flow'r is found ; 
Diftinguifh well the properties of aH, 
And harm no grateful herb, however fmall : 
Yet crop each painted pageant of a day, 
That hardly blooms before it knows decay ; 
Nor leave a fingle flow'r, tho' gay or fair, 
Which owns a fcent lefs fragrant than the air ; 
Leaft it's foul breath contaminate the Whole, 
And make the food — the'poifon of the foul. 

The talk is great, indeed ! But, when I fear, 
My better Genius cries, * Still perfev^re ! 
' Think, by your means, each fair-one may adorn 
' Her brow with rofes, fearlefs of the thpm ; 
Aa 
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May range thro* Nature's rich parterres with cafe, 
And fafely pluck whatever flow'r fhe pleafe ; 
Nor fear, howe'er incautioufly (he tread, 
To place her foot upon the adder's head : 
AfTur'd each plant or flow'r that meets her eyes, 
Is to the virtuous mind a welcome prize. 
E'en Charlotte's felf feme leHure hour may rove 
In thofe delightful fcenes fhe muft approve, 
With rapture view the flrilful Gardner's care, ' 
And deem thy work a blefling to the Fair I 
Dare, then, proceed— nor think your labours hard ; 
For What of toil can merit fuch reward!' 



THE FEMALE SEDUCERS. 

BY MR. EDWARD MOORE. 

J / "T^ I S fipd of widow, maid, and wife, 

JL That honour is a woman's life 5 
Unhappy fex ! who only claim 
A being in the breath of fame, 
Which tainted, not the quick'ning gales 
That fweep Sabea's fpicy vales, 
Nor all the healing fweets reftore, 
That breathe along Arabia's fhore. 
The trav'ller, if he chance, to ftray, 
May turn uncenfur'd to his way ; 
Polluted ftreams again are pure, 
And deepeft wounds admit a cure : 
But woman no redemption knows 1 
The wounds of honour never clofe ! 

Tho' diftant ev'ry hand to guide, 
Nor fkill'd on life's tempeftuous tide. 
If once her feeble bark recede, 
Or deviate from the courfc decreed* 
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In vain fhe feeks the friendlefs fhore, 
Her fwiftcr folly flics before ; 
The circling ports againft her dofe, 
And fhut the wand'rer from repofe ; 
Till, by conflicting waves opprefs'd, 
Her found'ring pinnace finks to reft. 

Are there no offerings to atone 
For but a Angle error ?— -None, 
Tho* Woman is avow'd, of old, 
No daughter of celeftial mould, 
Her tempting not without allay, 
And fbrm'd but of the finer clay, 
We challenge from the mortal dame 
The ftrength angelick natures claim ; 
Nay, more; for facred ftories tell, 
That e'en immortal angels fell. 

Whatever fills the teeming fphere 
Of humid earth, and ambient air, 
With varying elements endu'd, 
Was form'd to fall, and rife renewed. 

TKe ftars no fix'd duration know ; 
Wide oceans ebb, again to flow ; 
The moon repletes her waining face, 
All-beauteous, from her late difgrace ; 
And funs, that mourn approaching night, 
Refulgent rife with new-born light. 

In vain may death and time fubdue, 
While Nature mints her race anew, 
And holds fome vital fpark apart, 
Like virtue, hid in ev'ry heart ; 
'Tis hence reviving warmth is ften 
To clothe a naked world in green. 
No longer barr'd by winter's cold* 
Again the gates of life unfold ; 
Again each infeft tries his wing, 
And lifts frefh pinions on the fpring; 
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Again, from ev'ry latent root, 
The bladed item and tendril fhoot, 
Exhaling incenfe tatasV.nucs, 
Again to perifti, and- to- rife. •• 

And mull weak Woman, then, difown 
The change to which a World is prone ; 
In one meridian brightuefc ,: fkm«, - 

And ne'er, like ev'ning funs, decline? 
Refolv'd and firm alone? — Is tins 
What we demand of Woman !— Yes. 

But lhould the fpark-bf veflal fire, 
In fome unguarded hour expire ; 
Or mould the nightly thief invade - 
Hefperia's chafle and facred (hade", 
Of all the) blooming fpoil pofie&'d, 
The dragon Honour charmM to reft.'; 
Shall Virtue's flame- no' more return!" 
No more with virgin fplendor burn * 
No more the ravag'd garden blow 
With fpring's fucceediug bbflbm ? — No. 
Pity may mourn, hut not reHBore ; 
And Woman falls, to rife no more ! : 

Within this fublunary: iphere, 
A country lies— no matter where ; . 
The clime may readily be found; 
By all who tread poetick ground : 
A ftream, call'd Life, acrofe it. glides, 
And equally the land divides ; 
And here of Vice the province lies, 
And there t}ie hills of Virtue rife; • 

Upon a mountain'* airy' Hand, 
Whofe fummit look'd to either land, . . ♦ .. 
An ancient pair their dwelling chofe, ... 
As well for profpeft as rejfrofe ; • , 
For mutual faith they Jeag'Vtfere fiusi'd* r : / 
And Temp'rance and Religion nam/d;,- ( ,; 
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A num'rous progeny divine, . 
Confefs'd the honours of their line; 
But in a little daughter tfair, •« ■ 
Was centerM more than; half their care* 
For Heav'n, to gratnlatd'her birth, . •■ 
Gave figns of future joy to earth; : 
White was the robe this infant wore, 
And Chaftity the name me bore. - 

As now the maid in fiature grew, ' . 
(A flow'r juft opening to the view) • 
Oft thro* her native lawns fhe ftray'd, 
And wreftling with the lambkins play'd. 
Her looks diffufive fweets bequeathed, . t 

The breeze grew purer as ihe breathed; 
The morn her radiant blttfc afiTum'd, 
The fpring with earlier fragrance bloom' d, - 
And Nature yearly took delight, ..-.,:,' 

Like her, to drefs ;the world in white* 

But when her rifiug form was feen •' . 
To reach the crifis of fifteen, .'"'■.• 

Her parents up the mountain's head, 
With anxious ftep their darling ted; . \> 
By turns they fnatch'd her to their breaft,. . 
And thus the fears of age expre&'d. 

' O joyful caufe. of many a care 1 
c O daughter, too divinely fair/. 

• Yon world, on this important day, 

4 Demands thee to a dang'rofls way ; s . 
« A painful journey all muft go» 

* Whofe doubted period none can know ; 
9 Whofe due direction who can find, 

' Where Reafon's mute, and Senfe Is blind * 
9 Ah! what unequal leaden thefe, . * 

4 Thro' fuch a wide perplexing maze ( 
' « Then mark the warnings of the wife* 
« And learn what lore and rears advife- 

.' Far 
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4 Far to the right thy profpeft bend, 

* Where yonder tow'ring hills afcend; 

* Lo, there the arduous path in view; 
4 Which Virtue and he* font pwrfue! 

4 With toil o'er lefs'nirig earth they rife* 
4 And gain, and gain upon the ikies. 

* Narrow'stthe way her children tread; 

' No walk, for pleafure fmoothly fpread } 
4 Bnt rough, and difficult, and fteep, m 
4 Painful to climb, and hard to keep. 

* Fruits immature thofe lands diipenfe, 
4 A food indelicate to fenfe, 

* Of tafteunplea&nt; yet from thofe 

4 Pure health, with chearful vigour flows, 
' And flrength, unfeeling of decay, 
4 Throughout the long laborious way. 

4 Hence, as they fcale that heavenly road, 
4 Each limb is lightened of it's load ; 
4 From earth refining ftill they go, 
4 And leave the mortal weight below ; 
4 Then fpreads the ftrait, the doubtful clears, . 
4 And fmooth the rugged path appears; 
f For cuftom turns fatigue to eafe, 
4 And, taught by Virtue, pain can pleafe. : 

4 At length, the toiUbme journey o'er, 
4 And near the bright celefUai fhore, 

* A gulph, black, fearful,' and profound, 
4 Appears, of either wdrld the bound, 

4 Through darknefs leading up to tight ; 

* Senfe backward fhrinks, and fhuns the fight! 
4 For there the tranfitory train, 

* Of time, and form, and care, and pain, 

4 And matter's grofi, encumb'ring mats, . • 

* Man's late auodates, • cannot pals ; 

* But finking, quit th' immortal charge, 

4 And leave the wond'-ringfoul at large j* - .. .. . 
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* Lightly (he wing* feer" obvious wa)r, 
' And mingles with eternal day, 

« Thither, O thjtfce? ffmg thy fpeed* 

* Though pleafure charm, or pain impede ! 

* To fuch th* All-bounteons ^ow*r has giv*** 

* For prefent earth, a future heav'a ; , 

* For trivial lofi, unineafur'i gain, 

5 And endlefc blifs, for ftraniignj: pain. 

* Then fear, ah fear! to turn thy fjgjit^v- 

* Where yonder fiow'ry, fc\fe t write , . . 

* Wide on the left, the pathtway bend* , : 

* And with pernicious eafe.ddpends ; ■ . ■ 

* There, fweet to (info,, and fair to fhow # 
« New planted Eclens feeni to blow, 

* Trees, that deUopjwpoi^beaT, 

* For death is vegetable there* •■:.-"• 

* Hence is the frame of teftbfr unbrac'4* . 

* Each finew flack^iing-at the taite^ 

* The foul to paffion yield* htr*hro*e> 

* And fees with organs not her own ; 

c While, like the flumb'rer jn tfct *ight> 

* Pleas'd with Aeihadowx4?Wliof jjgjit, 

* Before her alienated eyes ,: '."-..* 
' The fcenes of Fairy-laE # 4iaf Ui:». :: ..*■*.. '. » 

* The puppet-wof-ld'* amu^n^^how, 

* Dipp'd in the gayly-colour'd. bpw r , 

v Sceptres, and wreaths, and glittering things 

c The toys of infants, and of king?, 

« That tempt, along the banefidrplajo* ■ • .• '.' 

* The idly wife, and lightly vajn, 4 ..- 

* Till verging on the gulphy .flwe> ;,.... 1 

* Sudden they fink, and rife npinqre,, , , \, ;.. k . - . .' 

* But lift to what thy fates declare}. 

* Tho* thou art woman, ftgil (&<&ji» ; . <..; t . . 
« If once thy Aiding foot (hQgM#ay f : .-'v - *'• 

* Once ^uit yon J^v'g-appointfti way* ; : 

B * For 
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9 For thee, loft maid ! for thee alone, 
' Nor prayers (hall plead, nor tears atone ; 
* Reproach, fcorn, infamy, And hate* 
' On thy returning fteps (hall wait $' 
« Thy form be loath'd by ev'ry eye, 
« And cv'ry foot thy prefence fly !' 

Thus arm'd with words of potent found, 
Like guardian angels plac'd around, 
A charm by Truth divinely caft, ' 
Forward our young advenfrer pafs'd. 
Forth from her facred eye-lids font, ' 
Like morn, fore running Tfldiance went. 

While Honour,* handmaid late affign'a, 

Upheld her lucid train behind. 

Awe-ftruck, the much-admiring crowd 
Before the virgin-viiion bow*d, 
Gaz'd with an ever-new delight, 
And caught frefh virtue at the fight $ 
For not of earth's unequal frame - 
They deem'd the heaven-compounded dame 9 
' If matter, fure the mtfft rtfin r d, 

* High wrought, and tempered into mind, 

* Some darling daughter of the day, 

* And bodyM by her native ray.* 
Where-e'er me pafles, thonfimds bend ; 

And thoufands, where fhe moves; attend : 
Hor ways ebfervant eyes conrefs, 
Her fteps purfuing praifes blefs ; 
While, to the elevated maid, ' 
Oblations, as to Heav'n, are paid. 

'Twas oh an ever-Mythfome day, 
The jovial birth of toff May, 
When genial warmth, no mbre fupprefsM, 
Now melts the froft in eVry breaft, 
The cheek with fecret flnfliing dyes, 
And looks kind dungs- from chafteft eyes ; 
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The fun with healthier vifage glows, 
Afide his clouded kerchief throws, 
And dances up th* ethereal plain, - 
Where late he us'd.to cjimb with pain i 
While Nature, as fromlbpnds fet free, 
Springs out, and gives a lppfe to glee. 

And now, for momentary reft, 
The nymph her travelled fteps reprefs'd, ' ' * 
Juft turn'd to view the ftage attain'd* 
And glory'd in the height flie gain'd.' ' - 

Out-ftretch'd before her wide furvey, . 
The realms of fweet perdition lay ; 
And pity touch'd her fool with woe. 
To fee a world fo loft below ; 
When ftraight the breeze began to breathe 
Airs gently wafted from beneath, 
That bore CQmmiflion'd witchcraft thence, 
And reach'd her fympathy of fenfe ; 
No founds of difcord, that diiclofc 
A people funk and loft in woes. 
But as of prefent good poiTefs'd* 
The very triumph of the blefsM. 
The maid in rapt attention hung, 
While thus approaching Sirens fung. 

* Hither, faireft ! hither, hafe ! 

' Brighteft beauty, come and tafte 
4 What the pow'rs of blifs unfold ; 

* Joys, too mighty to be told \ 
4 Tafte what extafies they give, 

* Dying raptures tafte, and live [ 

* In thy lap, dif&aining meafure, 
€ Nature, empties all her treafure ! 

£ Soft defires, that fweetly languifh ; 
f Fierce delights, that rife to anguifli ! 

B2 ' Faireft, 
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€ Faired, doft thou y*t delay ? . 
' Brighteft beauty, come away ! 

* Lift not, when the frowatd chide* 
c Sons of pedantry-and pride ; . . 

* Snarlers, to whdfe feeble fenle 

€ April fun/bine is offence ; . . 

' Age and Envy will advife 

€ E'en againjE the joys they prize. 

c Come! in pleasure's balmy Bowl 
< Slake the thirffings b/'thy foul, 
' Till thy raptur'd pow'rs are fainting 
' With enjoyment paft the painting ! 
' Faireft, doft thou yet delay ? 
c Brighteft beauty, come away !' . 

v. .;» 

So fung the Sirens, as of yore, 
Upon the falfe Aufonian more ;. 
And O for that preventing chain,. 
That bound Ulyfles on tUie. main ;' 
That fo our fair-one might withftand 
The covert ruin, now at hand ! 

The fong her charm'd attention drew* - - 
When now the temptejs flood in view ; 
Curiofity, with prying eyes, 
And hands of bufy, bold emprize ;. 
Like Hermes, featheVd were her feet 4 
And like fore-running Fancy, fleet. 
By fearch untaught, by toil untir'd, 
To novelty (he ftill afpir'd; ' 
Taftelefsof ev'ry good poflefs'd, 
And but in expectation blefsM. 

With her, a/Tociate, Pleafure, came, 
Gay Pleafure, frolick-lovkig dame \ 
Her mien all fwiinming in, delight, 
Her beauties half reveaTd to fight ; 
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toofe flow'd her garment* Titter**!* grottiri^ 3»Ij j-^A 
And caught the killing wtftdi afowuL. *-.Vr « r s;\v 

As erft Medufa's loofcrf W^'kfibMl " :• "■> r ^rr 
To turn beholders intoftohr? ■*■•'■' 
A dire reverfion here-' ihey ffcft, ;--' 
And in the eye of Pleafcie fctelfr * ' ■-■,-. T 
Her glance with fiHMtf jferfiiftficm- cliarmMS ; : *' : - 
Unnerv'd the ftrong, tfce^fleel'd difeAn'd; .'.-■:■?-: 
No fafety e'en the flying fold, " ■ .• 
Who, vent'rous, look but once behind. 

Thus was the much^ admiring maid, 
While diftant, more than half betray'd, 
With fmiles, and adulation Hand, ' 

They join'd her fide, and feis'd her hand: 
Their touch envenom'd fweets inftilPd, 
Her frame with new pnHations thrillM ; * 
While half confenting; half denying, 
Reluctant now, and now complying, 
Amidft a war of hopes and fears, . . . 

Of trembling wfihes* fmiling tears*, 
Still down, and down, • the-winning pair 
Compell'd the ftruggling, yielding fair. - ' 

As when <bme lately veflfei bound 
To blefs'd Arabia's diftant grotmd> 
Borne from her courfes, haply lights 
Where Barca's flow'ry clime myites, 
Conceal'd around whofe trtaeh'rous land, 
Lurk the dire rock, atid dang'rous fend \ 
The pilot warns with fail and oar 
To fhun the much-fiifpecTed fhore, 
In vain ; the tide, too fubtly ftrong. 
Still bears the wreftling bark along, * 

Till found'ring, fhe refigns to fate^ 
And finks, o'erwhelm'd, with all her freight. 

So, baffling ev'ry bar ta fin, 
And Heav'n's own pilot plae'd within* 

Along 
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Along the derious, fmooth defcenl, 
With pow'rs increafing at they went. 
The dames, accoftom'd to fubdue, 
As with a rapid current drew, 
And o'er the fatal bounds conyeyM 
The loft, the long relq&ant maid! 

Here flop, yc fcir-onas, and beware* 
Nor fend your fond aJfc&ions there ; 
Yet, yet your darling, now deplored* 
May turn, to you and Heav'n reftor'd ; 
Till then, with weeping Honour wait, 
The fenrant of her better fate, 
With Honour, left upon the ihore, 
Her friend and handmaid now no more ; 
Nor with the guilty world, npbraid 
The fortunes of a wreteh betray'd j 
But o'er her failings caft the veil,. 
Rememb'ring you youHHves are frail ! 

And now, from all-enquiring light, 
Faft fled the confcious fhades of night ; 
The damfcl, from a /hart repofe, 
Confounded at \\et plight, arofe. 

As when, with flumb'rous weight opprefc'd. 
Some wealthy mifer finks to reft. 
Where felons eye the glitt'ring prey, 
And Ileal his hoard of joys away ; 
He, borne where golden Indus (beams, 
Of pearl, and quany'd di'mond dreams, 
Like Midas, turns the glebe to ore, 
And Hands all rapt amidil his fiore j 
But wakens naked, and defpoii'd 
Of that for which his years had toil'd. 

So far'd the nymph, her treafure flown. 
And turn'd, like Niobe, to ftone : 
Within, without, obfeure and voi<|, 
She felt all ravagM, all deftroy'dy "' 
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And, < O thou curs'd, infidioas coaft ! 
' Are thefe the bleffings thofi canft boail ? 

* Thefe, Virtue !. thefe the joys they find, 

* Who leave thy heav'n-topt hills behind ? 

* Shade me, ye pines ; ye caverns* hide ; 

* Ye mountains cover me I 9 fhe cry\L 

Her trumpet Slander rais'd on Jiigh* 
And told the tidings to the iky ; 
Contempt difchargM a living dart, 
A fide-long vipef to her heart; . 
Reproach breathed poifons o'er her face, 
And foiTd and blafted ev'ry grace; 
Officious Shame, her hanckftaid mew* 
Still turn'd the mirror to her view*; 
While thofe in crimes the deepeft dy'd, 
Approach'd to whiten at her fide ; 
And ev'ry lewd, inflating dame> 
Upon her folly rofe to feme* 

What mould fhe do<?~»-Attempt once more 
To gain the late deferted ihore ?«— - 

So trailing, back the<jnourner flew, 
As fail the train of fiends-purfue. 

Again the farther fhore's attained, 
Again the land of Virtue gain'd $ 
But Echo gathers in the wind, 
And mows her inftant foes behind* 
Amaz'd, with headlong fpeed ihe tends, 
Where late (he left an hoft of friends ; 
Alas ! thofe (blinking friends decline* 
Nor longer own that form divine ; 
With fear they mark the following cry, 
And from the lonely trembler fly; 
Or backward drive her on the coaft, 
Where peace was wreckM, and honour loll* 
From earth thus hoping aid in vain, 
To Heav'n not daring to complain, 
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No trucebyhoftiladwnovgiy'n,. / .■-.;-.'; w » / 

And from the fsice of frieiidflr^.drivfaft' ' •'< 

The nymph funk proilme art tte growl* 

With all her weight of woof tfQuncU ; . . • 

Enthron'd within i circling &y, 
Upon a mount, o^r mountain* kigh* ■ .j, 

All radiant fate, af in 4 Atripe* . . ..' -. ? ■•:■•■.; -■ 
Virtue, firlt effluence divV* ; .'.'; .;.:.*.' ". 

Far, far above the fcen/wof woe, 
That (hut this cloud- wrapt^voiM befat % ,."/..■:. . \ 
Superior goddefs, ^tifen* t hrigltf* . '..: .* — •■ . 5-. 

Beauty of uncreated liglft J \ /. '»,..'. : . : oi .' .- /. 

Whom mould mortality frftrcy*' .rf<.-" i> 

Asdoom'd upon acer^fofey, r ;.' '.:...:: . 

The breath of frailty mujjfc. expirft 
The world diflblve in l^iig fat j . : .■ V # -. j :. /\ 

The gems of heav'n, and^af flajftft : .'.• ; -."■/. : f 
Be quench'd by her eternal beam ft ^ 

And Nature x qukk'niBgi»bfreyf, c '• I '» i v 

To rife a new-born phc5njy,,djr- t '. '.;■•.;■.■_ 

Hence, unreveaPd tp xnprtal view, ' " - ; 

A veil around her form fhc Jtfccewj 

1 * 

Which three (ad fitters* of the made, 
Pain, Care, and Melanpholy made* . . 

Thro' this her all-enquiring ey** 
Attentive from her ftatipn high* 
Beheld, abandon'4 to- iMpair, • * 

'The ruins of her fav'rfw fair j 

And with a voice, whole awfui fouml .: 

Appall'd the guilty world aw)und v ; ..-.•,. 

Bid the tumultuous winds be (till, ; 
"To numbers bow'd each Kft'ning hiil* 
tJncurl'd the furging of the main, 
And fmooth'd the thorpy bed. of pain; 
The golden harp of heav'n, flue (bung, 
And thus the tuneful goddeis flings 



Lovely 
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Lovely fceaitent* arife* •: ■ ■ - 

Come, and claim thy kindred fides 1 
Come! thy filler angels fey, * 
Thou^haft wept thy Sains away. 

Let Experience now decide* ^ 
'Twixt the good and evil try'd ; 
In the finooth, enchanted ground, 
Say, unfold the treafures found ! 

Stru&ures, raisM by morning dreams * 
Sands that tripp'd the. flitting dreams ; 
Down, that anchors on the air % 
Clouds, that paint tneir changes there. 

Seas, that (moothly dimpling lie, 
While the dorm impends. on high ; 
Shewing in an obvious glafs, 
Joys that in pofleffion pafs ; 

Transient, fickle, light and gay, " 
Flatt'ring only to betray ; 
What, alas ! can life contain f 
Life ! like all it's circles/ vain* 

Will the dork, intending reft, 
On the billow build her neft ? 
Will the : bee demand his (lore 
From the bleak and bladelefs (here t 

Man alone, intent to ftrayy 
Ever turns from Wifdom's way* 
Lays up wealth iu foreign land, 
Sows the Tea, and plows the fand^ 
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Soon this elemental : mafi* 
Soon th 9 incumbering world (hall pafi ; 
Form be wrapt in wafting iire; 
Time be fpent, and life expire. 

Thou, ye boafted fons of men* 
Where is your afylom then t 
Sons of Pleafure, fons of Care, 
Tell me, -aortyk, • tell me -where ? 

-••«••-.;*■ 
Gone, like traces on the deep ; 
Like a fceptre grafpM in, fleep ; 
Dews exfcal'd from morning glades ; 
Melting fnows, and gliding .ihadcs ! 

Pafs the world; and what's .behind.? 
Virtue's gold, ty nrejrefin?d 5 
From an univerfe depraved* 
From the wreck of nature fav'd. 

Like the lifc-fupportirife grain, 
Fruit of patience and papain, 
On the fwain's autumnal day, 
Winnow'd from the_ chaff away, 

Little trembler, fear nVmore ; 
Thou haft plenteous crops in ftore ! 
Seed, by genial forrows fbwn, 
More than all thy fcorners own* 

What, tho' hoftUe earth defpife } 
Heav'n beholds with gentler eyes ! 
Heav'n thy friendlefs fteps fliall guide, 
Chear thy hours, and guard thy fide. 



When 
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Whcftth^iataltSnimp fiall found, ■■ -.. 7 ,.. 

When tfc* iinmortals pour around, ' 

Heaven fhall tby return attelr, • 

Hail'd by myriads of tne biets'd.; ! 

■ " ■* ^- . " 

Little native of t^e flues, '. ' 

Lovely penitent, arife ; . . % 

Calm thy boibm, dear thy brow, 

•» •** • ■ •-»••#. » . . «, " 

Virtue is thy fitter now ! ... 

More delightful are my woes, , 
Than the rapture pleafure* knows ; 
Riches far the weeds I bring, 
Than the rbbes'that grace a king: 



7/ 



■ *f 



On my war* of ihorteft date, 

Crowns of enoUefs triumph wait ; * 

On my cares, a period blefs'd 5 • " * T ; 

On my toils, eternal reft. --•'•, l 



^ 



■V 



Come, with* Virtue at thy fide; 
Come! be. cVry bar defy'd, 
Till we gain our native fhore ; 
Sifter, come,, and turn no more'!' 



THE ROSGIAD. \ 

BY MR. CHARLES CfctfRCHliV 

RO S C I U S deceas'd, each high.afp!ring pfef r > : « 
Puih'd all his int'reft for' the vacant chair. ' 
The bufkin'd heroes of the ^linnet ftage • " '■ ' ' '■ * ■" f * ' v 
No longer whine in love, and rant mirage* ' 

Ct '" "' : ""- ^The 
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The monarch quits his throne, and condcfcends J 

Humbly to court the favovr of his friends ; 

For pity's fake tells undeferv'd mifhaps, 

And their applaufe to gain, recounts his claps. 

Thus the victorious chiefs of ancient Rome, 

To win the mob, a fuppliant's form aflume ; iq 

Jn pompous ftrain fight o'er th* extinguifh'd war, 

And fhew where honour bled in ev'ry fear. 

But tho' bare merit might in Rome appear 
The ftrongeft plea for favour, 'tis not here ; 
We form our judgment in another way, t i e 

And they will bed fucceed, who beft can pay : 
Thofe who would gain the votes of Britifh tribes, 
Mull add to force of merit, force of bribes. 

What can an aftor give ? In ey'ry age 
Cafh hath been rudely bani(h*d from the ftage j ao 

Monarchs themfelves, to grief of ev'ry play'r, 
. Appear as often as their image there ; 
They can't, like candidate for other feat, 
Pour feas of wine, and mountains ratfe of meat. 
Wine I they could bribe you with the world as foon ; 2 j 

And of Roaft Beef ihey only know the tune : 
But what they have, they give ; could Clive do more, 
Tho' for each, million he had brought home four ? 

Shuter keepsxJpen houfe at Southwark fair, 
And hopes die friends of humour will be there. 30 

Jn Smithfield, Yates prepares the rival treat, 
For thofe wjiq laughter love inftead of meat. 
Foote, , at Old Houfe, for even Foote will be 
Jn felf-conceit an a&or, bribes with tea ; 
Which Wilkjnfpn at fecond-hand receives, 35 

And at the New pours water on the leaves, 

The town diwfcd, each runs fev'ral ways 4 
As pafllon, humour, int'reft, party fways. 
Things of no moment, colour of the hair, 
S^ape of a leg, complexion brown or fair, 40, 

A drefq 
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A drefs well chofen, or a patch mifplac'd, 
Conciliate favour, or create diflafie, • 

From galleries load peals of laughter roll, . . -. . ' 
And thunder Shnter's praifes-^he's fo droll. 
Embox'd, the ladies mud have fomething (mart; 4$ 

Palmer ! O Palmer tops the janty part ! 
Seated in pit 1 , the dwarf with aching eyes 
"Looks up, and vows that Barry's out of toej 
WhiUl to fix feet the vig'rous (tripling grown, 
Declares that Garrick is another Coan. 5a 

When place of judgment is 'By whim fupply'd, 
And our Opinions have their rife' in pride ; 
When, in difcourfmg on each mimick elf, 
We praife and cenfure with an eye to felf, 
All muil meet friends, and Ackman bids as fair, 55 

In fuch a court, as Garrick for the chair, 

At length agreed all fquabble* to decide, 
By fome one judge the caufe was to be try'd : 
But this their fquabbles did afrefh renew ; 
Who mould be judge in fuch a trial— who ? 60 

For Johnfon fome ; but Johnfon, it was fear'd, 
Would be too grave — and Sterne too gay appeared* 
Others for Francklin voted ; but 'twas known. 
He ficken'd at all triumphs but his own. 
For Colman many ; but the peevifh tongue 65 

Of prudent age, found out that he was young. 
For Murphy fome few pilf 'ring wits declar'd, 
Whilfl Folly dapp'd her hands, and Wifdom ftarM. 

To mifchief train'd, e'en from his mother's womb, 
Grown old in fraud, tho' yet in manhood's bloom; 7<* 

Adopting arts by which gay villains rife, 
And reach the heights which honed men defpife ; 
Mute at the bar, and in the fenate loud ; 
Pull 'mongft the dulled, proudeft of the proud ; 
A pert, prim prater, of the northern race* . 75 

^Juilt in his heart, and famine in his 'face. 

Stood 



zz BE'AUTIES OF POETRY 

Stood forth— and thrice he wavM his Ely hand, 
And thrice he twirPd his tye, thrice ftrok'd hit band. 

' At Friendffup's call,' (thus oft, with traittoui aim, 
Men void of faith, ufurp Faith's facrtd name) f* 

4 At Friendthip's call I oome, by Murphy feut, 

* Who thus, by me, dcvclopes his intent ; 

4 Biit left, transfiis'd, the fpirit fttonld be loft, 

« That fpirit which, in ftorxniof ehet'rick toiiM, . . 

4 Bounces about, and flies like bottled beer, £5 

* In his own words his own intentions hear* 

- " Thanks to my friends-^bnt, to vile fortunes born, 
*' No robes of fur thefc (boulders molt adorn. • 
" Vain your applaufe, no aid from thence I draw;, 
" Vain all my wit, for what is wit in law! 9* 

" Twice, (curs'd remembrance !) twice I ftrove to gain 
44 Admittance 'mongft the Jaw-inftra£ted train, 
" Who in the Temple and Gray's Inn prepare,. 
" For clients wretched feet, the legal fnarc * 
*' Dead to thofe arts which polifh and refine, 95 

" Deaf to all worth, becaufe that worth was mine, 
" Twice did thofe blockhead* ftartle at my name, 
" And foul reje&ion gave me up to fhame ; . 
44 To laws and lawyers then I bade adieu, 
44 And plans. of far more lib'ral note purfae. .100 

*' Who will, may be a judge— <-my kindling breaft 
41 Burns for that chair which Rofcius once pofle&'d. 
44 Here give your votes, your int'reft here exert* 
44 And let fuccefs, for once, attend defert." 

With fleck appearance, and with ambling pace, . 105 

And type of vacant head with vacant face, 
. The Proteus Hill put in his jfcodeft plea : ; 

* Let favour fpeak/or others, worth for me.' 
For who, like him, his various' pow'rs could call 

Into fo many fhapes, and fluQe in, all ? no 

Who could fo nobly grace the motfey lift, 
A&or, Infpedtor, Do&or, Botaidft? 

~ Knows 



*KAt!TI£S Of POEtRY. Vf i| 

: Knows any one lb well— fare no one knows— 
At once %o play; prefcribe, compound, -compote ? 
Who can— But Woodward cgxnc*— Hill fliftfd away, - ' s x 1 5 
Melting, like ghofts, befbreHHe riling day. 

With that low cunning which iA fool* (applies, v " . ~ f 
And amply too, the place of bebig wife, ' » ' * 

Which Nature, kind indulgent parent ! ' gave 
To qualify the blockkefcd'for a knave ; "lie 

With that fmooth fdAoocf, whofe appearance charms, 
And reaibn of each wholefonfe doubt difarms ; 
Which to thetloweit depths of guile descends, 
By vileft means purfues the vileft ends. 
Wears friendihip's mafk for purpofes of fpite, 125 

Fawns in the day* and butchers in the night ; 
With that malignant envy, which turns pale, ■ - - 
And idotnft, even if a friend prevail ; 
Which merit and fnccefe purities" with hate, 
And dantifcthe Worth it cannot imitate; 130 

With the cold caution of a coward's fpleen, 
Which fears not guilt, but always leeks a fcreen ; % 
Which keeps this maxim ever in her view*— 
What's bafely cTone, ihould be done fefely tdo ; " 
With that dull, rooted, callous impudence, 135 

Which, ifead tolhamei and>v*ry nicer fenfe, 
Ne'er blulhfd, tmfcfy, • in fpreading-vice's fnares* 
She blunder'd on fome virtue unawares 5 ; 
With all thefe bleffirigsy which- we ftMom find, 
livifhM by Nature 0*1 one happy mind,' * i^q 

A motley figurt, of the fribble tribe,' 
Which heart can fcarce concdive," or ptti fleicribie* ' '■■" -' 
Came fimp'ring on ; to afcertafo whofe'iexi " 
Twelve fige impanrtell'd matrons would perplex; " 
Nor male, nor female ; neither, and yet both-; "• * 145 

Of neuter gendef, tho* of Irifli growth ; 
A fix foot fuckSng, mincing hr it's gait; : ■ ••- ■- ^ 
AfFe&ed, peeviih, prim, and delicate ! 

Fearful 
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Fearful It fcem'd, tho f of athleticic make,* '■ * 

Left brutal breezes (hould too roughly (hake - 150 

It's tender form, and (avage motion fpread 

O'er it's pale cheeks the horrid manly red. 
Mnch did it talk, in it's own pretty phrafc. 

Of genius and of tafte, of play'rs and play* ; 

Much too of writing which itfclf had wrote, 155 

Of fpecial merit, tho' of little note ; 

Tor Fate, in a (trange humour, had decreed 

That what it wrote, none but itfelf fliould read : 

Much, too, it chatter'd of dramatick laws, 

Misjudging criticks, and mifplac'd applaufc ; 160 

Then, with a felf-complacent, jutting air, 

It fmird, it fmirk'd, it wriggled to the chair ; 

And with an aukward briflcnefs, not it's own, 

Looking around, and perking on the throne, 

Triumphant feem'd— when that ftrange lavage dame, 165 

Known but to few, or only known by name, • 

Plain Common Senfe, appear'd; by Nature there 

Appointed, with Plain Truth, to guard the chair ; 

The pageant faw, and blafted with her frown, 

To it's firfr. fiate of nothing melted down. 17a 

Nor (hall the Mufe (for even there the pride 

Of this vain nothing (hall be mortify'd) 

Nor fhall the Mufe ((hould Fate ordain her rhymes, 

Fond, pleafing thought 1 to live in after- times) 

With fuch a trifler's name her pages. blot; 175 

Known be the character, the thing forgot : 

Let it, to difappoint each future aim, 

Live without fey, and die without a name ! 

Cold-blooded criticks, by enervate fires 

Scarce hammer'd out, when Nature's feeble fires 1 80 

Glimmer'd their lad ; whofe fluggifh blood, half-froze, 

Creeps lab'ring thro' the veins ; whofe heart ne'er glows . 

With fancy-kindled heat— a fervile race, 

Who in mere want pf fault all merit place ; 

' Who 



Who blind ^tdlefiC^ |»)r to tthti^nt fch^, ■-.-.• x g^ 
Bigots to vGreect, fthd i1*v«fe to irttiftyraltt, 
With folemn confeque^ -declared, that now? 
Could juSge that tiauft, but Sophocles alone * 
:Dupes to their fancy M eacelleitce,. the crowd,' 
Obfequioos to the fecred dictate, bowM. *9<> 

Wheaffom aaiidft the throng a youth ftooiclfbrdi, 
Unknown his perfoii, not unknown his worth : 
His look beQttke applauie ; alone he Hood, 
Alone he ftemm'd the ttighty ctitkk flood : L ' 
He talk'd of ancients as the riisto became, IQ 5 

Who priz'd our own* but envied not their fame ; 
With noble rev* reftce fjpbke of Greece and" Rome,' 
And fcorn'd to tear the lauifcl from the tomb. ' . 

* But more thanjuft to other countries grown > : 
€ Muftweturn bafe apofiates to our own ? 200 

* Where do thefe words of Greece and Rome excel, 
' That England may not pteafe the ear as well ? 

* What mighty magick 3 s in the place or air, 

* That all perfections needs muft centre there ? 

* In ftates, let ftrangers blindly be preferred ; 205 
« In ftate of letters, Merit Ihould be heard. 

* Genius is of no country ; her pure ray 

* Spreads all abroad,. as gen'ral as the day ; 

f Foe to reftraint, from plaice to place fhe flies, 

* And may hereafter e'en in Holland rife. 210 

* May not, (to give a pleafing fancy fcope, 

g And chear a patriot heart with patriot hope) 
' May not fome great, efcteniive genius, raife 

* The name of Britain 'bove Athenian praife ; 

* And, whilft brave thirft of fame his bofom warms, > -215. 

* Make England great in letters as in arms t 

* There may — there hath— and Shakefpeare's mufe afpires 

* Beyond the reach of Greece ; with native fires, 
« Mounting aloft, he wings his daring flight, 

4 Whilft Sophocles below ftands trembling at his height 220 

D 'Why 
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* Why fhonld we then abroad for judges roam, 
€ When abler judges we may find at home ? 

* Happy in tragick and in comick pow'rs, 

* Have we not Shakefpeare ? is not Johnfon ours ? 

* For them, your nat'ral judges, Britons ! vote ; £25 

* They'll judge like Britons, who like Britons wrote. 9 
He faid, and conquer'd— Senfe refum'd her fway, 

And difappointed pedants ftalk'd away : 

Shakefpeare and Johnfon, with deferv'd applaufe, 

Joint judges were ordain'd to try the caufe. 230 

Mean time the ftranger ev'ry voice employed, 

To afk or tell his name— Who is it ?— Lloyd. 
Thus, when the aged friends of Job flood mute, 

And, tamely prudent, gave up the difpute, 

Elihu, with the decent warmth of youth, 23; 

Boldly ftood forth the advocate of Truth, 

Confuted Falfhood, and difabled Pride, 

While baffled Age ftood fnarling at his fide. 
The day of trial's fix'd ; nor any fear 

Left day of trial mould be put off here. 240 

Caufes but feldom for delay can call, 

In courts where forms are few, fees none at all. 
The morning came; nor find I that the fun, 

As he on other great events hath done, 

Put on a brighter robe than what he wore 245 

To go his journey in the day before. 

Full in the centre of a fpacious plain, 
On plan entirely new, where nothing vain, 
Nothing magnificent, appear'd, but Art, 
With decent modefty perfbrm'd her part, 250 

Kofe a tribunal ; from no other court 
It borrow'd ornament, or fought fupport : 
No- juries here were pack'd to kill or clear; 
No bribes were taken, nor oaths broken here ; 
No gownfmen, partial to a client's caufe, 255 

To their own purpofe turn'd the pliant laws ; 

Each 
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Each judge was true and fteady to his truft. 
As Mansfield wife, and as old Fofter juft. 
. In the firft feat, in robe of various dyes, 
A noble wildnefs flafhing from his eyes, 260 

Sat Shakefpeare— in one hand a wand he bore, 
For mighty wonders fam'd in days of yore ; 
The other held a globe, which to his will 
Obedient turn'd, and own'd the mailer's (kill : 
Things of the nobleft kind his genius drew, 265 

And look'd through Nature at a Jingle view ; 
A loofe he gave to his unbounded foul, 
And taught new lands to rife, new feas to roll ; 
Cali'd into being fcenes unknown before, 
And paffing Nature's bounds, was fomething more. 270 

Next Johnfon fat, in ancient learning train'd, 
His rigid judgment fancy's flights reftrain'd, 
Correctly prun'd each wild luxuriant thought, 
MarkM out her courfe, nor fpar'd a glorious fault : 
The book of Man he read with niceft art, 275 

And ranfack'd all the fecrets of the heart ; 
Exerted penetration's utmoft force, 
And trac'd each paffion to it's proper fource ; 
Then, ftrongly mark'd, in livelieft colours drew, 
And brought each foible forth to publick view : 280 

The coxcomb felt a lalh in ev'ry word, 
And fools hung out, their brother fools deterr'd : 
liis oomick humour kept the world in awe, 
And Laughter frighten'd Folly more than Law. 

But, hark !— the trumpet founds, the crowd gives way, , 285 
And the proceffion comes in juft array. 

Now mould I, in fome fweet poetickline, 
Offer up incenfe at Apollo's fhrine, 
Invoke the Mufe to quit her calm abode, 
And waken mem'ry with a fleeping ode : zpo 

For how fhould mortal man, in mortal verfe, 
Their titles, merits, or their names, rehearfe ? 

D 2 But 
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But give, kind Dqinefc ! memory and rhyme* 
We'll put off Genius till another tiaie. • 

Firft, Order came~-with fblenm ftep and torn, ' s . 395 
■ In meafur'd time his feet were taught to go : 
Behind, from time to time, he call hi* eye, 
Left this ftiould quit his place, that ftep awry : 
Appearances to fave, his only care ; 

So things feem right, no matter what they are : 300 

In him his parents faw themfelves renew'd, 
Begotten by Sir Critick on Saint Prude. 

Then come Drum, Trumpet, Hautboy, Fiddle, Flute ; - ■ 
Next Snuffer, Sweeper, Shifter, Soldier, Mute : 
Legions of angels all in white advance ; ■ jbr 

Furies all fire, come forward in a dance ; 
Pantomime figures then are brought to view, 
Fools hand in hand with fools, go two by two. 
Next came the Treafurer of either Houfe, 
One with full purfc, t'other with not a fous : 310 

Behind a group of figures awe create, 
Set off with all th'- impertinence of ftate ; 
By lace and feather confecrate to fame, 
Expletive kings and queens without a name. 

Here Havard, all ferene, in the fame (bains, .315 

Loves, hates, and rages, triumphs, and complains ; 
His eafy vacant face proclaim'd a heart 
Which could not feel emotions, nor impart. 
With him came mighty Davie*— on my life, 
That Davies hath a very pretty wife ! 330 

Statesman all over !*— in plots famous grown !— » 
He mouths a fentence, as curs mouth a bone. 

Next Holland came—with truly tragkk (talk* 
He creeps, he flies— a hero fhould not walk. 
As if with Heav'n he warr'd, his eager eyes 315 

Planted their batteries againft the Ikies j 
Attitude, action, air, paufe, ftart, figh, groan. 
He borrow'd, and -wM ufe of as hi* own. 

Bv 
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By Fortune throw* on any c^her ftage, . 

He might perhaps IwvepJj^^ftneafy age i 330 

But now appeanacopy, andaomore, 

Of fomething better we have fcen before 

The a&or who would build a folid fame, 
. Moft imitation's fervile arts difclaim j . . 

Ad from himfelf, o* his own bottom ftand : 335 

I hate e'en Garrick, ftiis* at (econd-haad. 

Behind came King— bred ttp in modeft lore, 

Bafhful and young, he fought Hibej-nia's more; 
j fiibernia I fam'd, 'hove ev'ry other grace, 

For matchlefs intrepidity of face. 540 

From her his feature* caught the gen'roua flame, 

And bid defiance^ tQ all fenfe of fhame ; 

Tutor*d by her all rivals to jfurpafs, 
. 'Mongft Drury's fons he comes, and Chines in Brafs. 

Lo, Yates !— without the leaf): finefle of art, 345 

He gets applaufc-rl wifh he'd get his part, 

When hot impatience is in full career, 

How vilely « Hark'e \ Hark'e !' grates the ear ; 
; When active fancy from the brain is fcnt, > x 

And (lands on tip-toe for fome wifli'd event, 350 

I hate thofe carelefc blunders, which recal 

Sufpended fenfe, and prove it fi&ion all. 
In characters of low and vulgar mould, 
. Where Nature's coarfeft features we behold, 

Where, delHtute of ev'ry decent grace, 355 

Unmanner'd jefts are blurted in your face; 

There Yates, with juftice ftrift, attention draws, - 

A&s truly from himfelf, and gains applaufe ; 

But when to pleaf* himfelf, or charm his wife, 

He aims at fomething in politer life, 3&> 

When, blindly thwarting Nature's ftubborn plan, 

He treads the ftage by way of gentleman, 

The clown, who no one touch of breeding knows, 
. Looks like Tom JSnmd dre&'d in Qlincher's cloaths. 

Fond 
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Fond of his drefs, fond of his perfon grown, 36 J 

Laugh'd at by all, and to himfelf unknown, 
From fide to fide he ftrats, he fmiles, he prates. 
And feems to wonder what's become of Yates. 

Woodward, endu'd with various tricks of face, 
Great mailer in the fcience of grimace, 370 

From Ireland ventures, fav'rite of the town, 
Lur'd by the pleating profpect of renown ; 
A fpeuking Harlequin, made up of whim, 
He twifts, he twines, he tortures ev'ry limb; 
Plays to the eye with a mere monkey's art, 375* 

And leaves to fenfe the conqueft of the heart. 
We laugh, indeed ; but, on reflection's birth, 
We wonder at ourfelves, and curfe our mirth. 
His walk of parts he fatally mifplac'd, 

And inclination fondly took for tafte ; 380 

Hence hath the town fo often feen difplay'd, 
Beau in burlefque, high life in mafquerade. 

But when bold wits, not fuch as patch up plays 
Cold and correct, in thefe infipid days, 

Some comick character, ftrong featur'd, urge 385 

To probability's extremeft verge, 
Where modefl judgment her decree fufpends, 
And for a time nor cenfures nor commends ; 
Where criticks can't determine on the Fpot, 
Whether it is in nature found or not; 390 

There Woodward fafely fhall his pow'rs exert, 
Nor fail of favour where he fliews defert ; 
Hence he in Bobadil fuch praifes bore, 
Such worthy praifes, Kitely fcarce had more. 

By turns transform'd into all kind of fliapes, 395 

Conftant to none, Foote laughs, cries, ftruts, and fcrapes : 
Now in the centre, now in van or rear, 
The Proteus Ihifts, bawd, parfon, auctioneer. 
His ftrokes of humour, and his burfls of fport, 
Are all contain'din this one word, distort. 400 

Doth . 
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Doth a man flutter, look afquint, or halt, 
Mimicks draw humour out of Nature's fault; 
With perfonal defers their mirth adorn, 
And hang misfortunes out to publick {corn. 
E'en I, whom Nature caf! in hideous mould, 40^ 

Whom having made, fhe trembled to behold. 
Beneath the load of mimickry may groaii, ...... 

And find that Nature's errors are my own. : ■ > ■ . 

Shadows behind of Foote and Woodward came, ' ' • " ; 
Wilkinfon this, Obrien was that name. '-'■- 410 

Strange to relate, but wonderfully true,. 
That even fhadows have their fhadows too! 
With not a tingle comick pow'r endu'd, 
The firfl a mere mere mimick's mimick flood; 
The lafl, by Nature form?d to pleafe, who fhows, 415 

In Johnfon's Stephen, which way genius grows, 
Self quite put off, affe&s with tod much art ' 
To put on Woodward in each mangled part ;. 
Adopts his fhrug, his wink, his flare ; nay, more, 
His voice, and croaks ; for Woodward croak'd before. 420 

When a dull copier fimple grace negle&s, 
And refts his imitation in defe&s, 
We readily forgive ; but fuch vile arts 
Are double guilt in men of real parts. 

By Nature form'd in her perverfeft mood, 425 

With no one requifite of art endu'd, 
Next Jackfon came — Obferve that fettled glare, 
Which better fpeaks a puppet than a play'r ; 
Lift to that voice— did ever difcord hear 

Sounds fo well fitted to her untun'd ear ? 430 

When, to enforce fome very tender part, 
The right-hand fleeps by inftindl on the heart, 
His foul, of ev'ry other thought bereft, 
Is anxious only where to place the left : 

He fobs and pants, to foothe his weeping fpoufe ; 435 

To foothe his weeping mother, turns and bows : 

Auk ward. 
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Auk ward, embarrafs'd, toff, without the (kill 

Of moving gracefully; or ftandingJHU j ! 

One leg, as if fu(picious of his brother, 

Defirous feems to run away from t'other* ' 440 

Some errors, .handed down, from age to age, 
Plead cuitom's force; and (till poueft the ftage. , • t 
That's vile — Should we a parent's, faults, adore ; 
And err, becaufe pur fathers err'd-before I 
If, inattentive to the Author's mind, 445 

Some a&ors made the jeft they could not find ; ; . 
If by low tricks they majrr'd .fair Nature's mien, 
And blurr'd the graces of the finable fccine ,'.'.. 
Shall we, if reafon rightly is employ'd, . 
Not fee their fault* ; or, feeing, not avoid ? : . ''450 

When FalftafF;ftands defied in a lye, 
Why, without meaning, rolls Love's glaffy eye ? 
Why — there's no caufe— at leaft, no caufe. we Imow— . 
It was the faihion twenty years ago. 

Faihion ! a word which knaves and fools may ufe, 455 

Their knavery and folly to excufe. 
To copy beauties, forfeits all pretence 
To fame ; to copy faults, is want of fenfe. : 

Yet (tho' in fome particulars he fails, . 
Some few particulars, where mode. prevails) 460 

If in thefe hallow'd times, when fober, fad, 
All gentlemen are melancholy mad; v 

When 'tis not deem'd fo great a crime, by half, 
To violate a veftal, as to laugh ; 

Rude mirth may hope prefumpt'ous to engage 465 

An a& of toleration for the ftagc; 
And courtiers will, like reafonable creatures, 
Sufpend vain faihion, and unfcrew their features ; 
OldFalftaff, play'd by Love, (hall pleafe once more, 
And humour fet the audience in a roar. 470 

A&ors I've feen, and of no vulgar name, 
Who being from one part podeft'd of fame, 

Whether 
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Whether they are to laugh, cry, whine, or bawl, 

Still introduce that fav'rite part in all. 

Here, Love, be cautious — ne'er be thou betrayed 475 

To call in that wag Falftaff 's dang'rous aid ; 

Like Goths of old, howe'er he feems a friend, 

He'll feize that throne you wifh him to defend. 
, JEn a peculiar mould, by humour caft, 

For Falftaff fram'd— himfelf the firfb and laft— 480 

He Hands aloof from all—maintains his ftate, 

And fcorns, like Scotfmen, to affimilate. . 

Vain all difguife— too plain we fee the trick, 

Tho' the knight wears the weeds of Dominick ; 

And Boniface, difgrac'd, betrays the fmack, 485 

In anno domine, of Falftaff's fack. 

Arms crofs'd, brows bent, eyes fix'd, feet marching (low, 

A band of malcontents with fpleen overflow; 
- Wrapt in conceit's impenetrable fog, 

Which pride, like Phoebus, draws from ev'ry bog, 490 

They curfe the managers, and curie the town, 

Whofe partial favour keeps fuch merit down. 
But if fome man, more hardy than the reft, 

Should dare attack thefe gnatlings in their neft, 

At once they rife with impotence of rage, 495 

Whet their fmall ftings, and buzz about the ftage. 

* 'Tis breach of privilege '.—Shall any dare 
4 To arm fatirick truth againft a play'r ? 

* Prescriptive rights we plead, time out of mind; 

* Actors, unlafh'd themfelves, may lafh mankind.' 500 
What ! (hall Opinion, then, of Nature free, 

And lib'rai as the vagrant air, agree 

To ruft in chains like thefe, impos'd by things 

Which, lefs than nothing, ape the pride of kings ? 

No— tho' half poets with half players join, 505 

To curfe the freedom of each honeft line ; 

Tho' rage and malice dim their faded cheek, 

What the Mufe freely thinks, fhe'll freely fpeak ; 

E W: 
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With juft difd^ia of cv'ry paltry fheer, : ' • "''.'■< -". . 

Stranger alike to flattery and fear, . . ~i !:*^ 

In purpofe fift^i* and toherielf anile, r 

Publick contempt, ihall wait the pubbfck fool. 

AufUn would always glifteniaiErentir ^filks j -• - - l 

Ackman would Norm be— and Packer, Wilkss/.' ' !; ' " ^ 
For who, like Ackman, can with? humour pleafet • r ; ' '515 
Who can, like Packer, charm with fprightfy eaft >•• 
Higher than all the reft, fee Branlby ftrut, • "- : '■ * 

A mighty Gulliver in Lillipot! ' 
Ludicrous Nature! which at ©ftce 'could' (how 
A man fo very high, fo v*ry low.' ■ J20 

If I forget thee,' B lakes, or if I fay . l 
Aught hurtful, may I never fee thee play i ■ 
Let criticks, -with a fuperciliou* air, - l ■ "' * ■ 

Decry thy various merit, and declare 

Frenchman is ftill at top— rbut fcorn that rage, 525 

Which, in attacking thee; attacks the age. 
French follies, univerfally embraced, 
At once provoke our mirth, and form our tafte. 

Long from a nation ever hardly us'd, 
At random cenfur'd, wantonly abns'd, 530 

Have Britons drawn their fport; with partial view 
Form'd gea'ral notions from the rafcal few ; 
Condemn'd a people, as for vices known, 
Which, from their country banifh'd, feek our own. 
At length, howe'er, the flavifh chain is broke, 535 

And Senfe,' awaken'd, fcorns her ancient yoke : 
Taught by thee,' Moody, we now lefarti to raife 
Mirth from their foibles, from their virtues praife. 

Next came the legion which our fummer Bayes 
From alleys here and there contrived to raife, 540 

Flufh'd with vail hopes, and certain to fucceed, 
With wits who cannot write, and fcarce can read. 
Vet'rans no more fupport the rotten caufe, 
No more from Elliot's worth they reap applaufe; 

Each 
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Each on himfelf determines ta rely; fc 545 

Be Yates difbanded, and Jet BlHpt.ffy. 
Never did play 'rs/o' well an authpsiit, 
To Nature dead^and.fbes/dedar'd to wit. 
* «So loud each tongue,, fc empty wa* es^]| head, 
So much they talk'd j. 4© ycr)^ ljttle ftid, j 50 

So wond'rous dul},..a*4 yf t fo wpnd'rous vain, 
At once fo willing andato&t to seign, . v .. 
That Reafon fwore,, non would the. oath recal, 
^. fheir mighty mafterVfoul inform; d. them alL 

As one with various vdifappoin t^nents fad, jyj 

Whom dulnefs only kept from being mad, 
Apart from all the reft great Murphy earner- 
Common to fools and wits the rage of fame. 
What tho* the fons of Nonfenfe hail him Sire, , 
Auditor, Author, Manager, and Squire? 560 

His reftlefs foul's ambition flops not there ; 
To make his triumphs perfeft, dub him Play'r. 

In perfon tall, a. figure form'd to pleafe, 
If fymmetry could charm, depriv'd of eafe : 
When motionlefs he Hands, we all approve ; r6c 

What pity 'tis the thing was made to move ! 

His voice, in one dull, deep, unvary'd found, 
Seems to break forth from caverns under ground; 
,Prom hollow cheft the low fepulchral note 
Unwilling heaves, and ftruggles in his throat. 570 

Could authors butcfrer'd give an adtor, grace, 
All muft to him refign the foremoft place. 
When he attempts, in fbme one fav'rite part, 
To ape the feelings of a manly heart, 

His honeft features the difgurfe defy, 575 

And his face loudly gives his tongue the lye. 

Still in extremes, he knows no happy mean, 
Or raving mad, or flupidly ferene: 
In cold-wrought fcenes the lifelefs a£tor flags ; 
In paffion, tears the paflion into rags. 580 

£2 Can 
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Can none remember? Yes, I know all muft, 
When in the Moor he ground his teeth to duft, v 
When o'er the ftage he Folly's ftandard bore, ' '- ■ ' 

Whilft Common Senfe flood trembling at the door. 

How few are found with real talents blefs'd ! . * ' ' 58 j 
Fewer with Nature's gifts contented reft, 
Man from his fphere eccentrick ftarts affray; • ■ 

All hunt for fame, but moft miftake the way. 
Bred at St. Omer's to the muffling trade. 
The hopeful youth a Jefuit might have made, . ■ ■ •- tqo 
With various readings ftor'd his empty fcull, 
Learn'd without fenfe, and venerably dull ; 
Or at fome banker's deflc, like many more, 
Content to tell that two and two make four, 
His name had flood in city annals fair, 595 

And prudent dulnefs mark'd him for a may'r. 

What then could tempt thee, in a critick age, 
Such blooming hopes to forfeit on a ftage ? 
Could it be worth thy wondrous wafte of pains, 
To publiih to the world thy lack of brains ? 60a 

Or might not Reafon e'en to thee have fhown, 
Thy greateft praife had been, to live unknown ? 
Yet let not vanity like thine defpair ; 
Fortune makes Folly her peculiar care. 

A vacant throne high-plac'd in Smithfield view, 605 

To facred Dulnefs and her firft-born due, 
Thither with hafte in happy hour repair, 
Thy birth-right claim, nor fear a rival there ; 
Shuter himfelf ihall own thy jufter claim, 
And venal Ledgers puff their Murphy's name ; 610 

Whilft Vaughan or Dapper, call him which you will, 
Shall blow the trumpet, and give out the bill. 

There rule fecure from criticks and from fenfe, 
Nor once fhall Genius rife to give offence ; 
Eternal peace fhali blefs the happy fhore, 615 

And little factions break thy reft no more. 

From 
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From Covent Garden crowds promifcuous go, 
Whom the Mufe knows not, nor defires to know: 
Vet'rans they feem'd, but knew of arms no more 
Than if, till that time, arms they never bore : Gzq 

( Like Wefbninfter militia, train'd to fight, 1 
They fcarcely knew the left hand 'from the right: 
Afham'd among fuch troops to fhew the head, 
Their chiefs were fcatter'd, and their heroes fled. 

Sparks, at his glafs fat comfortably down, 625 

To fep'rate frown from fmile, and fmile from frown. 
Smith, the genteel, the airy, and the fmart, 
Smith was juft gone to fchool to fay his part. 
Rofs (a misfortune which we often meet) 
Was fail afleep at dear Statira's feet ; 630 

Statira, with her hero to agree, 
Stood on her feet as fall afleep as he. 
Macklin, who largely deals in half-form'd {bunds, 
Who wantonly tranfgrefles Nature's bounds, 
Whofe acting's hard, affected, and conftrain'd. 635 

Whofe features* as each other they difdain'd, 
At variance fet, inflexible and coarfe, 
Ne'er know the workings of united force, 
Ne'er kindly foften to each other's aid, 

Nor fhew the mingled pow'rs of light and fhade ; 640 

No longer for a thanklefs ftage concern'd, 
To worthier thoughts his mighty genius turn'd, 
Harangu'd, gave lectures, made each Ample elf 
Almoft as good a fpeaker as himfelf ; 

Whilft the whole town, mad with miftaken zeal, 645 

An aukward rage for elocution feel, 
Dull cits and grave divines his praife proclaim, 
And join with Sheridan's their Macklin's name. 
Shuter, who never car'd a Angle pin, 

Whether he left out nonfenfe, or put in ; 650 

Who aim'd at wit, tho* levell'd in the dark, 
The random arrow feldom hit the mark, 

At 
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At Iflington, all by the placid ftream, - 

Where city, fwains in lap of dulnefs dream ; 

Where quiet as her Arains their drains do flow, 655 

That all the patron by the bards may know, 

Secret as night, with Rolfs experienc'd aid, 

The plan of future operations laid, 

Projected fchemes thefummer months to chear, 

And fpin out hajppy folly thro 9 the year. 1660 

But think not, tho* thefe daftard chiefs are fled, . 
That Covent Gar4en troops fhall want a head : 
Harlequin comes, their chief !— See, from afar. 
The hero feated in fantaftick car! •'.-.:; 

Wedded to Novelty, his only arms 656 

Are wooden fwords, wands, talifmans, and charms': 
On one fide Folly fits, by fome call'd Fun | •• ' . 
And, on the other, his. arch patron, Lun ; 
Behind, for liberty athirft in vain, 

Senfe, helplefs captive ! drags the galling chain ; 670 

Six rude mif-fhapen beafts the chariot draw, 
Whom Reafon loaths, and Nature never faw ! 
Monfters with tails of ice, and heads of fire, 
Gorgons and Hydras, and Chymaeras dire. 
Each was beftrode by full as monftrous wight, • 675 

Giant, Dwarf, Genius, Elf, Hermaphrodite. 
The town, as ufual, met him in full cry ; 
The town, as ufual, knew no reafon why : . 
But fafhion fo directs, and moderns raife, 
On fafhion 's mould'ring bafe, their tranfient praiie. 680 

Next, to the field a band of females draw 
Their force, for Britain owns no Salique law 2 
Juft to their worth, we female rights admit, 
Nor bar their claim to empire, or to wit. 

Firft, giggling, plotting chamber-maids arrive, 685 

Hoydons and romps, led on by Gen'ral Clive ; 
In fpite of outward blemifhes fhe (hone, 
For humour fara'd, and humour all her own : 

Eafy, 
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'- Eafy, as if at home, the ftage (he trod, 

Nor fought the critick's praife, nor fear'd his rod : 690 

Original in fpirit, and in eafe, 

She pleas'd, by hiding all attempts to pleafe : 

No comick a&refs ever yet could raife, 
f On humour's* bafe^ more merit or more praife. 

With all the native vigour of -fixteen, 695 

Among the merry troop confpicuous feen, 

See lively Pope advance in jig, and trip 

Corinna, Cherry, Honeycomb, and Snip ; 

Not without art, but yet to Nature true, 

She charms the town with humour juft, yet new : 700 

Chear'd by her promife, we the lefs deplore 

The fatal time when Clive fhall be no more. 
Lb ! Vincent comes— with fimple grace array'd, 
. She laughs at paltry arts, and fcorns parade : 

Nature thro* her is by reflection ftiown, 705 

Whilft Gay once more knows Pdly for his own. 
Talk not to me of diffidence and fear— 

I fee it all, but muft forgive it here ; 
t Defects like thefe, which modeft terrors caufe, ' 

From impudence itfelf extort applaufe. 71a 

Candour and Reafon ftill take Virtue's part ; 

We love e'en foibles in fo good a heart; 
Let Tommy Arne, with ufual pomp of ftyle, 

Whofe chief, whofe only merit's to compile, 

Who, meanly* pilf 'ring here and there a bit, 715 

Deals mufick out, as Murphy deals out wit, 

Publifh propofals, laws for tafle prefcribe, 

And chaunt the praife of an Italian tribe ; 
■ Let him reverfe kind Nature's firft decrees, 

And teach e'en Brent a method not to pleafe ; 72a 

But never fhall a truly Britifli age 

Bear a vile race of eunuchs on the ftage : 

The boafted work's call'd National in vain* 

If one Italian voice pollutes the ftrain. 

Where 
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Where tyrants rule, and flaves with joy obey, 72$ 

Let flavifti minftrels pour th' enervate lay ; 

To Britons far more noble pleafures fpring, ■ ; : 

In native notes whilft Beard and Vincent: fing. : 

Might figure give a title unto fame, . . - . 

What rival mould with Yates difpute her. claim I , 73* 
But juftice may not partial trophies raife, ^ „ 

Nor fink the aclrefs in the woman's praife. ■■ x 

Still hand in hand her words and actions go, . 
And the heart feels more than the features ftjow; 
For thro* the regions of that beauteous face; . ■ : 7J$ 
We no variety of paflions trace; : ' ' 

Dead to the foft emotions of the heart,. : : ; : " > » 

No kindred foftnefs can thofe eyes impart : . .. 
The brow, ftill fix'd in forrow's Allien frame, ... .1 / 
Void ofdiflinclion, marks all parts. the fame. - • J • " : 740 

What's a fine perfon, or a beauteous facei ■ * 

Unlefs deportment gives them decent grace f 

Blefs'd with all othc^requifites to pleafe,: •. or 

Some want the ftriking elegance of! eafe ; .:..!,' 

The curious eye their aukward movement. tires.; '■'.'. 745 

They feem like puppets led about by wires i . 

Others, like ftatues, in one pollute ftjUj .."■■;.'"-• '* 

Give great ideas of the workman's fkill;;' -„...:■' ■;'■.' 

Wond'ring, his art wc praife the more w^ view. 

And only grieve he gave not motion too. ' 750 

Weak, of themfelves, are what we beauties. call ;' 

It is the manner which gives ftrength to all : ' - t ■ ' 

This teaches ev'ry beauty to unite, 

And brings them forward in the nobleft light. 

Happy in this, behold, amidft the throng, ' 755 

With tranfient gleam of grace,* Hart fweeps along. 

If all the wonders of eternal grace, 
A perfon finely tum'd, a mould of face, 
Where, union rare, Expreflion's lively force • % 
With Beauty's fofteft magick holds difoouxfey . 760 

Attract 



BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 41 



■**► 



Attract the eye ; . if feelings, void of art, 
Rouze the .quick pafiions, and inflame the heart ; 
If muflck fweetly breathing from the tongue, 
Captives the ear, Bride muft not pafs unfung. 

When fear, which rank ill-nature terms conceit, 7^5 

By time and cuftom conquer'd, (hall retreat ; 
When judgment, tutor'd by experience fage, 
Shall fhoot abroad, and gather ftrength from age } 
When Heav'n in mercy (hall the ftage releafe 
From the dull {lumbers of a ftill-life piece ; 770 

When fome ftale flow'r, difgraceful to the walk, 
Which long hath hung, tho' wither'd, on the ftalk, 
Shall kindly drop, then Bride fhall make her way, 
And merit find a paflage to the day ; 

Brought into action, fhe at once fhall raife, jt$ 

Her own renown, and jufHfy our praife. 

Form'd for the tragick fcene, to grace the flage 
With rival excellence of love and rage, 
Miftrefs of each foft art, with matchlefs (kill 
To turn and wind the paffions as fhe will ; 789 

To melt the heart with fympathetick woe, 
Awake the ugh, and teach the tear to flow ; 
To put on frenzy's wild diftra&ed glare, 
And freeze the foul with horror and defpair ; 
With juft defert enroll'd in endlefs fame, 785 

Confcious of worth fuperior, Gibber came. 

When poor Alicia's madd'ning brains are rack'd, 
And ftrongly imag'd griefs her mind diftraft, 
Struck with her grief, I catch the madnefs too, 
My brain turns round, the headlefs trunk I view ! 790 

The roof cracks, fhakes, and falls ! — new horrors rife, 
And Reafon bury'd in the ruin lies. 

Nobly difdainful of each flavifh art, 
She makes her flrfl attack upon the heart; 
Pleas'd with the fummons, it receives her laws, 795 

And all is filence, fympathy, applaufe. 

F But 
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But when, by fond ambitioft drawn aide, 
Giddy with praife, and pnfF'd with female piid6, 
She quits the tragick (bene, and in pretence* 
To comick merit breaks down Native's fences Boo 

I fcarcely can believe ihy ears or eyes, 
Or find out Gibber thro' the dark difguife. 

Pritchard, by Nature for the ftage deTign'a, 
In perfon graceful, and in fenfe refin'd ; • 
Her art as much as Nature's friend- becamt, 805 

Her voice as free from blemifh as he* famft i 
Who knows fo well in itfajefty to pleafej 
Attemper'd with the graceful charms of cafe ? 

When Congreve's favour'd pantomime to grace, 
She comes a captive queen of Moorifh race ; Bie 

When love, hate, ' j^aloufy, defpair, and* rage, 
With wildeft tumults" in her breaft engage, 
Still equal to herfelf is Zara feen ; 
Her paflions are the paflidns of a queen. 

When flie to murder whets the timorous ThanS, 815 

I feel ambition rufhT through ev'ry Vein ; 
Perfuafion hangs upon her daring tongue, 
My heart grows flint, and ev'ry nerve's new ftrimg. 

In, comedy — € Nay, there/ cries Critick, * hold ! 
' Prftchard's for comedy too fat and old : 820 

* Who can, with patietfee, bear the grey coquette, 
' Or force a laugh with wer-grbwn Julett ? 

* Her fpeech, look, a&foh, humour, all are juft> 
' But then her age and figure give difguft.' 

Are foibles^ then, and graces of die mind, I25 

In real life, to fize Qr age confin'd? 
Do fpirits flow, and is gOod-breeding p!ac f d, ' 
In any fet circumference of waift ? ' 
As we grow old, doth affectation ceafe ; 

Or gives not age new vigour to caprice? £30 

If in originals thefe things appear, 
Why mould we bar them in the copy here ? 

The 
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The nice punc^Hia-mongeri of this age* 

The grand minufc v f¥&rm$r$ of 4fee fege* 

Slaves to propriety tff.erty l^isd, , 835 

Sonle ftandard me^ftwr for each part ihpujd find; 

Which when the beft of |&er$ ihgll £>ccetg,. ...... 

Let it devolve to q«* of (miter fer&d* 

All A&ors, too, upon tip b«clt ftiouM bear 

Certificate of Vi*tfe-^i»£ yyten-r-piace wherei . 840 

For how c« eritick* nightly te *h&r worfth, 

Unlefs they kn*w *te mfa*fc*f tifcey-Jwftfrf 

An audience, too, 4e&&&, -mjiyjfod, tpolafce, 

9That they k&ft el^pp'd #n a$or au£ of .date. 

Figure, I own, at firftrinfy £iye offence, . £45 

And hardily ftrik£ the eytfs top furious fenfe j 
But when perfections of xhfi mind hrejak for&* 
Humour's cjiafte ftlfes* judgment's folid wontb; 
When the pure genuine flame, i>y Nature taught. 
Springs into fenfe, and ev'ry a&ion's thought ; $jo 

Before fuch merit all objections fly, 
Pritchard's genteel, and -Garrick's fix feet high* 

Oft have I, Pritchard, feen thy wond'ro.u* (kx& ; 
Confefs'd thee great* but find thee greater fljil; 
That worth which fbone in fcatter'd rays before, 855 

Collected now, breaks forth with double $ow'r. 
The Jealous Wife! <m &hart $hy trophies raiie, 
Inferior only to thf Au^bw's praife. 

From Dublin, fam'd jn legends of romance, 
For mighty magick pf cnc^nted lance, 860 

With which her heroes ana'd* *i&orious prove, 
And like a Hood, run o'er |he land of Love, 
Moflbp and Barry c$me— name? ne'er defign'd 
By Fate in the fame fen$ence to be join'd. 
Rais'd by the breath of pppular acclaim, 865 

They mounted to the pinnacle pf fame ; 
There the weak brain, made giddy with the height, 
Spurr'd on the rival chiefs tp mortal fight : 

Fa Thus 
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Thus fportive boys, around fome bafon's brim, 

Behold the pipe-drawn bladders circling fwim ; 870 

But if, from lungs more potent, there arife , • ■ » 

Two bubbles of a more than common fiae, 

Eager for honour,, they for fight prepare, ; 

Bubble meets bubble, and both fink to air. 

Moflbp, attach'd to military plan, 87$ 

Still kept his eye fiVd on his right-hand man ; 
Whilffc the mouth meafures words with feeming (kill* 
The right-hand labours, and the left lies (till ; 
For he refolv'd on Scripture grounds to go, 
What the right doth, the left-hand mail not know. 880 

With ftudy'd impropriety of fpeech 
He foars beyond the hackney critick's reach ; 
To epithets allots emphatick date, 
Whilft principals, ungrac'd, like lacquies, wait;* 
In ways firft trodden by himfelf excels, 885 

And Hands alone in indeclinables ; ... 

Conjunction, prepofition, adverb, join, - 
To ftamp new vigour on the nervous line : 
In monofyl tables his thunders roll, 
He, fhe, it, and we, ye, they, fright the foul. 890 

In perfon taller than the common fize, 
Behold where Barry draws admiring eyes ! 
When lab'ring paulons, in his bofom pent, 
Convulfive rage, and ftruggling heave for vent, 
Speftators, with imagin'd terrors warm, 895 

Anxious expeft the burfting of the ftorm ; 
But all un£t in fuch a pile to dwell, 
His voice comes forth like Echo from her cell; 
To fwell the tempeft needful aid denies, 
And all adown the ftage in feeble murmurs dies. 900 

What man, like Barry, with fuch pains can err,. 
In elocution, aclion, character? 
What man. could give, if Barry was not here, 
Such well-applauded tendernefs to Lear ? 

Who 
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Who elfe can (peak fo very, very fine, ' 9)35 

That fenfe may kindly end with ev'ry line ?■ .. 

Some dozen lines before the ghoft is there, 

Behold him for the folemn fcehe prepare ; 

See how .he frames his eyes, poizes each limb, 

Puts the whole body into proper trim : . .910 

From whence we learn, with no great ftretch of art* 

Five lines hence comes a ghoft - r and, Ha 1 a ftart. 

When he appears moil perfect, frill we find 
Something which jars upon and hurts the mind : 
Whatever lights upon a part are thrown, 915 

We fee too plainly they- are not his own : 
No flame from Nature ever yet he caught, 
. Nor knew a feeling which he was not taught : 
. He rais'd hi& trophies on the bafe of art, 
And conn'd his paffions as he conn'd his part. 929 

Quin, from afar,lur'd by the fcent of fame, 
A ftage leviathan, put in his claim, 
Pupil of Betterton and Booth. Alone, 
Sullen he walk'd, . and deem'd the chair his own ; 
For how mould moderns, mufhrooms of the day, 925 

Who ne'er thofe mailers knew, know how to play ?— 
Grey-bearded vet'rans, who with partial tongue, 
Extol the times when, they themfelves were young ; 
Who having loft all relifh for the ftage, 

See not their own defects, but lain the age ; 93* 

Receiv'd, with jpyful murmurs of applaufe, 
Their darling chief, and lin'd his fav'rite caufe. 

Far be it from the candid Mufe, to tread 
Infulting o'er the aihes of the dead ; 

But, j uft to living merit, fhe maintains, 935 

And dares the teft, whilft Garrick's genius reigns, 
Ancients in vain endeavour to excel, 
Happily prais'd, if they could aft as well. 
But tho' prefcription's force we difallow, 
Nor to antiquity fubmiffive bow ; 940 

Tho' 
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Tho' we deny imaginary grace, 
Founded on accidents of time and place, 
Yet real worth of cr^ry growth ihall bear 
Due praife ; nor muft we, Qmn, forget that there. 
His words bore Aerliag weight ; nervous and ftrong, 945 

'- In manly tides of fenfe they ro^Pd along : 
Happy in art, he chiefly had pretence 
To keep up numbers, yet not forfeit fenfe. 
No actor ever greater heights could reach, 
In all the labour'd artifice of fpeech. 950 

Speech ! is that all ?~~And ftall an after fa**d 
An univerfal fame on partial ground ? 
Parrots themfelves fpeak properly by re*e, 
And in fix months my dog ihall howl by &»**• 
I laugh at thofe who, when the ftage they tread, 955 

Neglect the heart to compliment the head ; 
With ftrict propriety their case's conhft'd 
To weigh out words, while paifion halts behind : 
To fyllable-diflectors they appeal, 

Allow them accent, cadence— fools may feel ; 960 

Sut, fpite of all die criticifing elves, 
Thofe who would make us feel, muft feel themfelves! 

His eyes in gloomy locket taught to roll, 
Proclaimed the fullen habit of his foul : 

Heavy and phlegmatkk he trod the ftage, 965 

Too proud for tendernefs, too dull for rage. 
When Hector's lovely widow mines in tears, 
Or Rowe's gay rake dependent virtue jeers,* 
With the fame caft of features he is feen 
To chide the libertine, and court the queen. 970 

From the tame fcene, which without paflion flows, 
With juft defert his reputation rofe ; 
Nor lefs he pleas'd, when, on fome furly plan, 
He was, at once, the actor and the man. 

In Brute he (hone unequall'd : all agree, 975 

G arrick's not half fo great a Brute as he- 

When 
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When Cato's laboured feenea are brought to v|ew, 
With equal praife the a£tor labour'd too ; 
• For Hill you'll find, trace paffions to their root, 
Small diff'jeiitt 'twkt the ftoick and the brute. 
In fancy'd fcenes, as in life's real plan, 
He could not, for a moment, .fink the man* 
In whatever call his character was laid, 
Sfelf fliil, like oil, upon the furface play'd. 
Nature, in fpitk of all his Hull, crept in : 
Horatio, Dorax, Falftaff— flill 'twas Quiu. 

Next follows Sheridan-*— a doubtful name, 
As yet unfettled in the rank of fame : 
This, fondly lariih in his praifes grown, 
Gives him all merit, that allows him none. 
Between themboth we'll fleer the middle courfe, 
Nor, loving praife, rob judgment of her force. 

Juft his conceptions, natural and great, 
His feelings lbo«g, his words enforc'd with weight. 
Was fpeech-fam'd Quin himfelf to hear him fpeak, 
Envy would drive the colour from his cheek ; 
But ftep-dame Nature, niggard of her grace, 
Deny'd the fotial pow'rs of voice and face. 
Kx'd in one frame of features, glare of eye, 
Paffions, like chaos, in confufion lie : 
In vain die wonders of his (kill are try'd 
To form difrinclionft Nature hath deny'd. 
His voice no touch of harmony admits. 
Irregularly deep, and fhrill, by fits ; 
The two extremes appear like man and wife, 
Coupled together for the fake of ftrife. 

His actions always ftrong, but fometimes fuch, 
That candour mull declare he acts too much. 
Why mull impatience fall three paces back ? 
Why paces three return to the attack ? 
Why is the right leg, too, forbid to ftir, 
Unlefs in motion femi-circular ? 
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Why muft the liero With the Nailor vie, ' 

And hurl the clofe-clinch'd &fk at nofe or" eye* ? 

In Royal John, with Philip angry grown, 1015 

I thought he would have knock'd poor Davies down. . 

Inhuman tyrant ! was it not a (hame, '. 

To fright a king fo harmless and fo tame ? 

But, fpite of all defe&s, his glories rife, ' 

And art, by judgment form'd, with Nature* vies:' 102* 

Behold him found the depth of Hubert's foul, 

Whilft in his own contending pafiions roll : . 

View the whole fcene, with critick judgment (can, 

And then deny him merit, if you can. 

Where he falls fhort, 'tis Nature's fault alone ; ' 1025 

Where he fucceeds, the merit's all his own. 

Laft, Garrick came — Behind him throng a train 
Of fnarling Criticks, ignorant as vain. 

One finds out c He's of ftature fomewhat low ; 

' Your hero always mould be tall, you know : 1030 

* True nat'ral greatnefs all coniifts in height.' 
Produce your voucher, Critick.—' Serjeant Kite./ 

Another can't forgive the paltry arts 
By which he makes his way to (hallow hearts ; 
Mere pieces of finene, traps for applaufe. 1035 

' Avaunt ! unnat'ral ftart, affefted paufe.' 

For me, by Nature form'd to judge with phlegm, 
I can't acquit by wholefale, nor condemn. 
The bell things carried to excefs are wrong ; - 
The ftart may be too frequent, paufe too long ; 104* 

But, only us'd in proper time and place, 
Severed judgment muft allow them grace. 

If bunglers, form'd on imitation's plan, 
Juft in the way that monkies mimick man, 
Their copy'd fcene with mangled arts difgrace, 1045 

And paufe and ftart with the fame vacant face, 
We join the critick laugh ; thofe tricks we (corn, 
Which fpoil the fecnes they mean them to adorn ; 

But 
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$ut when, irom Nature's pure and genuine fource, 

Thefe ftrokes of a&ing flow with gen'rous force, 1650 

When in the features all the foul's pourtray'd, 

And paflions fuch as Qarrick's are difplay'd, 

To me they feem from quickeft feelings caught, 

£aeh flart is Nature, and each paufe is thought. 

When reaibn yields to paifion's wilcl alarms, 1055 

And the whole ftate of man is up in arms, 
What but a critick could condemn the play'r 
For pauiing here, when cool fenfe paufts there? 
Whilft, working from the heart, the fire I trace, 
And mark it ftrongly flaming to the face 5 1060 

Whilft in each found I hear thV very man, 
I can't catch words, and pity thofe who cam 

Let wits, like fpiders, from the tortur'd brain 
Fine-draw the critick-web with curious pain ; 
The gods— a kindnefs I with thanks muft pay*—* 1065 

Have form'd me of* a coarfer kind of clay; 
Nor ftung with envy, nor with fpleen difeas'd, 
A poor dull creature, ftill with Nature pleas'd: 
Hence to thy praifes, Garrick, I agree, 
And pleas'd with Nature, muft be pleasM with thee. 1070 

Now might I tell how iilence reign M throughout, 
And deep attention hufh'd the rabble rout ; 
How ev'ry claimant, tortur'd with deflre, 
Was pale as afties, or as red as fire; 

But, loofe to fame, the Mufe more /imply ads, 10^5 

Rejects all flourifh, and relates mere fafts. 

The judges, as the fev'ral parties came, 
With temper heard, with judgment weigh'd each plaim ; 
And, in their fentence happily agreed, 
In name of tath, great Shakespeare thus decreed. 1080 

* If manly fenfe ; if Nature link'd with art ; 
' If thorough knowledge of the human heart ; 

* If pow'rs of acting, vaft and unconfln'd ; 

* If feweft faults with greateft beauties join'd ; 

G * If 
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' If ftrong expreffion, and Grange pow'rs which lie tO$£ 

• Within the magick circle of the eye ; 

' If feelings, which few hearts like his can know, 
' And wliich no face fo well as his can ihow, 

• Defcrve the prefrence — Garrick ! take the chair ; 

1 Nor quit it— till thou place an equal there !' I6y3 



A NIGHT-PIECE. 

BY MISS CARTER. 

WHILE Night in folemn (hade inverts the pole, 
And calm reflection fobthes the penfive foul ; 
While reafon undifturb'd aflerts her fway, 
And life's deceitful colours fade away ; 
To thee ! All-confcious Prefence ! I devote 
This peaceful interval of fober thought : 
Here all my better faculties confine ; 
And be this hour of facred filence .thine ! 

If, by the day's illuiive fcenes milled, 
My erring foul from Virtue's path has ftray'd ; 
Snar'd by example, or by paffion warm'd, 
Some falfe delight my giddy fenfe has charm'd; 
My calmer thoughts the wretched choice reprove, 
And my bell hopes are center'd in thy love. 
Depriv'd of this, can life one joy afford ! 
It's utmofl boail, a vain unmeaning word. 

But, ah ! how oft my lawlefs pafllons rove, 
And break thofe awfuf precepts I approve ! 
Purfue the fatal impulfe I abhor, 
And violate the virtue I adore ! 
Oft, when thy better Spirit's guardian care 
Warn'd my fond foul to fhun the tempting fnare, 
My ftubbom will his gentle aid reprefs'd, 
And check'd the rifmg goodnefs in my brcaft, 

Mad 
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Mad with vain hopes, or urg'd by falfe defires, 
Still'd his foft voice, and quench'd his facred €res. 

With- grief opprefs'd, a»4 profaate in the duft, 
Should'ft thou condemn, I own the fentence juft. 
Bat, oh ! thy fofter titles let me claim, 
And plead my caufe by Mercy's gentle name. 
Mercy ! that wipes the penitential tear^ 
And diflipates the horrors of defpair ; 
From rigorous juiHce fteali the vengeful hour, ' 
Softens; the dreadful attribute of Power* 
Difarms the wrath of an offended God, 
And feals my pardoa in a SavioorVblood! 

All-powerihl Grace, exert thy gentle fway. 
And teach my rebel parens to obey ; 
Left lurking folly, with infidious art, 
Regain my volatile incbnfhuit heart ! 
Shall every high refolve devotion rrame*, 
Be only lifelefs founds and fpecious names ? 
O rather, while thy hopes and fears controul, -• ,• 
In this ftHl hour, each motion of my foul, 
Secure it's fafety by a fudden doom, 
And be the foft retreat of deep my tomb, ! - 
Calm let me /lumber is that dark repofe, 
Till the laft morn it's orient beam diklofe ! 
Then, when the great archangel's potent found 
Shall echo thro' creation's ample round, 
Wak'd from the fleep of death with joy ftrvey 
The opening iplendovs of eternal day. 
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THE DEATH OF ARACHNE. 

■ • * 
AN HEROI-COMI-TRAGICK POEM* 

BV JOHW HAWKESWORTH, LL.D. 

TH E fhsinking brooks and ruflet meads complaint, 
That fummer's tyrant, fervid Sirius, reign M ; 
Full well the fun from heaven defending rode, 
And fix the (hadow on the dial (how*d. 

Philo, tho' young, to mufing much inclined, 
A (hamelefs floven, in his gown had din'd; 
From table fneaking with a fheepifti face, 
Before the circle was difxnifs'd with grace, 
And fmoaking now, his deflc with books o'erfpread, • 
Thick clouds of incenfe roll around his head a 
His head, which lave a quarter's growth of hair, 
His woollen cap lqng fince fcratch'd off, was bare ; 
His beard three days had grown, of golden hue ; 
Black was his ftiirit, uncomely to the view. 
Crofo-leggM he fat, and his ungarter'd hofe, 
Of each lean limb half hide and half expofe ; 
His cheek he lean'd upon his hand ; below, 
His nut-brown flipper hung upon his toe. 

Now with abftra&ed flight he climbs apace. 
High and more high, through pure unbounded (pace \ 
Now mere privation fails the wings of thought, 
He drops down headlong through the vaft of nought. 
A friendly vapour Mathefis fupplies ; 
Borne on the furging fmoke, he joys to rife: 
Matter thro' mpdes and qualities purfues ; 
Now caught, entranc'd it's naked cflence views ; 
Now wakes— the vifion fading from his fight, 
Leaves doubts behind, the mills of mental night, • 

Exiting 
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Exifting not, but poflible alone, . 

He deems "all fubffcance, and fufpe&s his own. 
Like wave by wave impell'd, now queftions roll- 
Does foul in aught fubfift, or all in foul? 
Is fpace, extension, nothing but a name, 
And mere idea Nature's mighty frame ? 
AH power, dftl forms, to ihtelle& confcnM ; 
Place, 'agent, fubjelt, inftrument combinM ? 
Is fpirit diverfe, • yet from number free, 
Conjoin'd by harmony in unity ?— 
Truth's fpotlefs : white, what piercing eye defcries, 
When the. ray broken takes Opinion's dyes ! 
Jn vain now Philo leeks the facred light; 
In chaos pluhg'd, where embryo fyftems fight. 

In this dark hour, unhoticM, "Chloe came; 
His ftudy-door admits the fhining dame : * 

With Nature's charms, flie join'd the charms of art, 
Wife of his choice, and miftrefs of his heart. 
What on her head (he wore, ereft and high, 
Unnam'd above, is call'd on. earth a fly ; ■>• * 

In wanton ringlets her fair trefTes fell, 
Her breads beneath tranfparent muilin fwell : 
Studded with .flaming gems a buckle bound 
Th* cmbroider'd zone her flender waift around ; 
Thence^ to her feet a vaft rotund difplayd 
The mingling colours of the irich brocade ; 
This aiding fancy, blending frame and pride, ." 
Inflames with beauties it was meant to hide. 
With carelefs cafe the nymph firft fnappM her fan, 
Roll'd round het radiant eyes, and thus began. 
4 How canfl thou, Philo, here delight to fit, 
' Immers'd in learning, naftinefs, and wit ? 
* .Clean from the cheft where various odours breathe, 
« And dying rofes their laft (weets bequeath, 
' A fhirt for thee, by my command, the maid 
' Thjee hours ago before the fire difplay-d; 

'» * The 
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9 The barber, waiting to renew thy face, r 

* Holds thy wig powder'd in the paileboard cafe ; 
' Thy filketi breeches, and thy hole of thread, 

9 Coat, waiftcoat, all, lie ready on the bed. 

* Renounce that odioua pipe, (his filthy cell, 

9 Where filence, duft, and Pagan authors dwell ; 

* Come ! (hall the ladies wait in vain for thee ? 

4 Come ! taile with us t^e charms of mirth and tea. 9 

As Philo heard confua'd the fiiver found, 
His foul emerges from the dark profound ; 
On the bright vifion full he turn'd his eyes : 
Touch'd, as he gaz'd, with pleafure and furprtae* 
The firft faint dawnings of a fmile appear'd; 
And now, in aft to f^eak, he ftrok'd his beard; 
When, from a fhelf jufio'qr the fair-one's head, 
Pown dropt Arachni by tfye yifcous thread* 
Back ftarta the nymph, wfch terror and difinay, 
9 The fpider ! oh. I' was all that foe could fay. 

At this the fage refiua'd the look fevere. 

* Renounce, with woman's folly, woman's fear {' 
He faid ; and careful to the fhelf conveyM > 
The haplefs rival of the blue-ey'd maid. 

Th* enormous deed aftonifli'd Chloe view'd, 
And rage the crimfon on her cheek renew'd. 
9 Mud then,' faid lhe, € fuch hideous vermin crawl, 
9 Indulged, protected, o'er the cobweb- d wallf 
« Deftroy her quickly— here her life I claim ; 
9 If not for love or decency, for fhame !' 

9 Shame be to guilt I* replies the man of thought i ~ 
< To flaves of cullom, ne'er by reaibn taught; 
' Who fpare no life that touches not their own, 
r By fear their cruelty reftrain'd alone. 
' No blamelefe in&t lives it's deftin'd hour, 

* Caught in the murdering vortex of their powe* 

* For me, the virtues of the mind I learn 

* From fage Arachne, for whofe life you bum ; 

9 From 
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From her, when bury all the fujhmer's day 
She weaves the carious woof that fnares her J>rey # 
I learn: Adr indufiry and art to prize* 
Admiring Nature providently wife ; 
Who, tho' her bounty unexhaufiecL flows, 
Not daily bread on idlenefs beftows. 

• Arachne, tHll fuperior to deipair, 
Reftores with art what accidents impair, 

The thoufandth time die broken thread renews, 
And one great end with fortitude purfues : 
To me her toil is ne'er renew'd in vain, 
Taught what the wife by perfeverance gain ; 
WarmM by example to the glorious ftrife, 
And taught to conquer in die fight of life! 

* When now with reft amidfl her labours crown'd, 
She watchful, patient, eyes the circle round ; 

I learn, when tdil has well deferv'd fuccefs, 
Hope's placid, calm expeftance, to pofiefs ; 
With car© to watch, with patience ftill to wait, 
The golden moment, tho* delay'd by Fate/ 
Impatient Chloe thus again reply 'd: 
How foon is error thro* each veil defcry'd ! 
Still boafting reafon's power, how weak are we ! 
How blind, alas ! to all we would not fee ! 
Elfe how could Philo, in a Spider's caufe, 
Talk thus of mercy with deferv'd applaufe ? 
Or call aught virtuous induftry and (kill, 
Exerted only to furprize and kill ! 
The blamelefs infeft, whom no murder feeds, 
For her, -the vi&im of her cunning, bleeds ; 
Cunning! which when to wifdom w6 compare, 
Is but to her, to men what monkies are. 9 
4 Hold !' Philo cries; * and know, the fame decree 
Gave her the fly, which gives the lamb to thee ; 
Or why thofe wings adapted to the (hare. 
Why interceptive hangs the net in air ? 

'As 
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* As plain in thefe the precept, " Kill tad eat/ 1 
' As in thy fkill to carve the living treat.' 

« To this,* fhe cries, * perfuade me, if you can ; 
' Man's lord of all, and all was made for man/ 

' Vain thought I the child of ignorance and pride ! 
Difdainful fmiling, quickly he reply'd. 
' To man, vain reptile ! tell me of what ufe 

* Are all that Africk's peopled waftes produce ? 

* The namelefs monfters of the fwarming feas, 

* The pigmy nations wafted on the breeze r 

* The happy myriads, by his eyes unfeen, 

« That bafk in flowers, and quicken all the green 2 

* Why live thefe numbers blefs'd in Nature's ftate ? 

* Why lives this Spider objetYof thy hate? 

* Why Man ? but life in common to poflefs, 
€ Wide to diffufe the ftream of happinefe : 

* Blefs'd ftream 1 th' o'erflowing of the parent mind; 
' Great without pride, and without weaknefs kind. 9 

Witli downcaft eyes, and (ighs, and modeft air, 
Thus in foft founds reply'd the wily fair: 
' This fatal fubtilty thy . books impart, 
' To baffle truth, when unfuiiain'd by art ; 
c For this, when Chloe goes at twelve to bed, 
c Till three you fit in converfe with the dead ; 
' No wonder, then, in vain my (kill's employ'd 

* To prove it beft that vermin be deftroy'd I 
' But tho' you proudly triumph o'er my fex, 
'' Joy to confute, and reafon but to vex; 

€ Yet, if you love me,- to oblige your wife, . 

* What could you left ! you'd take a Spider's life. 
' Once, to prevent my wifhes, Philo flew ; 

c But time, that alters all, has alter' d you. 

* Yet fHU unchang'd poor Chloe's love remains ; 

* Thefe tears my witnefs, which your pride difdain> ; 

* Thefe tears, at once my witnefs and relief!' 
Here paus'd the fair, all*eloo 1 uen't in griek 
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He, who had often, and alone, o'erturn'd 
endings, and fophifts, when his fury burn'd, 
*feft Jifty Jo Jo^e the fbrtrefs pf bis foul ! 
His «y& $^en£e^ ' 

* Curs'd wretch ! thou poifonous quinteflence of ill, 

* Thofe$ffe£o<£ dropsy rnipunifh^y firth thou ipill M 
He (aid ; and (looping, from his foot he drew, 

Black as his purpift^ What **» $»c« a Aft*:-'-* ~ -1*1 / / 

Now, high i**fcf&*ft««t tod «&*d»; - V v.. ; . 

Reafon's laft effort now t&e&ofee AtffteftoV 

In doubt he flood— whdifybifcafSM from dike's bttaft, 

A ftruggling figh her inward grief exprefs'd. 

Fir'd by the feinef, '* Wei feMetefe, &e\* k*&y>&, - 

And to his arm his utm«Jl^tei*{^applyM? 

Crufh'd falls the foe, one ooanpiicatttd wound, 

And the fmote fhelf rotor** a jttrag&mndv > 

On Ida's top thus Venus erft prevail'd, 
When all the fapience of Miacrtft fitt'th . <•.' . ' 
Thus to like arts a preyy as pcfets tell, 
By Juno lov'd in vain, great Dido fell* 
And thus, for ever, beaufy ft*U amtroal* 
The faint's, the fage > s, and the hero's foul. 

But Jote iridthsifr bdbeld th' atwetas deed* 
And vengeance follows wkhtwmeadwa (peed j 
In Philo's mind fhe.f^nch'd th* **$ that fir'd 
With love of fcience, ;. «a& WiA verfe infpir'd ; 
Expung'd at once the philofophick theme, 
All fages think, arf all thtepeet*. dream* 
Yields him, thus ehaagM, * vaf&l to the fair, : 
And forth u> kadakim wub STviaor't air * ,• : "■•.: 
Drefs'd to her *dA* he mixe* wHbithc gay, ;' . 
As much a trifle, and as vain as they ; 
To fix their pow'r, and AtH<bik the chain, . x * . 
They lead where pleafuie rpr'e&ds her fort domain ;. \ • 
Where, drown'd in jhtffek Reafim's hoarifcr call, : . . -.- * 
love (miles triumph***^ thy §rovcv : YiuxhaU* 

H A FA- 
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A FATHER'S ADVICE TO HIS SON. 

BY JOHN GILBERT COOPER, ES<fc/ 

DEEP in a grove, by cyprefi (haded, 
Where mid-day fun had (cldom fane, 
Or noife the folemn fcene invaded, 
Save fome aifli&ed Mufe'a moan; 

A (wain tow'rds full-ag'd manhood wending, 
Sat forrowing at the dofc of day; . ' 

At whofe fond fide a boy attending, 
Lifp'd half his father's cares away* ■. 

The father's eyes no objeft wrefted, 

But on the finiling prattler hung ;. . 
Till, what his throbbing heart fuggefted, . 

Thefe accents trembled from his tongue. ' 

' My youth's firft hopes, my manhood's treafure! . 
' My prattling innocent attend ; 

* Nor fear rebuke, nor (bur difpleafure, 
' A father's lovelieft name is Friend. 

* Some truths, from long experience flowing, 
' Worth more than royal grants, receive ; 

* For truths are wealth of HeavVs bellowing, ' 
< Which kings have feldom power to give. 

' Since, from an ancient race deicended, 
' You boaft an unattainted blood ; 

* By your's be their fair fame attended, 

1 And claim by birthright to be good 
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* In love for every iellow-creature, 
« Superior rife above the crowd ; 

* Witt moll ennobles human nature, 

' Was ne'er the portion of the proud. 

' Be thine the generous heart, that borrows 

* From other's joys a friendly glow ; 

4 And for each hapkfs neighbour's forrows, 
« Throbs wkhjUympathetick woe. 

* This is the temper rjioft endearing : 

' Tho 9 wide proud Pomp her banners ipreads, . 
4 An heavenlier power, good-nature bearing, 

* Each heart in willing thraldom leads. 

4 Tafte not from fame's uncertain fountain, 

* The peace-deftroying ftreams that flow ; 

* Nor from ambition's dangerous mountain, 
' Look down upon the world below. 

* The princely pine on hills exalted, 

* Whofe lofty branches cleave the fky, 

* By winds long fcrav'd, at laft auaulted, 
4 Is headlong whirl'd in duft to lie : 

* Whilft the mild rofe, more fafely growing, 
g Low in it's uhafpiring vale, 

' Amidft retirement's (helter blowing, 
' Exchanges fweets with every gale. 

* Wifh not for beauty's darling features, 

* Moulded by Nature's* fondling power; 

* Tor faireft forms 'mong human creatures, 

* Shine but the pageants of an hour. 

H-a* « Ifaw 
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I faw the pride of ail the meadow, 
* At noon, a gay Naraffiu, blow ' 
Upon a river's bank, whofcfluuknr 
« Bloom'din the filver vtaw below t 



: 'T. 



« By noon-tide'i h*M ifr.ywth wat/waftafc i i 

* The waters ai thay j*6'd f eomp|ai»Vdr* .. i 
' Ateveit'sgloHtf aH.we*ftblftftedi<: -....■».. 

« And not one fQnmv.tiftl rtmain'd. . .',. - '-■• T 

• Nor let vain wit's deceitful gjlory ■• ■■»• ■ 'i •■• »»« 

* Lead you from wUHquPs path a£ray ? 

* What genius lives rtnowa'd in ftory, 

« To happine6 who fciadt A* way ? :•! : ..i .!....:■: 

« In yonder mead, behold that, vapouf, . 

« Whofe vivid beawftUvftve play : • ■ : ; ", 

c Far off, it feema a friendly taper, . : r. 

* To guide the traveller §3 hif w$y | ... .' . 

• But mould fome haplefi wretch; purfokig, 

« Tread where the trtach*K>us meteors glow*,; 
' He'd find, top late his rafhnefs rueing, 

* That fatal quickfands lark below. 

* In life, fuch bubbles nought admiring, 

« Gilt with falfe light, and fill'4 with air, -f -.- - 
« Do you, from pageant crowd* retiring, . 
« To peace, in virtue ■» cot, rf pair: 

\ There feek the never-wafted trea&re, »' 

* Which mutual love and fnendmip give j 
Domeftick comfort, fpotfefe pfeafare ! 

« And blcfs'd, and blemng, you wUl Eve. 1 
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4 If Heaven with children crowns your dwelling, 

• As mine i$'s, bounty doer with you; 
' In fondnefs fatherly excelling, 
■"•'•* Th» example you hive felti purfue.* 

He paus'd— -for, tenderly careffing 
The darling of his wounded heart, 
: sfcpphs hafrmeans only of exprelfing . •- . <; « i 

• ^toughtj language neyer r !cxmld import. . * * 

• ' ' ' , • •» ' r ' * ■"'»■?-•• '" * 

- « , - • « . . k i . i * 

Now night her mournful mangle Spreading,, 

Had rob'd with black th' horizon round, 
And dank dews from frer treJTea .(Redding, 

With genial moifture bathUthe ground: 

':•■• ■: - :- ; V . . . . ' /. i ' 
When back taxity follies flyings 

'Midft cuftoxn's flaves he liv*d refign'd ; 
His face, anpy'4 in fmilas,; 4fftyf&$ 
The tny^qfnplqyion of hfr mind; 

For feriou%,around furveyisg . T . 

Each character in youth and age, 
Of fools beqray'd, and knaves betraying, 

That play'd upon this human ftage; , 

(Peaceful himfelf, and undefigning) SJ 

He loath'd the fcenes of guile and ftrife, 
And felt each Ceeretwxfli inclining 

To leave th* fretful fcrce of life. 

Yet, to whatever above wa» fated, 

Obediently he bowM his foul ; 
For, what AU-bounteoua Heav** created, 

He thought Hcfcv*ft<mly fcouW con trouL 
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ELEGY; 

DESCRIBING THE SORROW OP AN INOBNUOUS MIND, OK TUB 
MELANCHOLY EVENT OF A LICENTIOUS AMOUR. 

BY W. SHENSTONE, ESCfe, 

WH Y mourns my friend? why weeps hit downcaft ejef 
That eye where mirth, where fancy ua'd to flnne ! 
Thy chearful meads reprove that fwelling figh; 
Spring ne'er enamell'd fairer-meads than thine. 

Art thou not lodgM in Fortune's warm embrace? 

Wert thou not fbrm'd by Nature's partial care? 
Blefs'd in thy long, and blefs'd in every grace 

That wins the friend, or that enchants the fair ? 

4 Damon/ faid he, * thy partial- praife reftrain ; '* 

< Not Damon's friendship can my peace reffiore? 

* Alas ! his very praife awakes my pain, 

' And my poor wounded bofom bleeds the more. 

' For, oh ! that Nature on my birth had frownM f 
' Or Fortune nVd me to fome lowly cell ! 

* Then had my bofom 'fcap'd this fatal wound, 

' Nor had I bid thefe vernal fweets fareweL > 

* But led by Fortune's hand, her darling child,' 

' My youth her vain licentious blifs a&nir'd J : - 
4 In Fortune's train the Syren Flattery fmil'd,. 

* And rafhly hallow'd all her queen infpir'd. 

' Of folly ftudious, e'en of vices vain, 

' Ah, vices ! gilded by the rich and gay ! " ' • ' 
' I chas'd the guilelefs daughters of the plain; 

* Nor dropp'd the chafe, till Jefly was my prey. 

« Poo^ 



BEAUTIES OF CEDE TRY; 4l 

* Poor, artlefs maid ! to ftam thy fpottefi name, • < 
g Expence, and.ai^aad toil, united ftrovej 

* To lure a breaft that felt die pureft flame, 
4 Safbin'd bjr virtue;! but bctra^d by love. 

* School'd in the fcience of love's mazy wiles, 
4 I cloath'd . each feature with affe&ed febrn; 

' I fpoke of jealous doubts, and;fickle fmiles, -■>'■'■: u '* 
4 And, feigning, left her anxumsi-and forlorn. - . -. 1 - : \ ' y 

4 Then, while the fancyM rage alarast'd her care, -:'<.'. ■ ■» 

* Warnvto deny, and zealous to. difprove; r. 
4 I bade my words the wonted faftnefs wear, 

* And feiz'd the minute of returning We. 

' To thee, my .Damon, dare I paint the reft? • 

* Will, yet, thy love a candid ear incline ? 

* AJTur'd, that virtue, by misfortune prefs'd, " 

* Feels not the fharpnefs of a pang like mine. - 

* Nine envious moons matur'd her growing frame * 
' Ere while to: flaunt it in the face of day ; 

9 When, fcorn'd by virtue, fBgmatiz'd by fame, 
4 Low at my feet defponding Jcffy lay. 

« Henry/' (he faH, " by thy dear form fubdn'd, 

** See the fad reficks of a nymph undone ! 
" I find, I find each riling fob renew'd j 

€€ I figh in fhades, and ficken at the fun. 

** Amid the dreary gloom of night, I cry, 
44 When will the morn's once pleafing fcenes return ? 

44 Yet what can morn's returning ray fupply, 
44 But foes that triumph— or, but friends that mourn ! 

44 Alas ! 
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" Alas!. no more the jc^in morriappean; ! . . fc > t 

44 That led the tranquil four* of ipotlcts finrief . . , I 

" For I have fteep'd a fcthartjeouch m tear*, ....-.;„ 
« And ting'd a mother's glowing cheek wkLfltfttA 

•' The vocal birds that raifc their matin flrairi, 
44 The fportive lambs increafe my penfive moan ; 

«' All feem to chafe me from the chearfitl plate* '.. 
" And talk of tenth and innocence alotfe. 

" If thro' the garden'* flowery tribes I ftray, 
" Where bloom the jafetfnts' that could once allure— 

** Hope not to find delight in ttV' they fay, 
44 For we are fpotlefs, Je% ; w* are pure." 

44 Ye flowers ! that well reproach a nymph fo fbnl,, 
« Say, could ye with my virgin fame compare I 

94 The brighteft bud that fonts the vernal gale, 
44 Was not fo fragrant, and was not fofair. . 

44 Now the grave old 1 alarm the gentler young ; 

44 And all my fame's abhor* M contagion flee? ; - . 
44 Trembles each lip, andVfaulters every tongue, • 

44 That bids the mom propitious finite on mew 

*• Thus, for your fake, I ihun each .human eye p 

44 I bid the fweets of blooming youth adieu : 
•* To die I languifh, but I dread jto die, 

44 Left my fad fate lhould nonriih pangs for you* 

" Raife me from earth, the pangs of want remove, . 

" And let me filent feekfome friendly ihore j , 
94 There only, banifh'd from the form I love, 

" My weeping virtue ihall relapfe no more* • 



% 
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44 Be but my friend 1 I aflc no dearer name ; 
\ *' $* fatH the meed of fome more artful fair : 
t€ Nor could it heal my peace, or chafe my ihaine, 
" That pity gave whit love refus'd to fhare. 

44 Force not my tongue to alk it's icanty bread ; 

44 Nor hurl thy Jeffy to the vulgar crew : 
".Not fuch the parent's board at which I fed ; ' 

" Not fuch the precept from his lips I drew ! 

44 Haply, when age has filver'd o'er my hair, 
" Malice may learn to fcorn fo mean a fpoil j 

44 Envy may flight a face no longer fair, 
€t And pity welcome to my native foil I" 

* She fpoke— nor was I born of favage race ; 

' Nor could thefe hands a niggard boon affign : 
' Grateful fhe clafp*d me in a laft embrace, 
' And vow'd to wafte her life in pray'rs for mine* 

' I faw her foot the lofty bark afcend ; 

' I faw her breaft with every paffion heave t 
' I left her—- torn from every earthly friend ; 

* Oh! my haiti1k>fi>m,Vnich could bear to leave! 

' Brief let me be-i-the fatal ftorm arofe ; 
4 The billows rag'd ;^the*pi]ot's art was vain : 

* O'er the tall mail the circling furgies clofe ; 

* My Jefly— floats upon the wat'ry plain ! 

* And— fee my youth** impetuous fires decay ! 
4 Seek not to flop reflectfoh's bitter tear ; 

g But warn the frolicfc, -'and ihftrufrthe ga)r, 
4 From Jefly, floating' on her- wat'ry bier ! 
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AN EPISTLE TOTHE REV. MR. MADAN; 

OCCAIIOKCD 17 
H13 LATE PUBLICATION IN FAVOUR OF POLYOAMT, 

INT1TLE0| 

THILYPHTHO|i$.OR| A TREATIII ON FEMAL1 RUIN. 

teV THE REV. Mk. WYNNE. 

A Bard, O Madam, tho* to thee unknown, 
Pleas'd rf at worth in any brcaft to own ; ' - ' 

A Bard who oft, attendant on thy. lore, •.•■'* 

Has heard thee truths of Sacred WrU explore * . . . • • 

Now to thine ear prefers his humble ftrain, 
Nor deems the gen'rous labour ihall be yaim . » 

Born in an age when diifipation's fway 
Proves that our virtue and our fame decay, 

Prompt to fuppoit Religion's droopwg Can&, . ., 

Bold you Hand forth, and point to Heav'n's own laws. 

And well, indeed, in a degeriVatfc age, ■ * 

A theme like yours might t^ous minds engage* 

Love ! the firft foother of ail hujnan woe* . -. I - 

Love! the chief Wjii tl|a^ mortU* taAe bctowi. : :.:■■.; - 

By Luft adult'rous driv'n, alas ! retires, 

And Hymen's torch, inverted thus,, eftpirfe L •...'-:;: :..'.':. /I '* 

Man (till delights from fair to fair toryve, lt : % • 

Woman prefers Variety to Love; ■ : v .- ,", - 

The nuptial ties they break with eager, hands, •■ -i. » . ■ 

As Samfon did the Philiftean bands. 

To check this torrent, in your Work we find, v. ..;.•■■. * 
A bold defign connubial blifs to bind. 
To Science bred, with Scripture: Learning fraught. 
You lay down rules from diftant ages brought, 
From Holy Writ as well as Reafon trae'd, 
" ' With all the force of flow'ry periods grae'd. 

You 
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You tell us, ' Man,. tho* ftyl'd the lord of all, 

* 1% by the weaker fex ftill held in thrall, 

' Becaufe to One alone his vows he gives, ■ : : 
« And ftill (if jiift) to One devoted lives s 
9 While Heav'n it&lf, enacting no fiich laws, 
4 Has left him free to vindicate his caufe ; 

* To (hew the (ex he is their proper head, 

4 And take, at pleafbgr, numbers to his bed*' 
Hard were the taffc, thro* various books fo rove, 

And Negatives by Implication prove ! 

Scripture, indeed, does a wide Eeld difplay, 

A field where thousand*/ treads where thousand* ftray : . . 

Then let not human priie refufe to-own , 

Errors to which ail hitman-kind are pfoae. _ w - 

The Mufe with candour mail /qut fteps attend. 

Blame where me mult ; and where me can, commend.; 
The Patriarchs, and Ji(dsa*s King*, *&. true, 

Had many wives, yet kept their Law in view ; . ; /- 

But at Creation's earlieft birth, we fmd. 

One Eve was only to one Adam join'cL 

No forms could°Cheri prevail, for none wire known* : : - 

Where fimple Nature, was the bond alone. - . 

But Time brought forms* the truth of man to prove, 

And by Religion join- thofe join'd by Love* . . ; 

Our Chriftian Laws their ^excellence maintain, 

Beyond all thofe which toark'd out Nature's reign ? ( 

Or thofe of old from^ thundering Sinai giWn, / 

E'en to the people favour'd moft by Heav'n. 

Heathens obfervM the Chilians modeft lives. 

Who ftill difelaia'd Plurality of Wives •$'; ; 

* Celfus, and other Heathens, obferved the* chaftity of' the lives of Chrif- 
titnt. It was alfo obferved,- that though, celibacy was not prefcribed to the 
clergy, yet a bUhop, prieft or deacon, having buried his fir* wife, was not al- 
lowed to marry again $ which Come think to be the true meaning of Paul's 
advice to Timothy} that a bijbty Jbould It tbt bujband of §*t %vift; coo* 
trary to Mr. Madan's conftru&toa of the text* 

I* Whether 
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Whether by Precept or Example taught, 

'Tis plain, at leaft, they adfced as they thought. 

While fome, more fbi&, a fingle life defir'd, . I • 

And oft to defarta, woods, and caves, retir'd. ■ ■ :\ • 

Such were the primitive and iimple times, 
Unknown to modern wit; and modern crimes : 
The Wife was fubjeft ; while, with gentle fway, :' » 

The Hufband taught the weaker to obey. . ■ ■ • ■' 

Nor yet did Man, with an unhallow'd dame, ■ T 

To more than One put in his modeft claim: . •• \ 

But Mahomet's new fed a law allow'd, 
Well framed to captivate the giddy. crowd ; • • 

He taught that wild variety to prove, . :■--..* 

Where fierce delight takes place' of real love-*- • . .- .v 

Such are the proofs which on<our fenfes break I :.. . . ._,»-. 
Is Scripture filent ?*— then let Reafon fpeak. 

Go, ranfack" 6ther climes, fearch, Afia round, . -.': 
Where in it's height Polygamy is found ; ? 
There may you fee the men tyrannick fway, * 

And beauteous flaves reluctantly obey ; \ « 

There may you" find excels the fav'ritc theme* 
And ev'ry paflion reigning in extreme f. - .' ■ 

But not to fcenes like tfiefe is Love confined* ■ . . . ";■ 
Nor fickle paffionsj changing with the wind A ■ •., : ■ - ,\ 
Love nourifhes* a pure and (acred fi^e, . 
Fann'd by efteem, tho' kindled by denre ! . . 
From youth to age, .true lovje Vntfl flail remain;* '...*,- ■ . , 
Attend in ficknefe, foothe the .bed of pain i 
Thro' all life's vary'd paths it's kindnefs fhew, ; 
But moil where toils and dreaded* dangers grqW S 

•We find by tie Koran, that this Grand Impoftor does not allow women 
to have immortal fouls $ .he therefore pickt out wives for hit feints ^om the 
Houries, or fabled Paughters of Paradiie. 

•f In conference of this, it is well known, that whilft numbers of women 
are (hut up in the % Hartms; perpetual jealouties prevail: among them J and 
their haughty lord, though he may gratify at pleafure hit inordinate paffionfe 
can ne&r experience the fupreme felicity of having a fair companion, a coniftant 
lover, and a tender friend. 

For 






For living ftream$ r as the pareh'd heifer burn^ 

As to the polar (bar the needle tujns ; 

As Echo, plea&'4, repeats the dyipg ypice ; 

So the touch'd heartpis faithful to it's choice! 

A flame thus true, e'en infidels mig^t own, 

Shews conftant Love mufl:Jix<>n. we alone z ... 

Still, Dove-like, ft. the -tender P^^c^join'd, 

In death united, ^ jn lifp comhjn'd^ .• ^ .;,.„[> 3 . :l) -<« 

Then te not; Fancy's labyrinth, ^fcaie» f ^\ f i. s ii ma > 
And lead us jfi;<?in..tbe perfect and AeJ^.,',' ; . », . 0i ^r 
Love is the law, of;,fJature boft expnefc'd, - ■ § . . .-. : ... ■ t fj . 
*Tis HeavVs own emblem.in. the. human, breaft; . • ; ja -j . - 
When either fex confels his kind eontroul* 
And thus become c one life, onej heart,; one foul V ■," - . .- 
Nature, and Nature's God, o'er all the eart^* /. kj 
Have formed us # nearly equal at our birth f ; . • ,.; j « 

But were there many wives for man. defign'd, - . . . x . ; , 
Nature would multiply the female kind ; 

Elfe why fhould we adopt, in this alone, ^ "&V 

* Th' enormous faith, of many made for one ?* 
That faith let flaves in Eaftern climates hold, 
Who barter jaeauty, ill^xcJutngM loir 'gold: 
While Britain's ions, of manners more refin'd, 
s v AfTert the gen'ral lights of human* kind; ■ 

Whate'er their .vices, Tyran&y dejpife* 
Nor once invade the Liberty they prize ? 

Be this their boaft; nor, Ma dan, thou difdain 
The folemn truths that deck this humble drain : 
The gen'rous mind, ftill to con vidion free, 
Pan it's own faults, if truly painted, fee, 

* Milton's Paradife Loft. 

f It U generally fold, that there are about fourteen malet born to thirteen 
ffcmales ; which difference is fuppofed to be intended by Providence to fupply 
the placet of fuch of the men as perifli by war or other accidents to which wo- 
men are not fo liable. Some have indeed urged, that this fmall difproportiott 
ftill leaves the males more numerous*, they forget, however, the numbers of 
Ben who die in childbirth, and of difeafes peculiar to the fex. 

Zeal 
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Zeal was thy -motive, we that zed commend, 
Tho' not dire&ed to it's proper end. 
Then ftill proceed where Virtue points the way,' . 
And bright Religion beams her (acred rajr: " 
But in the path obfcure forbear to tread ; 
And tho* inform'd, yet : fear to be mifled ; 
But fear ftill mdre, left others headlong riili ■■ 
To trace thofe paths where virtue is undone.' 

• All flew is frail !— We mould the weak regard, 
Who take their Teacher's word for God's award. 
« Order is HeavVs'flrft law * ;•_ be that obeyM : 
In Chriftian laws this order is difplayM ; 
. And by it's rules, if rightly underftood, 
The Private centres m die Publick good/ 
Such rules let us adopt, and keep the road 
Thro* which our wife forefathers fought their God. 
To virtuous a&ons let our lives be giv'n ; 
And, pure ot heart, leave we the reft to Heav'n. 



DAMON TO DELIA; 

ON SEEING THE PIRST PLBDGB OP THEIR MVTVAL LttVB 
BUILDING A CARD HOtfSB. .*" 

/ A SIMILE. 

BY MR. THOMAS BEL L AMY. 

VIEW, my love, our tender charmer, 
Rearing up the paper pile ! • 
Now a thoufand fears alarm her ; 
Fluttering, trembling, all the while. * 

• Pope'i EflTajr on Man. 
« a. Soon, 
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Soon, to pretty Polly's thinking. 

All her wilhcs. will be crown'd : . 
Fate denies ! the fabrick finking, 

Spreads a little ruin round 1 , 



Thus fond man, himfeEf deluding, 
Building fancyftd joys on high;... . 

Lo ! fome fudden care intruding, 
AU his airy profpe&s.die! 

Lighter than the wat/ry babble 
Are the trahfports earth can give j 

Mix'd with forrow* pain and trouble, 
Ever riling, while wc:livc. 



THE PARISH CLERK. 

BY MR. W. VERNON.; / 



I. 

LE T courtly bards, in poWd phrsfe, endite . 
Soft madrigahr, to celebrate the fair ; . 
Or paint the fpiendor of a birthrday night, '> 
Where peer* and dames in mining robes appear s, v: 
The talk be mine negie&ed worth to, praife, : 

Alas ! ttfto&en founds in thefe degenerate, day*. .. , 

h. 

O gentle Shenftone i could the felf-taught M ufe„ -, 
Who joys, like thine, in rujfl ihades t? ftrayr 1, 
Could ihe, like thine, while. flie her- theme, pucfijes*. 
With native l>eauties 4«ck the pleafing jay ; /; 
Then mould the humble Clerk of BartonrDean, 
An equal meed of praiie with thy ^pofcinHbefs gflja;. 



III. En- 
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. -in. . ■ . . , ■■; ...i 2 
Ent'ring the village, ina dcep-wom way, - •*;' ' i. 

Hard by an aged oak, JubdwelEng itaitds ; . .>*.. . •■: . . 
The lowly roof is thatch, the. walls are clay :;; *. «.*.."/'; 
All rudely rais'd by his forefathers hands : 
Obferve the homely hut as-yon pals" by, .'.: ,;:... : .'.; » 
And pity the good man that lives fo wretchedly* ,-, ' .1. 

... IV. ' ' - :■ . 

Yulcanian artift here, with oily brow '. 

And naked arm, he at his anvil plies, 
What time Aurora in the eaft does glow, - 1 

And eke when Vcfper gilds the weftern : ikies ; 
The bellows roar, the hammers loud refound, .:.....: 

And from the tortur*d mafs the fparkles fly around. <.' . 

V. 
Hither the truant fchool-boy frequent wends, 

And flily peeping o'er the hatch is feen 
To note the bick'ring workman, while he .bends 
The fteed's ftrong flioe, or forms the fickle keen. 
Unthinking, little elf, what ills betide, 
Of breech begalled fore, and cruel talk befide ! 

VI. 
A deep hiftorian, well I wot, is he, ■ ."" "■■» -- ' . i "jf 

And many tomes of ancient lore has read,..'.. .... .?. 

Of England's George, the flow'r of chivalry, 1 ■ ' . : v'J 
Of Merlin's Mirror, and the Brazen Head 5 
With hundred legends more, which rto recite :' ' ■. . 

Would tire the wife* nuriey and fpetfd' the longed mghv ' ■■' -. 

vn. 

To Nature's Book he ftudioufly applies; r J 

And oft, confulted by the anxious fwaki; « 
With wiftful gaw reviews the vauhed fides, 
And (hews.tke figns of fure impending rain, 
Or thunder gather'd in the fervid air, 
Or if the harveft-month will be.ferene and fair. 

VHL The 
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vm. 

The various phafes of thcVmoon he knows, 

And whence h£r orb derives it's filver fheen. 
From what ftrange caufe' the madding Heygre flows/ • 
By which the peafants oft endanger'd been, 
As in their freighted barks they carelefs glide, 
And view thV inverted trees in Severn's chryftal tide. 

IX. 
Returning late at eve from wake or fair, 

Among a fort of poor unlettered fwains, 
He teaches them to name each brighter ftar. 
And of the northern lights the caufe explains ; 
Recounts what comets have appear'd of old, 
Portending dearth, and war, and miseries manifold. 

X. 
Around his bending fhoulders graceful flow 

His curling filver locks, the growth of years ; 
Supported by a ftaff he walketh flow, 

And Ample neatnefs in his mien appears ; 
And every neighbour that perchance he meets. 
Or young or old be they, with courtefy he greets* 

XI. 
A goodly fight, I wot, it were, to view 

The decent Parifh Clerk on Sabbath-day, 
Seated, beneath the Curate, in his pew, 

Or kneeling down with lifted hands to pray ; 
And ever and anon, with clofe of pray'r, 
He anfwereth. Amen ! with fober folemn air. 

XII. 
Such times an ancient fuit of black he wears, 

Which from the Curate's wardrobe did defcend : 
Love to his Clerk the pious Curate bears, 
Pities his wants, and wifheth to befriend ; 
But what, alas ! can (lender fal'iy do, 
Kncumber'd by a wife, and children not a few ? 

R Xm. Thro' 
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TO 

Thro 9 ev'iy feafon of the changing year. 

His Arid regard for Chriftian rites i* feed. 
The holy church he decks with garlands fair. 
Or birchen boughs, or yew for ever green i 
On ev'ry pew a formal fprig is plac'd, 
And with a fpadous branch the pulpit's Cop is grae'd* 

XIV. 
At Chriftmas tide, when ev'ry yeoman's hall 

With ancient hofpitality is blefi'd, 
Kind invitations he accepts from *H„ 

To (hare the plenteous, mirth-abounding feaft ; 
The Chriftmas feaft unperf*& wo^id appear, . . . ; 

Except their good old gueft, the Parifli Clerk, wis thejt.- - 

XV. 
Then, when the mellow beer goes gaily round, 
And curls of fmoke from lighted pipes afpire, 
When chearful carols thro' the room refonnd, 
And crackling logs augment the blazing nre, 
His honeft heart with focial joy o'erflows, 
And many a merry tale he on his friends be flows. . - 

XVI. 
When fmit with mutual, love, the youth and maid 

To weave the (acred nuptial knot agree, 
Pleas'd he attends to lend his iifeful aid, 2 

And fee the rites perform'd with decency : 
He gives the bride, and joins their trembling hands, 
While with the fervice-book the Curate gravely ftands. 

XVII. 
Then, while the merry bells the fteeple fiiake, 

Ringing in honour of the happy pair. 
To notes of gladnefs while the minftrele wake, 
And lads and lanes the rich bridecake (hare ; 
O may the youthful bard a portion gain, 
To whom the rural fege it's* virtue* did cxjilaki. . 

XVIII. When 
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xvnr. 

When from the church r etuiw the blithcfoxn* tfraift, 

A fpky 5*ke tw*g*nije; tnakkiis bring ; 
Which, holding o'ei th$ bride, they break btwaitf, 

And all conjoin'd thi* nuptial ditty fing' : ■ • - 

* Joy to the wedded pair !. health," kngth of d*ys \ : 

* And may they, Me&'d fejf'He^*, a goodly houihold raffe.' - 

XIX. 
At eve, the lovefcta&ftdmiing bride, ' 

Will take the ring "which on her finger wines, . 
And thro' the facred circlet nine /tiroes, ilide ' f 

The fragrant gift* rfpe^ti»g jnyftick lilies >* ' : \ . 

(The myftick lines we may. not here make krtown, \ 
Them (hall the Mufc rev*4 to virgins chate alone.) 

The fbeking tteown, ; as tfiieic'nt rules require, " 

Leave the glad lovers t0 compleat their joy ; 
And to thy pillow flleirtjjr *eti**, 

Where cjofe btntath thy h<ad the charm mnft lie : 
Rais'd by the pow'r df Love, in viiion gay, ' ' 
Thy future fpQufe (hall cofte in holiday array. 

XXI. 
And, foft approaching, with th« mildeft air, 
Thy yielding lips fhal) modeftly embrace; 
O, fweet illusion ! wik tho* disappear ? 
Alas, it flies ! the morning fprings apace ! 
The bluihing lover fees the light with pain, 
And longs to recompofe* and woo his dream again. 

xxn. 

O, time relentle&'l fee to cv^ry joy ! 

How all declines beneath thy iron reign f 
Once could pur Clerk to fweeteft melody 

Attune the harp, and charm the lift'ning plain : 
Or with his mellow voice the pfalm could raife, 
And fill the echoing choir with notes of faered praife. 

K 2 XXIII. But 
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xxra. 

But now, alas ! his every power decays, 

His voice grows hoarfe, long toil has cramp'd his hands ,- 
No more he fills the echoing choir with praife, 
No more to melody the harp commands : 
Sadly he mourns the dnlnefi of his ear, ' * 

And when a mailer plays, he prefles clofe to hear. 

XXIV. 
Late, o'er the plain, by chance or fortune led, 

The peniive fwain who does his annals write, 
Him in his humble cottage vifited, 

And learned his ffory, with fincere delight ; . 
For chiefly of himfelf his converfe ran, 
As mem'ry well fupplyM the narrative old man. 

XXV. 
His youthful feats with guiltlefs pride he told, * 

In rural games what honours erft he won ; 
How on the green he threw the wrcftlers bold ; 
How light he leap'd, and O ! how fwift he run. 
Then, with a figh, he fondly turn'd his praife 
To rivals now no more, and friends of former days. 

XXVI. 
At length, concluding with reflections deep— 

' Alas ! of life few comforts now remain ; * 

« Of what I was, I but the veilige keep, 
' Impair'd by grief, by penury, and pain : 

* Yet Let me not arraign juft HeavVs decree j 

« The lot of human-kind, as man, belongs to me. 

XXVII. 
* Beneath yon aged yew-tree's folemn {hade, 

* Whofe twilled roots above the greenfward creep ; 
' There, freed from toils, my pious father laid, 
' Enjoys a filent, unmolefted deep : 

* And there my only fon— with himI gave 

* All comfort of my age, untimely to the grave. 

xxvra. ' it 
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. : - xxvnt:-? .-■■./ .-. r -■ ": 

• In that fweet earth, when nature's debt is paid* 

* And leaving life, I leave it^s load of woes, N *•/ "<• '*. 

* My neighbours kind r I trdft^ willJec;me:l«d^r > • ' \ 
r In humble hope of mercy, to repofe : 

r Evil and few, the patriarch' jnbu'rn'd Kk days, ■"' « ". ::■. - 
4 Nor fliall a man prefunle to vindicate His ways.* l :\i j 



AN ELEGY ON A„,PILE OF RUINS. 

BY MR. J. CUNNINGHAM* 



IN the full pro(pe& yonder hill commands, 
O'er forefts, fields, and vernal-coated plains,; : * 
The veftige of an ancient abbey/ ftands, 
Clofe by a rviin'd caftle's rude remains* 

Half buried, there, lie many a broken' bull, 
And obeltfk, and urn, o'erthrown ty Time ; r 

And many a cherub, there, defcends in duft 
From the rent roof, and portico fublime. 

The rivulets, oft frighted at the found 

Of fragments, tumbling from the tow'rs on high ; 
Plunge to their fburce in fecret caves profound, 

Leaving their banks and pebbly bottoms dry. 

Where rev'rend ihrines in Gothidk grandeur flood, 

The nettle, or the. noxious nightihade, fpreads ; 
And afhlings, wafted from the neighb'ring wood, 
Thro , the worn turrets wave their tsembling heads. 



. V 



There 
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There Contemplation, to the crowd unknown* 
Her attitude eompos'd, and afpe& fweet ! 

Sits muting on a monumental ftone. 
And points to the Memento at her feet* 

Soon as (age ev'ning check'd day's funny pride, 
I left the mantling (hade, in moral mood j 

And. feated by the maid's fequefter'd fide, 
Thus figh'd, the mouldering ruins as I view'd. 

Inexorably calm, with filent pace, 

Here Time has pafs'd — what ruin marks his way ! 
This pile, now crumbling o'er it's hallow'd bafe. 

Turn'd not' his ftep, nor could his courfc delay. 

Religion rais'd her fupplicatihg eyes 
In vain ; and Melody,. her (bng fublime : 

In vain Philofophy, with maxims wife* 
Would touch the cold unfeeling heart of Time- . 



Yet the hoar tyrant, tho* not mov'd to fpare, 
Relented when he ftruck it's finifh'd pride ; : 

And partly the rude ravage to repair, .. , 

The tott'ring tow'rs with twitted ivy tied.. 

How folemn is the cell o'ergrown with mofs, 
That terminates the view yon doifler'd way 1 .. 

In the crufh'd wall, a time-corroded crofs. "' 
Religion like, (lands mould'ring in decay ! 

Where themild Am, thro' faint-encypherM glaf* r . 

Illumed with mellow light that brown-browM aifle; 
Many rapt hours might Meditation pafs, 

Slow moving 'twixt the pillars of the pile ! 



And 
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And Piety, with rayffick-meaning beads* 

Bowing to faints on cT*ry fide inurn'd^ 
Trod oft the folitary path, that leads 

Where now the facred altar lids o'ertnrnM ! 

Thro' the grey grove, betfrbrt thofe with'ring trees, 
'Mongft a rude group of monuments, appears 

A marble-imag'd matron on her knees. 
Half wafted, like a Niobe in tears* 

Low levelPd in the duft her darling's laid 1 
Death pitied not the pride of youthful bloom 3 : 

Nor could maternal piety difiuade, 
Or foften the. fell tyrant of the tomb. 

The relicks of a mitred faint may reft. 

Where, mould'ring in the niche, his ftatue ftands ; 

Now namelefs, as the crowd that kifs*d his veft. 
And crav'd the benediction of his hands. 

Near the brown arch, redoubling yonder gloom. 

The bones of an illuftrious chieftain lie ; ' 

As trae'd upon the time-unletter'd tomb, 
The trophies of a broken fame imply* 

Ah ! what avails, that o'er the vaflal plain, 
His rights and rich demefnes extended wide ! 

That honour, and her knights, compos'd his train, 
And chivalry flood marfhall'd by his fide ! 

Tho* to the clouds his caftle feem'd to climb, 

And frown'd defiance on the defp'rate foe ; 
Tho* deem'd invincible, the conqueror, Time, 

LevelPd the fabrick, as the founder, low. 

Where 
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Where the light lyre gave many a (off ning (bond. 
Ravens and rooks, the birds of difcord, dwell ; 

And where Society fatfweetly crown'd, 
Eternal Solitude has fix'd her cell. 

The lizard, and the Iaay lurking bat; 

Inhabit now, perhaps, the painted room, 
Where the fage matron and her maidens fat, 

Sweet-flnging at the- fifrer- working loom. .... 

The traveller's bewilder'd on a wafle ; 

And the rude winds inceffant feem to roar, 
Where, in his groves with arching arbours graced, 

Young lovers often figh'd in days of yore. 

His aquedu&s, that led the limpid tide 
To pure canals, "a chryftal cool fupply ! 

In the deep daft their barren beauties hide : 
Time's thirft, unquenchable, has drain'd them dry ! 

Tho' his rich hours in revelry were fpent, 
With Comus, ,.ind the laughter-loving crew ; 

And the fweet brow of Beauty, ftill unbent, 
Brighten'd his fleecy moments as they flew : 

Fleet are the fleecy moments ! fly they muft ; 

Not to be flay'd by mafque, or midnight roar ! 
Nor fhalk'a pulfe amongil that mould'ring duft, 

Beat wanton at the fmiies of beauty more !. 

Can die deep itatefman, (kill'd in great deflgn, 
Protract, but for a day, precarious breath ? 

Or the tun'd follower of the facred Nine, 
Soothe, with his melody, infatiate Death ? 



iNp— 
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No— tho* the palace bar her golden gate, 

Or monatdp pl^nt ten thoufend guards around* 

Unerring* and unften, the (baft of Fate 
Strikes the devoted vUUm to the ground! 

What then avails ajpU£opYwide«.iixetch'd wing, 
The fchoolmaa 9 4.page, or pride of beauty's bloonji 

The crapHs^lad hejimt^ and the rich-rob'd king, 
LevelPd, lie mix-d preaifcuons in the tomb. 

The Macedonian. jipufrrch, wife and good. 

Bade, when L the morning > s rofy reign began* 
Courtiers ihonld call, as round jiis pouch they Hood, 

* Philip !• rejoember thou'xt.np more than man. 

' Tho' glory fprefldthy name from pole to pole; 
' Tho' thou art fnerci&l, and brave, and juft ; . 
c Philip, refleft, thou!rt pofting to the goal 

* Where mortals mix in uudiftnguiih'd duft !* 

So Saladin, for arts and arms renown'd, , 

(Egypt and' Syria's vride domain* fubduM) 
Returning with imperial friumpjis q-own'd, 

Sigh'd, when the perfihable pomp he view'd; 

And as he rode, high in his regal car, 

In all the purple pride of conqueft drefs'd ; 
Confpicuous, V>*er the it ophies gaih'd in war, 

Plac'd, pendent 6n a fpear, his -burial veil : 

While thus the herald cry*!— ** This fon of power, 
' This Saladin, to whom 'the nations bow'd ; 

c May, in the fpace of one revolving hour, 
' Boaft of no other ipoll, but yonder flu-pud !*• 

t L Search 

• • r, ; • 
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Search where ambition rag'd, with rigour fteel'd ; 
Where Slaughter, like the rapid lightning, ran ; 
, And fay, while memory weeps the blood-ftaiif'd field, 
Where lies the chief, and where the common man? 

Vain are the pyramids, and motto'd ftones, 
And monumental trophies rais'd on high ! 

For time confounds them with the crumbling bones, 
That mix'd in hafty graves unnotic'4 lie. 

Refts not, beneath the turf, the peafant's head, 
Soft as the lord's beneath the laboured tomb f 

Or deeps one colder, in his clofe clay bed, 
Than t'other, in the wick vault's dreary womb ? 

Hither let Luxury lead her loofe-rob'd train ; 

Here flutter Pride, on purple-painted wings : 
And, from the moral profpe&, learn— how vain 

The wiih, that fighs for fublunary things ! 



THE THREE WARNINGS. 

A TALE. 
BY MRS. THRALE. 

T'HE tree of deepeft root is found 
Lead willing ftill to quit the ground ; 
'Twas therefore faid, by ancient fages, 

That love of life increas'd with years 
So much, that in our latter ftages, 
When pains grow {harp, and ficknefs rages, 

The greateft love of life appears. 

This great affection to believe. 
Which all confefs, "but few perceive, 
If old aflertbns can't prevail, 
"6e pleas'd to hear a modern tale. 



When 
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When (ports went round, arid all were gay, 
On neighbour PoWbn's wedding-day, 
Death call'd afide the jocund groom 
Wit|i him into another room ; 
And looking grave, * Youmuft/ fays he, 
4 Quit your fweet bride, and come with me.'— 
9 With you I and quit my Su&n's fide ! 
« With you !' the haplefs hutoand cry'd : 
« Young as I am ! ?Tis monftrous hard ! 

* Belides, in truth, I'm not prepar'd : 

* My thoughts on other matters go, 

9 This is my wedding-night, you know.' 

What more he urg'd I have not heard, 
His reafons could not well be ftronger ; 

So Death the poor delinquent fparM, 
And left to live a little longer. 
Yet calling up a ferious. look, 
His hour-glafs trembled while he fpoke, 
9 Neighbour,' he (aid, ' farewel ; no more ' 
« Shall Death difturb your mirthful hour : 
' And farther, to avoid all blame 
' Of cruelty upon my name, 
9 To give you time for preparation, 

* And fit you for your future ftation, 

9 Three feveral Warnings you ihall have, 
9 Before you're fummon'd to the grave : 
9 Willing for once I'll quit my prey, 
9 And grant a kind reprieve ; 

* In hopes you'll have no more to fay, 
9 But when I call again this way, 

9 Well pleas'd the world will leave/ 

To thefe conditions both confented, 
And parted perfectly contented* 

Lz What 
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What next the hero of our tale befel, 
How long he livM, how wife, how well, 
How roundly he purfuM his cootfe, 
And fmoak'd his pipe, and ftrok'd his horfe, 

The willing mufe (hall tell : 
He chafier'd then, he bought, he fold, 
Nor once perceiv'd his growing old, 

Nor thought of Death a* near'; 
His friends not falfe, his wife no flirew, 
Many his gains, his children few, 

He pafs'd his hours in peace : 
But while he view'd his weakh increafe, 
While thus along Life's dufty road 
The beaten track content he trod, "' ' ' 
Old Time, whofe hafte no mortal fpares, 
Uncall'd, unheeded, unawares, 

Brought on his eightieth year. 

And now; one night, in mufing mood, 
As all alone he fate, 
Th' unwelcome meflenger of Fate 
Once more before him flood. 

Half kill'd with anger and furprize, 
' So foon return'd !' old Dobfon cries. 
' So foon, d'ye call it !' Death replies : 

* Surely, my friend, you're but in jeft ! 

€ Since I was here before, 

* 'Tis fix and thirty years, at leaft, 

€ And you are now fouricore.* 
* So much the worfe/ the clown rejoin'd h r 

* To fpare the aged would be kind : 

* However, fee your fearch be legal ; 

' And your authority — is't regal ? - " 

* Elfe you are come on a fool's errand, 
' With but a Secretary's warrant. 



Befides, 
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« Bcfides, you promised me Three Warnings, 

* Which I have look'd for nights and mornings ! 

' Bi^^tft^lQfs.of.tinfc'a^d'eafe, ; * ; : I 

4 I can recover damages.' 

* I know,' cries Death* * that, at the beft, 
4 I feldom am a welcome gueft ; , .. . 

4 But don't becaptious, friend, atleaft: 
4 I little thought you'd ftill be able 
« To Hump abotrt^ouriarm and ftable ; 
4 Your years have run to a great lengjh i . ..... . ^^ . 

« I wifh you joy, tho*, of your ftrength V l 

' Hold/ fays the farmer ; ' not fo faft, ... 
4 I have been lame thefe* four years paft*/ ', . 

4 And no great wonder,' Death replies ; . " - 

* However, you ftill keep your eyes ; 

« And fure, to fee one's loves and friends, ^ 

* For legs and arms would make, amends.' 
* Perhaps,' fays Dobfon, ''lb it might, . 

4 But latterly I've loft my fight.' 
4 This is a (hocking ftory, faith ; . 

* Yet there's fome comfort ftill',' fays Death 5 
4 Each ftrives your fadnefs to amufe ; 

4 I warrant you hear all the news.' 

c There's none,' .cries he ; ' and if there were, 

4 I'm grown fo deaf, I could not hear.' 
4 Nay, then !' the fpe&re ftern rejoin'd, . 

4 Thefe are unjuftifiable yearnings ; 
' If you are Lame, and Deaf, and Blind, 
€ You've had your Three fufficient Warnings.' 

4 So come along, no more we'll part :' 

He faid, and touch 'd him with his dart ; 

And now, old Dobfon turning pale, 

Yields to his fate— — fp ends my tale. 



A LET, 
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A LETTER FROM CAMBRIDGE 

T O 
A YOUNG GENTLEMAN AT BTOK tCHOOL. 

BY DR LITTLETON. 

THOUGH plagu'd with algcbraick lectures, 
And agronomical conjectures, 
Wean'd from the fweets of poetry 
To fcraps of dry philofophy, 
You fee, dear Sir, I've found a time 
T' exprefs my thoughts to you in rhime : * 

For why, my friend, (hould diftant parts, 
Or times, disjoin united hearts; 
Since, though by intervening (pace 
Depriv'd of fpeaking face to face, 
By faithful emiflary, letter, 
We may converfe as well, or better ? 
And, not to ftretch a narrow fancy, 
To (hew what pretty things I can fay, 
(As fome will drain a Jimile, 
Firit work it fine, and then apply ; 
Tag Butler's rhimes to Prior's thoughts, 
And chufe to mimick all their faults ; 
By head and fhoulders bring in a flick, 
To ihew their knack at hudibraftick:) 
Til tell you, as a friend and crony, 
How here I fpend my time and money ; 
For time and money go together, 
As fure as weathercock and weather ; 
And thrifty guardians all allow 
Tliis grave reflection to be true, 

That 
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That whilft we pay fo dear for learning 
Thofe weighty truths we've no concern in. 
The fpark who fquanders time away 
Li vain pnrfuits, and fruitlefs play, 
Not only proves an arrant blockhead, 
Bat, what's much worfe, is out of pocket. 
Whether my condu& bad or good is, 
Judge from the nature of my ftudies. 
No more majeftick Virgil's heights, 
Nor pw'ring Milton's loftier flights, 
Nor courtly Flaccus's rebukes, 
Who banters vice with friendly jokes ; 
Nor Congreve's life, nor Cowley's fire, 
Nor all the beauties that confpire 
To place the greeneft bays upon 
Th' immortal brows of Addifon ; 
Prior's inimitable eafe, 
Nor Pope's harmonious numbers pleafe ; 
Homer, indeed, (for criticks fhew it) 
Was both philofopher, and poet ; 
But tedious philofophick chapters 
Quite ftifle my poetick raptures ; 
And I to Phoebus bade adieu 
When firft I took my leave of you. 
Now algebra, geometry, 
Arithmetick, aftronomy, 
Opticks, chronology, andftetkks, 
All tirefome parts of mathematicks ; 
With twenty harder names than thefe, 
Difturb my brain, and break my peace. 
All feenung inconfiftenctes 
Are nicely fclv'd by a's, and b's ; 
Our eye-fight is difprovM by prifins, 
Our arguments by fyllogifins. 
If I fhould confidently write 
This ink is black, this paper white ; 

Or, 
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Or, to exprefs myfelf yet fuller, . . 

Should fay, that bjack or white's a colours . 
They'd contrail i& it, and perplex one 
With motion, rays, and their reflexion » 
And folve th' apparent faifliood by 
The curious texture of the eye. 
Should I the poker want, and take it, 
When't looks as hot as. fire can make it, 
And burn my finger, and my coat, 
They'd flatly tell me, 'tis hot hot : 

* The fire,' fay they, « has ia't* 'tis true, 
. * The pow'r of caufiug heat in you ; 

* But no more heat's.in fire that heats yon,. 

' Than there is pain in (tick that beat* you*' 

Thus, too, philofophers expound 
The names of odour, tafte,- and found : 
The falts and juices in all meat, 

Affecl the tongues of them that ear^ . 

And by fome fecret poignant power 

Give them the taflc of fweet, and four. 

Carnations, violets, and rofes, 

Caufe a fenfation in our nofes ; 

But then there's none of us can tell 

The things themfelves haye tafte or. fwell. : 

So, when melodious Mafon (ings, 

Or Gethring tunes the trembling firings, 

Or when the trumpet's brifk alarm* 

Call forth the chearful youth to arms, - . 

Convey'd thro' undulating air, 

The mufick's only in the ear. ■ ■ ■• ; ,• 

We're told how planets roll on high, 
How large their orbits, and how nigh $ *•■•:■ 

I hope in little time to know 
Whether the moon's a cheefc, or. -no ; 
Whether the man in't, as fome tell ye* . . ■ . 
With beef and carrots fills his belly ; 
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Why, like a lunatick confin'd, 
He lives at diftancefrom mankind ; 
When he, at one good hearty ihake,. 
Might whirl his prifon off his back ; 
Or, like a maggot in a nut, 
Full bravely eat his paflage out. • 
Who knows what vaft difcoveries 
From fuch enquiries might arife ? 
But feuds, and tumults in the nation, 
Difturb fuch curious Speculation. 
Cambridge, from furious broils, of date, 
Forefees her near-approaching fate ; 
Her fureft patrons are removM* 
And her triumphant foe's approved. 

No more ! this due to friendfhip take* 
Not idly writ for writing's fake ; .* ■ 
Nor longer queftion my refpeft. 
Nor call this fhort delay, neglecl ; 
At leaft excufe it, when you fee 
TJris pledge of my fincerity ; 
For one who rhimes to make you eafy. 
And his invention ftraina to pleafe you, 
To fliew his friendfhip chicks his brains. 
Sure is a madman if he feigns. 

TO MRS, GILLMAN. 

BY DR. LANGHORNE. 

WITH fenfe enough for half your fex befide ; 
With juft no more than necenary pride ; 
With knowledge caught from Nature's living page. 
Politely learn'd, and elegantly fage ; 
Alas ! how piteous, that in fuch a mind 
to mtany foibles free reception find ! 

M Can 
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Can fuch a mind, ye gods ! admit thsdaiv ; 

Be PARTIAL, ENVIOUS, COVETOUS, ZsA VAX If ! 

Unwelcome truth ! to love, to Mindneft clear ! 
Yet, Gxllmax, bear it — while you Wufh to hear. 

That in your gentle bread dis-dain can dwell, 
Let knavery, meannefs, pride, that feel it, tell ! 
With partial eye a friend's defects you fee, 
And look with kindnefs oh my faults and me. 
And does no envy that fair mind o'exmade ; 
Does no fhort figh for greater wealth invade ; . 
When filent merit wants the fbftering meed, 
And the warm wilh fuggefls the virtuous deed ? 
Fairly the charge of vanity you prove, 
Vain of each virtue of the 'friends you love. . 

What charms, what artsrof ihagivk have ctmfpir'd* 
Of power to make (b many faults admir'd ? 
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Pcurauj. arva, divites et infulas. .-not. rrop. xvi* 

B O O K 1. \f 

IN Ruflia's frozen cliitte," feme ages fince, / 

There dwelt, hiflorlarlS (if, "a worthy prince, 
Who to his peopled go6d C6iifin\i his care, 
And fix'd the bafis of His empire* there ; 
Knlarg'd their trade, the liberal arts improv'd,- 
: Made nations happy, arid Mnifelf -befoVd ; * ; - * 
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To all the neightfrkg Gates, a temr gj»W!*i :;• 
The dear delight and gfcry gf :hi* .wn.. " : 
Not like thofe ting*,: wholirainjy fe*k H^WA - 
From countries ruin'd, andSram battfes wow ;i! : 
Thofe mighty Nimrdds, v&6 moan laws ckfpifo* 
Call murdei? hie a princely exerdie:;~ , 
And, if one bloodlefs (op mould- ilpalaway, 
Cry out, with Titus, they* have. loll a day ; 
Who, to be more than<m&i,- themfijlves debate,:; 
Beneath the brute, their Maker's fan tiefige,' 
Railing their tides by* their Xsatt's dHgrace; 
Like fame to bold Eijoftratvw we- give*, : ' 
Who fcorn'd by lefs than fccrilege *q fore ; " 
On holy ruins raised a lading n*m£, " 
And in the temple's fire dtftts'd his, frame. 
Far different praifes, andafaighter fame* 
The virtues of the young Par&nna claim ; 
For by that same the Ruffian Jung was known; • 
And Aire a nobler ne'er adora'd thr throne; ..".;■ 
In war he knew the deathta fword ;fo wield, 
And fought the thickefl dangers of the field ; .,; 
A bold commander 1 but, the ftorm o'erblown*: 
He feem'd as he were made for peace alone ; r;~? 
Then was the golden age again reitor'd, 
Nor lefs his juftic* honoured than his fword. '..; 
All needlefs pomp and outward grandeur ipar*d, 
The deeds that grac'd him were hb only guard ? 
No private views beneath a borfdw'd nafre ; 
His and the publick intereft'were theiame* 
In wealth and pleafure let the fubjcct live, . ' . v 
But virtue is t&e king's prerogative ; 
Porfenna there without aTsyaI.ftobd,v 
And would maintain his right of; drfngrgood*: 
Nor did his perfim Ida attitotoon. wear > . . 
Such majefty andifweetnefs mingled there; 

• "■• Uz .: . 
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Heav'n with uncommon art the clay refin'd, 

A proper manfion for fe fair a mind ; 

Each look, each a&ion, bore peculiar grace* 

And love itfelf was painted on his face. 

In peaceful time he fuffer'd not his mind 

To ruft in (loth, though much to peace inclined ; . - 

Nor wanton in the lap of pleafure lay, / . ,\ 

And, loft to glory, loitcr'd life away ; ..'.;..■ .;„ 

But aftive rifmg ere the prime of day, 

Through woods and lonely defarts lov'd to fbay ; ' •: ;i 

With hounds and horns to wake. the furious bear, ... .... ; 

Or rouze the tawny lion from his laire ; i .. 

To rid the foreft of the favage brood, • V 

And whet his courage for his- country's geod-4. — . . J 
One day, as he purfa'd the darig'rous fport, ..;.,: /. 

Attended by the nobles 'of his court, . \ i 

It chane'd a beaft of more than common fpeed . j . * ■. 

Sprang from the brake, and through the defart fled.. 

The ardent prince, impetuous as the wind, .. ...'.«.-/. 

Ruih'd on, and left his lagging train behind. ■■'■*■ 

Fir'd with the chace, and full of youthful blood, . 

O'er plains, and vales, and woodland wilds he rode, . 

Urging his courier's fpeed ; nor thought the day 

How wafted, nor how intricate the way :. 

Nor, till the night in duflcy clouds came on, 

Reftrain'd his pace, or found himfelf alone. 

Milling his train, he ftrove to meafure back 

The road he came, ■ but could not find the track ; 

Still turning to the place he left before, . 

And only lab'ring to be^loft the more. 

The bugle horn, which o'er his ihoulders hung, : • 

So loud he winded, that the foreft rung.:. ',. 

In vain ; no voice but echo from the ground, : ■ »■ J J 

And vocal woods made Tnock'ry of the found, :, .-. 

And now the gathering clouds began to fpreacL •[ . .. 
O'er the dun face of night a d&per (hade ; 

And 
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And the hoarfe thunder, growling from afar, 

With herald voice proclaim'd.tltf approaching wars 

Silence awhile enfa'd — then by-degrees • 1 I 

A hollow: wind came mutt'ring through the. ixttito . • v 

Sudden the full-fraught fey difcharg*d itVftortf; ■:•-'■< 

Of rain«and rattling hail, a taingled fto&Vf ?;"- 

The active lightning ran along . tjie ground $ , 

The fiery bolts hy fits were hurL'd around, ; ... 

And the wide ibrefts trembled at the found. . 

Amazement feiz'd the prince : where could he fly ; 

No guide to leaoV&o friendly cottage nigh ! .' 

Penfive and unrefolv'd iaWhile he flood,- 

Beneath the fcaiity, covert of, the wood; : 

But, drove froinjhsnce, foon. fally'd forth again, 

As chance dire&ed, on the dreary pkin ; 

Conftrain'd his .melancholy way to take 

Through many jaiioathfome bog, and thorny brake, 

Caught in the thicket, floundering in the .lake. 

Wet with ,the '4ofj&, and wearied with th$.*ray, 

By hunger pinch'4* „hirofelf to -beads a prey .5 r 

Nor wine to cheaishis heart, nor fire to burn, 

Nor place to reft, nor prqfpeft to return : 

Drooping and fpiritlefi,, at life's defpair, 

He bade it pafs, not worth his farther care ; 

When fuddenly he ipy'd a diftant lights 

That faintly twinkle^ through the gloom of- night, 

And his heart leap'd.for joy, and blefs'd the welcome fight; 

Oft-times he doubted," it appear'd fo fyr, 

And hung fo high, 'twas nothing but a liar, 

Or kindled vapour wand'ring thro* the fky, : 

But Hill prefs'd on his.fteed, ftill kept it in his eye ; 

Till, much fatigue, and many, dangers paft. 

At a huge mountain he.arriv'4 at kit. 

There, lighting from his horfe, on hands and knees, 

Grop'd out the dafkfome road, by flow degrees. 

Cradling 
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Crawling or'clamb'ring o'er the rugged way ; 

The thunder rqlls. above, the flames around him play ; 

Joyful at length he gaw'd the ficepy height, 

And^found die rift whence fprang the friendly light. 

And here he Aopp'd to reft his wearied feet, • 

And weigh the perib )ie had 1&11 to meet ; 

Ifniheath'd his trtifyMw&rd, and dealt his eyes 

With caution round 1iim y to- prevent furprizc f 

Then fummon'd all' the forces of his mind, 

And ent'rmg boldly Caft his fears behind! ' J'- " 

Refolv'd to pufh his w^y,. whateVr withstood, ; 

Or perifli bravely as a v monarch (hou'd, .' :■- -. " L: ■. 

While he the wonder* of the place furvey'd, *"'■■ •' 
And thro' the various' ceifs at random (bay M 7 
In a dark corner of the -cave he *iew*d 
Sjpmewhat that in the (hape of woman ftood ; 
But more dcrbrm*d~tlum dreams. can repreient 
Tlie midnight hag, or poet's fancy paint 
The Lapland witch, when me her broom bedride?, 
And fcattcrs ftorms and tdmpefts as (he rides. 
She look'd, as Nature made her to difgraee : 
Her kind, and cad a blot on all the race. 
Her Jhrivei'd fkin with yelldw fpots befmearM 
Like mouldy records feem'd ; her eyes were blear'd ; 
rfer feeble limbs with age and palfy (hook ; 
Bent was her body, haggard was her look : 
From the dark nook oat crept the filthy crone ; 
And, propp'd upon her crutch, came tott'ring on. 

The prince in civil guife approached the dame, 
Told her his piteous cafe, and whence he came ; 
And, till Aurora mould the (hades expel, 
Implor'd a lodging in her friendly cell. 
• Mortal ! whoe'er thou art,' the fiend began ; 
And as (he fpake, a deadly horror ran 
Thro' all his- frame ; his cheeks the blood forfook, 
ChatteT'd his teeth, hi* knees together (truck. 
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* Whoe'er tbcfe art, th# • with ^reftrmpaioa rude, .;,.».-■ 
' Dar'ft off ou^ feared prtyacy intrude ; 

' And without Jtcence in. our court appear, 

4 Know, thou'rt the' ferft that ever errtcr'd here t 

< Bat fince thou plead *& excuse, thou'vt hither brought 

c More by thy. fortune than thy own -default j 

4 Thy crime, tha r great, -an eafy pardon' finds, 

* For mercy ever dwells £n royal minds : 

* And, would yort fear* from whofe indulgent hand 
4 You live, and in whbfe awful preftnce ftarid, 

4 Know farther, thro' yon wide-extended plains 
4 Great Eolus the king «f tempefts reigiw, 

* And in thirlofty palace makes abode, . 

4 Well fuited to his fate, and worthy of the-god. 

4 Thev various elenWtttt'his empire 'awn, 

4 And pay their humble 'homage at his throne ; 

4 And hither all tfe fhfrms antd clouds retort, 

' Proud to encreaife the fykndor'of .Jus court. 

4 His queen am I, front Whom the beauteous race 

4 Of winds arofe, fafeet fruit of our embrace I* 

She fcarce had endfed, when, with wild uproar, 

And horrid din, her Ions impetuous pour 

Around the cave ; came ruining in rfmain 

Lybs, Eurus, Boreas, aU the toift'rous train ; - 

And clofe behind them on a whirlwind rode, 

In clouded majefty, die bluft'rmg god : 

Their locks a thon&nd'ways were 'blown about; .. :.'. 

Their cheeks like full-blown bladders (butted out ; 

Their boafting talk vvas Of the feats thtey'-d done, • 

Of trees uprooted,! and' of towns o'erthrown ; 

And when they kindly turn-d them, to accoft. .*. : n c,^ v 

The prince, they almoft piere'd Win with their froJV .•: nA 

The gaping bag in fix'd attention flood* . r T % 

And At the clofe of <v*ry tale,- crfed~ c Gcfod ! » 
Jleffing wtihtkitftretch'd iarms each darling fon, 
Jn due proportion to the mifchief done. 

* And 



6 BEAUTIES OF POETRY: 

' And where,* faid flie, € does little Zephyr tbay? ■ " ' B 
« Know ye, my fons, your brother's rout to-day t 

* In what bold deeds does he his hours employ f 

* Xxrant Heav'n no evil has befal'n my boy ! 

* Ne'er was he known to linger thus before/ 
Scarce had flie fpoke, when at the cavern door 
Came lightly tripping, in a form more fair 

Than the young poet's fond ideas are* » ^ .* 

When fir'd with love he tries his utmofl art 
To paint the beauteous tyrant of his heart. 

A fatin veft his flender ihape confin'd, 
Embroider'd o'er with flow'rs of every kind, 
Flora's own work, when firft the goddefs ftrove 
To win the little wanderer to her love. 
Of burnifli'd filver were his fandals made, 
Silver his bufkins, and with gems o'erlaid ; 
A fafFron-colour'd robe behind him flow'd, 
And added grace and grandeur as he trod. . 
His wings than lilies whiter to behold, 
Sprinkled with azure fpots, and (treak'd with gold ; 
So thin their form, and of fo light a kind, 
That they for ever danc'd and flutter'd in the wind* 
Around his temples, with becoming air, 
In" wanton ringlets, curPd his auburn hair, 
And o'er his flioulders negligently fpread ; 
A wreatfc of fragrant rofes crown'd his head. 

Such his attire ; but, O ! no pen can trace, 
No words can (hew the beauties of his face ; 
So kind ! fo winning ! fo divinely fair ! 
Eternal youth and pleafure flourish there ! 
There all the little loves and graces meet, '. 

And ev'ry thing that's foft, and ev'ry thing that's fweet ! . 

' Thou vagrant*' cry'd the dame in angry tone, 
c Where could'ft thou-loiter thus fo long alone ! . 
' Little thou car'ft what anxious thoughts moleft, . 
' What pangs are kb'ring in a mother's breaft ! 

• Well 
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* Well do you flicw your duty by your hafte, 

* For thou of all my fons art always laft ; 

* A child lefs fondled would have fled more fail. 

* Sure 'tis a curie on mothers, doom'd to mourn, 

* Where beft they love, the leaft and worft return !* 
' My dear mamma,' the gentle youth reply'd, 

And made a low obeifance, * ceafe to chide, 

' Nor wound me with your words ; for well yota know, 

* Your Zephyr bears a part in ^all your woe ; 

* How great rauft be his forrow, then, to leafn 
' That he himfelf 's the caufe Of your concern ! 

* Nor had I loiter'd thus, had I been free % 

* But the fair Princefs of Felicity 

* Entreated me to make fome fhort delay ; 

* And afk'd by her, -who could refufe to ftay ? 
* Surrounded by the damfels of her court, 

* She fought the ihady grove, her lov'd refort : 

* Freih rofe the grafs, the flow'rs were mix'd between, 
c Like rich embroid'ry on a ground of green ; 

* And in the midft, protected by the ihade> '. 

* A cryftal flream in wild meanders play'd ; 

c While on it's banks, the trembling leaves among> 

* A thoufand little birds in concert fung. 

* Clofe by a mount, with fragrant Ihrubs o'ergtown* 

* On a cool moify couch (he laid her down ; 

* Her air, her pofture, all confpir'd v to pleafe ; 

* Her head, upon her fnowy arm at eafe 

* Reclin'd, a ftudyM careteflhefs exprefs'd; 

* Loofe lay her robe, and naked heav'd her bread* 
' Eager I flew to that delightful place, 

* And pourM a mow'r of kiffes on her fact ; 

c Now hover'd o'er her neck, her breaft, her arms, 
' Like bees o'er flow'rs, and tailed all her charms ; 
' And then her lips, and then her cheeks I try'd* 

* And fann'd and wanton'd round on every fide* 

N « O Zephyr!* 
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'« O Zephyr !" cry'd the fair, «' thou charming boy, 

'• Thy prefeuce only can create me joy ; 

" To me thou art beyond exprefiion dear, 

" Nor can I quit the place while thou art here \" 

* Excufe'my weaknefs, Madam, when I fwear 

' Such gentle words, join'd with fo foft an air, 

* Pronounc'd fo fweetly from a mouth fb fair, 
' Quite ravifti'd all my fenfe ; nor did I know 
' How long I ftay'd, or when or where to go ! 

' Meanwhile the damfels debonnair and gay, 

* Prattled around, and laugh'd the time away : 

c Thefe, in foft notes, addrefs'd the ravilh'd ear, 

* And warbled out fo fweet, 'twas heav'n to hear ; 
'And thofe in rings, beneath the greenwood fhade> 

* Danc'd to the melody their fellows made. 

c Some ftudious of themfelves, employ'd their care 

' In weaving flow'ry wreathes to deck their hair ; 

' While others to fome fav'rite plant convey'd 

' Refrefliing fhow'rs, and chear'd it's drooping head* 

* A joy fo general fprcad through all the place, 
' Such fatisfa&ion dwelt on every face, 

* The nymphs fo kind, fo lovely look'd the queen, 
' That never eye beheld a fweeter fcene !* 

Porfenna, like a ftatue fix'd appear'd, 
And, rapt in filent wonder, gaz'd and heard : 
Much he admir'd the fpeech, the fpeaker more, 
And dwelt on ev'ry word, and griev'd to find it o'er* 
' O gentle youth !* he cry'd, ' proceed to tell, 
' In what fair country does this princefs dwell ; 
' What region unexplor'd, what hidden coail, 
€ Can fo much goodnefs, fo much beauty boail !' 

To whom the winged god with gracious look, 
Numberlefs fweets diffufing while he fpoke, 
Thus anfwer'd kind : * Thefe happy gardens lie 
€ Far hence remov'd, beneath a milder flcy ; 
c Their name— the kingdom of Felicity. 
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* Sweet fcenes of endlefs blifs, enchanted ground, 
' A foil for ever fought, but feldonv found ; 
' Though in the fearch all human kind in vain 
' Weary their wits, and wafte their lives in pain. 
' In difFren* parties, diff'rent paths they tread, 
' As reafon guides them, or as follies lead ; 
' Thefe wrangling for the place they ne'er fhall fee, 
' Debating thofe, if fuch a place there be ; 
'But not the wifeft, nor the beft, can fay 
' Where lies the point, or mark the certain way. 
' Some few, by Fortune favoured for her fport, 
' Have feil'd in fight of this delightful port ; 

* In thought already feiz'd the blefs'd abodes, 
f And in their fond delirium rank'd with gods. 
' Fruitlefs attempt I all avenues are kept 

' By dreadful foes, fentry that never flept. 

* Here, fell D.etra&ion darts her pois'nous breath 

* Fraught with a thoufand flings, and fcatters death ; ' 

* Sharp-fighted Envy there maintains iier poft, 

* And makes her flaming brand, and (talks around the coaft. 
' Thefe on the helplefs bark their fury pour, 

* Plunge in the waves, or dafh againft the more ; 

* Teach wretched mortals they were doom'd to mourn, ' " 
c And ne'er muft reft but in the filent urn ! 

'But fay, young monarch, for what name you bear, * 
' Your mien, your drefs, your perfon, all declare ; 

* And though I feldom fan the frozen North, t 
' Yet I have heard of brave Porfenna's worth. 

« My brother Boreas through the world has flown, 

* Swelling his breath to fpreaxt* forth your renown ; 
' Say, would you chufe to vifit this retreat, 

' And view the world where all thefe wonders meet ? 
' Wifh you fome friend o'er that tempeftuous fea 

* To bear you fafe ! Behold that friend in me. 
' My acHve wings fhall all their force employ, 

* And nimbly waft you to the realms of joy ; 

N 2 'As 
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* As once, to gratify the god of love, 

* I bore fair Pfyche to the Cyprian grove ; 

' Or as Jove's bird, defcending from on high, 
* • Snatch'd the y.King Trojan trembling to the flty* 

* There perfect bli(s thou may'ft for ever (hare, 

' 'Scap'd from the bufy world, and all it's care ; 

' There, in the lovely princefs, thou (halt find 

' A miftrefs ever blooming, ever kind !* 

All cxtafy, on air Porfenna tiod, 

And to his bofom ftrain'd the little god ; 

With grateful fentiments his hear: o'erflowM, 

And in the warmeft words million^ of thanks beftow'd* 

When Eolus, in furly humour, broke 
Their Uriel embrace, and thus abruptly fpoke. 

* Enough of compliment ; I hate the fport 

' Of meanlefs words : this is no human court, 

* Where plain and lioncil are difcarded quite, . 
f For the more modifh title of polite ; 

' Where, in foft fpecches, hypocrites impart 

* The venom 'd ills that lurk beneath the heart ; 
' In friendfhip's holy gqile their guilt improve, 

' And kindly kill with fpecious mew of love. 

9 For us— rmy fubjecls are not qs'd to wait, 

' And wafte their hours, to hear a mortal prate ; 

* They mnil abroad before the rifmg fun, 

* And hie 'em to the feas ! there's mifchief to be done. * 
' Excufe my. plainnefc, Sir ; but bufinefs ftands ; 

9 And we have ftorms and fliipwrecks on our hands !' 

He ended frowning ; and the noify rout, 
Each to his feveral cell went puffing out : 
But Zephyr, far more courteous than the reft, 
To his own bow'r conveyed the royal gueft ; 
There on a bed of rofes, neatly laid, 
Beneath the fragrance of a myrtle fhade, 
His limbs to needful reft the prince apply'd, 
Hjs fwect companion flumb'ring by his fide. 

f eo* 
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BOOK II. 

^TO {boner in her filver chariot rote 

The, ruddy morn, than, fated with repofe, 
The prince addrefs'd his hoft ; the god awoke, 
And leaping from his couch, thus kindly fpoke : 

* This early call, my lord, that chides my ftay, 

* Requires my thanks, and I with joy obey. 

* Like you, I long to reach the blifsfui coaft, . > 

* Hate the flow night, and mourn the moments loft. 

* The bright Rofmda, lovelieft of the fair 

* That croud the princefs* court, demands my care ; 
9 E'en now, with fears and jealoufies o'erbonxe, 

' Upbraids, and calls me cruel and forfworn. 

€ What fweet rewards on all my toils attend, 

' Serving at once my miftrefs and my friend ! 

' Juft to my love, and to my duty too, 

? Well paid in her, well pleas'd in pleafing you !' 

This faid, he led him to the cavern gate, 

And clafp'd him in his arms, and poiz'd his weight ; 

Then balancing his body here and there, 

iStreich'd forth his agile wings, and launch'd in air, 

Swift as the fiery meteor from on high 

Shoots to it's goal, and gleams athwart the fky. 

Here with quick fan his lab'ring pinions play ; 

There glide at eafe along the liquid way ; 

Now lightly fkim the plain with even flight ; 

Now proudly foar above the mountain's height. 

Spiteful Detraction, whofe envenom'd hate 
{Sports with the fufF'rings of the good and great, 
Spares not our prince ; but, with opprobrious fnter, 
Arraigns him of the heinous fin of fear ; 
That he, 4p try*d in arms, whofe very name 
ynfus'd a fecret panick where it came j 

E'en 
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E'en he, as high above the clouds he flew, 
And fpy'd the mountains- lefs'ning to the view, 
fought round him but the wide-expanded air, 
Helplefs, abandoned to a ftripling's care, 
Struck with the rapid whirl, and dreadful height, . 
Confefs'd fome faint alarm, fome little fright. 

The friendly god, who inftantly divin'd 
The terrors that poflefs'd hi* fellow's mind, 
To calm his troubled thoughts, and cheat the way, 
Defcrib'd the nations that beneath them lay ; 
The name, the climate, and the foil's encreafe, 
Their arms in war, their government in peace ; 
Shew'd their domeilick arts, their foreign trade, 
What int'reft they purfu'd, what leagues they made. 
The fweet difcourte fo charm'd Porfenna's ear, 
That, ldlft in joy, he had no time for fear. 

From Scandinavia's cold inclement wafte, 
O'er wide Germania's various realms they pafs'd, 
And now on Albion's fields fufpend their toil, 
And hover for a while, and blefs the foil. 
O'er the gay fcene the prince delighted hung, 
And gaz'd in rapture, and forgot his tongue ; 
Till burning forth at length, € Behold,' cry'd he, 

* The promis'd ifle, the land I long'd to fee ! 

' Thofe plains, thofe vales, and fruitful hills, declare 
' My queen, my charmer, muft inhabit there V 
Thus rav'cl the monarch ; and the gentle guide, 
Pleas 'd with his error, thus in fmiles reply 'd. 

* I muft applaud, my lord, the lucky thought ; 
' E'en I, who know th' original, am caught, 
' And doubt my fenfes, when I view the draught. 

* The flow-afcending hill, the lofty wood 

' That mantles o'er it's brow, the filver flood 

* Wand 'ring in mazes through the flow'ry mead, 
\ The herd that in the plenteous paftures feed, 



And 
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' And' ev'ry obje&, ev'ry fcenc excites 

c Frefh wonder in my foul, and fills with new delights; 

* Dwells chearful Plenty there, and learned Eafe, , 
« And Art with Nature feems at ilrife to pleafe. 

* There Liberty, delightful goddefs, reigns, 

' Gladdens each heart, and gilds the fertile plains ; 

* There firmly feated may (he ever fmile, 

' And fhow'r her bleffings o'er her fav'rite iile ! 

« But fee \ the rifing fun reproves our flay.' 

He faid, and to the ocean wing'd his way,- 

Stretching his courfe to climates then unknown, 

Nations that fwelter in the burning zone. 

There in Peruvian vales a moment ilay'd, 

And fmooth'd his wings beneath the citron {hade ; 

Then fwift his oary pinions ply'd again, 

Crofs'd the new world, and fought the Southern main ; 

Where, many a wet and weary league o'erpafs'd, 

The wifiVd-for paradife appear'd at laft. 

With force abated now they gently fwcep 
O'er the fmooth furface of the mining deep ; 
The Dryad* hail'd them from the diftant fhore, 
The Nereids playM around, the Tritons fwam before $ 
While foft Favoiiius their arrival greets, 
And breathes his welcome in a thoufand fweets. 

Nor pale difeafe, nor health-confuming care, 
Nor wrath, nor foul revenge, can enter there ; 
No vapour's foggy gloom imbrowns the fky $ 
No tempells rage, no angry lightnings fly ; 
But dews and foft-refrelhing airs are found, 
And pure etherial azure mines around. 
Whate'er the fweet Sabaean foil can boaftj 
Or Mecca's plain,- or India's fpicy coaft ; 
What Hybla's hills, or rich Ebalia's fields, 
Or flow'ry vale of fam'd Hymettus yields ; 
Or what of old th* Hefperian orchard grac'd ; 
All that was e'er delicious to the tafte, 

Sweet 
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Sweet to the fmell, or lovely to the view, 

Colle&ed there, with added beauty grew. 

High-tow'ring to the heav'ns the trees are feen, 

Their bulk immenfe, their leaf for ever green ; 

S,o clofely interwove, the tell-tale fun 

Can ne'er defcry the deeds beneath them done, 

But where by fits the fportive gales divide 

Their tender tops, and fan the leaves afide. 

Like a fmooth carpet, at their feet lies fpread 

The matted grafs, by bubbling fountains fed ; 

And on each bough the feather'd choir employ 

Their melting notes, and nought is heard but joy. 

The painted flow'rs exhale a rich perfume, 

The fruits are mingled with etenial bloom ; 

And Spring and Autumn hand ia hand appear, 

Lead on the merry months, and join to cloath the year. 

Here, o'er the mountain's fhaggy fummit pour'd, 

From rock to rock the tumbling torrent roar'd, 

While beauteous Iris, in the vale below, 

Paints on the rifing fumes her radiant bow. 

Now through the meads the mazy current ftray'd, 

Now hid it's wand'rings in the myrtle fhade ; 

Or in a thousand veins divides it's (lore, 

Vifits each plant, refreshes ev'ry flow'r ; 

O'er gems and golden fands in murmurs flows, 

And fweetly foothes the foul, and lulls to foft repofir. 

If hunger call, no fooner can the mind 
Exprefs her will to needful food inclin'd, 
But in fome cool recefb, or op'ning glade, 
The feats are plac'd, the tables neatly laid \. 
And inftantly, convey'd by magick hand, 
In comely rows the coftly diflirs fland ; 
Meats of all kinds that Nature can impart, 
Prepar'd in all the niceft forms of art. 
A troop of fprightly nymphs array'd in green, 
With flow'ry chaplcts crown'd, come fcudding in ; 

with. 
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With fragrant bloflbms thefe adorn the feaft, 
*rhofe with officious zeal attend the gueft ; 
Beneath his feet the filken carpet fpread* 
Or fprinl^le liquid odours o'er his head. 
Others in ruby cups with rofes bound, f 

Delightful ! deal the fparkling nectar round ; 
Or weave the dance, or tune the vocal' lay ; 
The lyres refound, the merry mtnftrels play ; 
Gay health, and youthful joys o'er fpread the place* 
: And fwell each hearty and triumph in each face^ 
So, when emboiden'd by the vernal air, 
The bufy bees to blooming fields repair, 
For various ufe employ their chymick pow'r, 
One culls the fnowy pounce, one fucks the flow'r ; 
Again to difPrent works returning home* 
Some fteeve the honey> fonte ere& the comb : 
All for the gen'cal good in concert ftrive, • 
Aad ev'ry foul's in motion, ev'ry limb's alive. 

And now defending from his flight, the god 
On the green turf releas'd his precious load ; 
There, after mutual falutations paft> 
And endlefs friendfhip vow'd, they part in hafte ; 
Zephyr impatient to behold his love, 
The prince in raptures wand'ring through the grove \ 
Now flapping on, and finging as he went, 
Now (lopping fhort to give his tranfports vent ; 
With fudden gulls of Jiappinefs opprefs'd, v 
Or Hands entranc'd, or raves like one poflefs'd : 
His mind afloat, his wand'ring fenies quite 
O'ercome with charms, and frantick with delight ; 
From fcene to fcene by random Heps convey'd* 
Admires the diftant views, explores the fecret (hade ; 
pwells on each fpot> with eager eye devours 
The. woods, the lawns* the buildings, and the bow'rsj 
New fweets, new joys at ev'ry glance arife, 
And ev'ry turn creates a frefh furprize. 

© Clofe. 
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Clofe by the borders of a riling wood, 
In a green vale a cryftal grotto ftood ; 
And o'er it's fide, beneath a beechen (hade, 
In broken falls a filver fountain play'd. 
Hither, attracted by the murm'ring ftream, 
And cool recefs, the pleas'd Porfenna came ; 
And, on the tender grafs reclining, choie 
To wave his joys awhile, and take a Ihort repofe. 
The fcene invites him, and the wanton breeze 
That whifrprs thro* the vale, the dancing trees, 
The warbling birds, and rills that gently creep, 
All join their mufick to prolong his deep. 

The princefs for her morning walk prepar'd, 
The female troops attend, a beauteous guard. 
Array'd in all her charms appear'd the fair ; 
Tall was her ftature, unconfin'd her air ; 
Proportion deck'd her limbs, and in her face 
Lay love inflirin'd, lay fweet attractive grace, 
Temp'ring the awful beams her eyes convey'd, 
And like a lambent flame around her play'd. ' 

No foreign aids, by mortal ladies worn, 
From (hells and rocks her artlefs charms adorn : 
For grant that beauty were by gems encreas'd, 
'Tis render'd more fufpe&cd at the lead ; 
And foul defects, that would efcape the fight, 
Start from the piece, and take a ftronger light* 
Her chefnut hair, in carelefs rings, around 
Her temples wav'd, with pinks and jaf 'mine crownM | / 
And, gather 'd in a filken cord behind, 
Curl'd to the waift, and floated in the wind ; 
O'er thefe a veil of yellow gawze fhe wore, 
. With amaranths* and gold embroider'd o'er. 
Her fnowy neck, half naked to the view, 
Gracefully fell ; a robe of purple hue 
Hung loofcly o'er her (lender fhape, and try'd 
To (hade thofe beauties that it could not hide* 
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The damfels of her train with mirth and fong 
Frolick behind, and laugh and fport along. 
The birds proclaim their queen from eVery tree ; 
The beafls run friflring thro* the groves to fee ; 
The Loves, the Pleafures, and the Graces, meet 
In antick rounds, and dance before her feet. 
By whate'er fancy led, it chanc'd that day 
They thro' the fecret valley took their way; 
And, %o the cryftal grot advancing, fpy -d 
The prince extended by the fountain's fide, . 

He look'd as, by fome fkilful hand exprefs'd, v 
Apollo's youthful form retir'd to reft ; 
When, with the chace fatigu'd, he quits the wood, 
For Pindus' vale, and Aganippe's flood ; 
There fleeps fecure, his carelefs limbs difplay'd 
At eafe, encircled by the laurel (hade ; 
Beneath his head his flieaf of arrows lie ; 
His bow unbent hangs negligently by. 
The flumb'ring prince might boaft an equal grace. 
So turn'd his limbs,, fo beautiful his face. 

Waking, he ftarted from the ground in Jiafle, . 
And faw the beauteous choir around him plac'd; 
Then, fummoning his fenfes, ran to meet 
The queen, and laid him humbly at her feet. 

* Deign, lovely priacefs, to behold,' faid he, 

* One who has travers'd all the world, to fee 
' Thofe charms, and worfliip thy divinity : 

* Accept thy flave, and with a gracious fmile 
' Excufe his rafhnefs, and reward his toil.' 
Stood motionlefs the fair with mute furprize* 
And read him over with admiring eyes ; 
And, while fhe itedfaft gaz'd, a pleafing fmart 
Ran thrilling thro' her veins, and reach'd her heart. 
Each limb flie fcann'd, confider'd every grace, 
And fagely judg'd him of the phoenix race. 

O 2 An 
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An animal like this (he ne'er had known, 
And thence concluded there could be but one : 
The creature, too, had all the phoenix' air ; 
None but the phoenix could appear fo fair. 
The more (he look'd, the more fhe thought it truc$ 
And call'd him by that name, to (hew (he knew. 
' O handibme phoenix ! for that fuch you are, 
€ We know ; your beauty does your breed declare ; 
c And I with forrow own, thro* all my coaft, 
' No other bird can fuch perfection boaft ; 
' For Nature form'd you (ingle and alone : 

* Alas ! what pity 'tis there is but one ! 

* Were there a queen fo fortunate to (hew 
' An aviary of charming birds like you, 

' What envy would her happinefs create 
' In all who faw the glories of her ft ate ! ■ 

The prince laugh'd inwardly, furpriz'd to find 
So flrange a fpeech, fo innocent a mind. 
The compliment, indeed, did fome offence 
To reafon, and a little wrong'd her fenfe : 
He could not let it pafs ; but told his name, 
And what he was, and whence, and why l*e came ; 
And hinted other things of high concern 
For him to mention, and for her to learn ; 
And (he'd a piercing wit, of wond'rous reach, 
Tq comprehend whatever he could teach. 
Thus, hand in hand, they to the palace walk, 
Pleas 'd and inftru&ed with each other's talk. 
Here, fhould I tell the furniture's expence, 
And all the flru£ture ? s vaft magnificence, 
Defcribe the walls of mining fapphire made, 
With emerald and pearl the floors inlaid, 
» And how the vaulted canopies unfold 
A mimick heav'n, and flame with gems and gold ; 
Or how Felicity regales her gucft, 
The wit, the mirth, the mufick, and the feafl ; 
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,And on each part beftow the praifes due ; 

•Twou'd tire the writer, and the reader too. 

My amorous tale a fofter path purfues ; 

JLove, and the happy pair, demand my mufe ! 

P could her art in equal terms exprefs 

The lives they lead, the pleafures they pofTefs ! 

Fortune had ne'er fo plenteoufly before 

Beftow'd her gifts, nor can (he lavifti more, 

>Tis heay'n itfelf, 'tis extafy of blifs, 

Uninterrupted joy, untir'd excefs ; 

Mirth following mirth, the moments dance away ; 

I^ove claims the night, and friendfliip rules the day. 

Their tender care no cold indifPrence knows ; 
Jtfo jealoufies diflurb their fweet repofe ; 
No ficknefs, no decay ; but youthful grace 
And conftant beauty mines in either face. 
Benumbing age may mortal charms invade, 
Flow'rs of a day, that do but bloom and fade : 
Far different here, on them it only blows 
The lily's white, and fpreads the blufhing role ; 
No conqueft o'er thofe radiant eyes can boaft ; 
They, like the ftars, fhine brighter in it's froft | ~ 
Nor fear it's rigour, nor it's rule obey $ 
All feafons are the fame, and every month is May. 

Alas ! how vain is happinefs below ! 
Man, foon or late, mull have his fhare of woe ; 
Slight are his joys, and fleeting as the wind ; 
His griefs wound home, and leave a fting behind. 
His lot, diftinguifh'd from the brute, appears 
J^efs certain by his laughter than his tears ; 
, For ignorance too oft our pleafure breeds, 
But forrow from the reas'ning foul proceeds. 

If man on earth in endlefs blifs coujd be, 
The boon, young prince, had beenNbeftow'd on thee : 
Bright fhone thy ftars, thy fortune flourifti'd fair, 
And feem'd fecure beyond the reach of care ; 

And 
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And fo might flill have been, but anxious thought. 1 . 
Has dafli'd thy cup, and thou muft tafte the draught. 

It fo befel, as on a certain day 
This happy couple toy'd their time away, , 

He afk'd how many charming hours were flown, 
Since on her (lave her heav'n of beauty (hone. 
' Should I confult my heart/ cry'd he, * the rate : 

* Were (mall ; a week would be the utmofl date : 
'But when my mind refledb on actions pad, 

' And counts it's joys, time muft have fled more fad. ' 
c Perhaps I might have faid, three months are gone/— 
' Three months V reply'd the fair, ' three months alone ! 
' Know, that three hundred years have roll'd away, 
' Since at my feet the lovely phoenix lay.' — 
4 Three hundred years !' re-echo'd back the prince, 

* A whole three hundred years compleated fince 
c I landed here ! O whither then are flown 

€ My dcarcft friends, my fubjects, and my throne ? 

* How ftrange, alas ! how alter'd (hall I find 

* Each earthly thing, each fcene I left behind ! 

c Who knows me now ? on whom (hall I depend 

' To gain my rights ? where (hall I find a friend ? 

' My crown, perhaps, may grace a foreign line, 

' A race of kings, that know not me nor mine ; 

c Who reigns, may wilh my death ; his fubjedts treat 

' My claim with fcorn, and call their prince a cheat ! 

c Oh, had my life been ended as begun ! 

« My deftin'd ftage, my race of glory run, 

' I (hould have died well pleas'd ; my honour'd name 

< Had liv'd, had flouriuVd in the lift of fame ! 

* Reflecting now, my mind with horror fees 
« The fad furvey, a fcene of (hameful eafe ; 

* The odious* blot, the fcandal of my race ; 

' Scarce known, and only mention'd with difgrace !* 

The fair beheld him with impatient eye, 
And, red with anger, made this warm reply. 

* Ungrate- 
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r Ungrateful man ! is this the kind return 

c My love deferves ? and can you thus with fcorn 

* Rejeft *jrhat once you priz'd f what once you fwore 

' Surpafs'd all charms, and made e'en glory poor ? ' 

* What gifts have I beftow'd, what favours (hewn ! 

* Made you partaker of ray bed and throne ; 
c Three centuries preferv'd in youthful prime, 

c Safe from the rage of Death, and injuries of Time ! 

' Weak arguments ! for glory reigns above 

c The feeble ties of gratitude and love. 

€ I urge them not, nor would requeft your flay ; 

* The phantom glory calls, and I obey ; 
c All other virtues are regardlefs quite, 

' Sunk and abforb'd in that fuperior light. 
' Go then, barbarian ! to thy realm* return, 
' And fliew thyfelf unworthy my concern ! 
'Go, tell die world, your tender heart could give 

* Death to the princefs, by whofe care, you live.' 
At this a deadly pale her cheeks o'erfpread, 

Cold trembling feiz'd her limbs, her fpirits fled ; 
She funk into his arms : the prince was mov'd, 
Felt all her griefs, for fHll he greatly lov'd. 
He figh'd, he wifh'd he could forget his throne, 
Confine his thoughts, and live for her alone ; 
But glory fhot him deep, the venom'd dart 
Was fiVd within, and rankled at his heart ; 
He could not hide it's wounds, but pin'd away 
Like a fick flow'r, and languiih'd in decay. 
An age no longer like a month appears, 
But ev*ry month becomes an hundred years- 
l - Felicity was griev'd, and could not bear 
Afcene fo chang'd, a fight of fo much care. 
She told him, with a look of cold difdain, 
And feeming eafe, as women well can feign, 
He might depart at will ; a milder air 
Would mend his health, he was no pris'ner there : 

She 
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She kept him not, and wifh'd he ne'er might find 
Caufe to regret the place he left behind ; 
Which once he lov'd, and where he ftill muft own* 
He had at lead fome little pleafure known. 

If thefe prophetick words awhile deftroy 
His peace ; the former balance it in joy; 
He thank'd her for her kind concern, but chofe 
To quit the place, the rcll let Heav'n difpofe. 
For Fate, on mifchiefs bent, perverts the will, 
And firft infatuates whom it means to kill. 

Aurora now, not as (lie wont to rife, 
In gay attire ting'd with a thoufand dyes, 
But fober-fad in folemn llate appears. 
Clad in a dufky veil bedew'd with tears. 
Thick mantHng clouds beneath her chariot fpread, 
A faded wreathe hangs drooping from her head* 
The fick'ning fun emits a feeble ray, 
Half drown'd in fogs, and ftruggling into day. 
Some black event the threatening ikies foretel. 
Porfenna rofe to take his la ft farewel. 
A curious veft the mournful princefs brought, 
And armour by the Lemnian artift wrought ; 
A mining lance with fecret virtue flor'd, 
And of refiftlefs force a magick fword ; 
Caparifons and gems of wond'rous price ; 
And loaded him with gifts, and good advice : 
But chief fhe gave, and what he mod would need* 
The fleeteft of her ftud, a flying fteed. 
'..The fwift Grifippo,' faid th' amided fair, 
(Such was the courier's name) ' with fpced fhall bearj 
* And place you fafely in your native air ; 
' Aflift againft the foe ; with matchlefs might 
' Ravage the field, and turn the doubtful fight : 
' With care protect you till the danger ceafe,i 
' Your trufl in war, your ornament in peace. 






« Bn$ 



BEAUTIES OP P0ITK7. ' 113 

' But thk, I w*tti, borate ; whaler fltttl lay 

• To intercept your ocrorf*, of te*pt your ftay, 

' Quit not your Addle, ndr your fpeed abate* 

f Till fafely landed at your palace gate. . 

4 On this alone depends y*o»r weal or woe j 

< Such is the will of Fate, and fo the gods foreihew.' 

He in the fofteft terms repaid her love, 

And vow'd, nor age nor abfence fhotfld remove 

His conftaat faith- $ and Awe Jhc could not bianie 

A fhort divorce due to his injur 'd fame. 

The debt dffcha#g'd, then fhould her foldier come 

Gay froxn'the £eld> andftufo'd with conquoft, home ; 

With equal ardour her atfb&oft Meet, 

And lay his laurels at has iriiibefs' feet. 

He ceas'd ; and* fighihg, took * kind adieu : 

Then urgfdhis ftced. The' fierce Grifippo flew ; 

With rapid force outftripp'd the lagging wind, 

And left the biifsfal ihores and keeping fair behirid ; 

Now o'er the feds putfa'dhis airy flight, 

Now fcour*di the prams, and climb'd the mountain's height*. 

Thus driving on at fpeed, the prince had run 
Near half nib oourfe ; when, with the fetting fun* 
As thro 9 a lonely lane he chonc'd to ride, 
With rocks and bufhet fenc'd on either fide, 
He fpyM a waggon full of wings, that lay 
Broke and cPerturn'd acrofi the narrow way. 
The helplefs driver, on the dirty road 
Lay ftruggling, crufli'd beneath th' incumbent load. 
Neve* in human fhape was fcen before * 

A wight fo pale, fo feeble, and fo poor. 
Cpmparifons of age would do him wrong, 
For Neftor*s felf, if placed by him, were young. 
His limbs were naked all, and worn fo thin, 
The bones feem'd darting thro' die parchment (kin; 
His eyes half drown'd in rheum, his accents weak ; 
Bald was his head, and furrow'd was his cheek. 

P The 
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The confcious fteed iiopp'd fhort in deadly fright, 
And back recoiling, ftretch'd his wings for flight ; 
When thus the wretch, with fupplicating tone, 
And rueful face, began his piteous moan ; 
And, as he (pake, the tears ran trickling down. 

* O gentle youth, if pity e'er inclined 

* Thy foul to gen'rous deeds ; if e'er thy mind 
« Was touch'd with (oft difirefs, extend thy care 

' To fave an old man's life, and eafe the load I bear. 

* So may propitious Heav'n your journey fpeed, 

* Prolong your days, and all your vows fucceed !' 
Mov'd with the pray'r, the kind Pdrfenna ftayM, 

Too nobly-minded to refufe his aid ; 
And, prudence yielding to fuperior grief, 
Leap'd from his fteed, and ran to his relief; 
Rcmov'd the weight, and gave the pris'ner breath, 
J uit choak'd, and gafping on the verge of death. 
Then reach'd his hand ; when lightly with a bound 
The grizry fpeclre vaulting from the ground, 
Seiz'd him with fudden gripe : th* aftonifh'd prince 
Stood horror-ftruck, and thoughtlefs of defence. 

* O king of Ruflia !' with a thundering found . 
Bellow'd the ghaflly fiend, * at length thou'rt found. 
' Receive the ruler of mankind ; and knew, 

* My name is Time, thy ever-dreaded foe. 

' Thefe feet are founder'd, and the wings you fee 
' Worn to the pinions in purfuit of thee ; 

* Thro' all the world in vain for ages fought, 

' But Fate has doom'd thee now, and thou art caught!' 

Then round his neck his arms he nimbly caft, 

And feiz'd him by the throat, and grafp'd him faft ; 

Till fore'd at length the foul forfook it's feat, 

And the pale breathlefs corfe fell bleeding at his feet. 

Scarce had the curfed fpoiler left his prey, 
When, fo it chane'd, young Zephyr pafs'd that way ; 
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Too late his prefence to, affift his friend, 

A fad, but helplefs witnefs of his end. 

He chafes, and fans, and ftrives in vain to cure 

His (beaming wonnds ; the work was done too fare. 

Now lightly with a foft embrace uprears 

The lifelefs load, and bathes it in his tears ; 

Then .to the blifsful feats with fpeed conveys, 

And graceful' on the mofly carpet lays . 

With decent care, clofe by the fountain's fide, 

Where firft the princefs had her phoenix fpy'd. 

There with fweet flow'rs his lovely limbs -he fbew'd, 

And gave a parting kifs, and'fighs and tears beftowM. 
To that fad folitude the weeping dame, 

Wild with her lofs* and fwoln with forrow, came. 

There was fhe wont to vent her griefs, and mourn 

Thofe dear delight? that muft no more return. 

Thither that morn, with more than ufual care, 

She fped, but O what joy to find him there ! 
>As juft arriv'd, and weary with the way, 

Retir'd to foft repofe her hero lay. 

Now near approaching, fhe began to creep 

With careful fteps, loth to difiurb his fleep ; 

Till quite overcome with tendernefs, fhe flpw, 
- -And round his neck her arms in tranfport threw. 

But, when fhe ibund him dead, no tongue can tell 

The pangs fly felt ! Afc fhriek'd ! and, fwooning, fell ! 

Waking, with loud tftiffents fhe pierc'd the flrics. 

And fiir<T tjr* aifrighted forefl with her cries. , 

That fatal hour the palace gates fhe barr'd, 

And fix'd around the coaft a ftronger guard ; 

Now rare appearing, and at diftance feen, 

With crowds of black misfortunes plac'd between ; 

Mifchiefs of every kind, corroding care, 

And fears, and jealoufies, and dark defpair. 

P % And 
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And fmce that day (the wretched world muft own 
Thefe mournful truths by fad experience known) 
No mortal e'er enjoy'd that happy clime, 
And every thing on earth fabxnits to Time* 



WINDSOR FOREST. 

TO TM1 

RIGHT HON. GEORGE LORD LAN3DOW1T. 
BY MR. POPE. 

TH Y forefts, Windfor ! and thy green retreats, 
At Once the monarch's and the mule's feats* 
Invite my lays. Be prefent, fylvan maids ! 
Unlock your fprings, and open all your (hades. 
Granville commands ; your aid, O Mufes, bring ! 5 

What mufe for Granville can refufe to (ing ? 

The groves of Eden, vanifli'd now fo long, 
Live in defcription, and look green in fang 2 
Thefe, were my bread infpir'4 with equal flame, 
Like them in beauty, fhould be like in fame. !• 

Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plain, 
Here earth and water feem to fu ive again ; 
Not, chaos-like, together cnifh'd and bruis'd, 
But, as the world, harmonioufly confus'd : 
Where order in variety we fee, 1 5 

And where, tho' all things differ, all agree. 
Here waving groves a chequer'd fecne difplay, 
And part admit, and part exclude the day ; 
As fome coy nymph her lover's warm addrefs 
Nor quite indulges, nor can quite reprefs. 20 

There, interfpers'd in lawns, and op'ning glades, 
Thin trees arife that fhun each other's (hades. 

Here 
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Here in full light the raflet plains extend ; 
> There, wrapt in clouds, the blirifh hills afcend. 
E'en the wild heath difplays her purple dyes, 25 

And 'midft the defart, fruitful fields arife, 
That crown'd with tufted trees and fpringing corn, 
Like verdant ifles the fable wafte adorn. 
Let India boaft her plants, nor envy we 
The weeping amber, or the balmy tree, 3* 

While by our oaks the precious loads are borne, 
And realms commanded which thofe trees adorn. 
Not proud Olympus yields a nobler fight, 
Tho' gods afiembled grace his tow'ring height, 
Than what more humble mountains offer here, 35 

Where, in their bleffings, all thofe gods appear. 
See Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomona crown'd, 
Here blufhing Flora paints th' enamelTd ground, 
Here Ceres' gifts in waving profped ftand, 
And nodding tempt the joyful reaper's hand ; 4* 

Rich Induftry fits finiling on the plains, 
And Peace and Plenty tell, a Stuart reigns. 

Not thus the land appear'd in ages paft, 
A dreary defart, and a gloomy wafte, 

To favage beafb, and favage laws a prey, 45 

And kings more furious and fevere than they ; 
Who daim'd the ikies, difpeopled air and floods, 
The lonely lords of empty wilds and woods : 
Cities laid wafte* they ftorm'd the dens and caves, 
(For wifer brutes were backward to be flaves.) 5« 

What could be free, when lawlefs beafts obey'd, 
And e'en the elements a tyrant fway'd ? 
In vain kind feafons fwell'd the teeming grain, 
Soft fhow'rs diftill'd, and funs grew warm in vain ; 
The fwain with tears his fruftrate labour yields, S% 

And famifh'd dies anridft his ripen'd fields. 
What wonder then, a beaft or fubjea flain. 
Were equal crimes, in a defpotick reign ? 
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Both doom'd alike, fbf fportive tyrants bled, 

But while the fubjeft fearv'd, the beaft was fed. " 6» 

Proud Nimrod firft the Woody chace began, 

A mighty hunter, and his prey was man : 

Our haughty Norman boafts that barb'rous name. 

And makes his trembling (laves the royal game. 

The fields are ravifli'd from th' induftrious fwains, 65 

From men their cities, and from gods their fanes: 

The levell'd towns with weeds lie coverM o'er, 

The hollow winds thro' naked temples roar, 

Round broken columns dafping ivy twin'd, 

O'er heaps of ruin ftalk'd the ftately hind, ' .70 

The fox obfcene to gaping tombs retires, 

And favage bowlings fill the facred choirs. 

Aw'd by his Nobles, by his Commons curs'd, 

Th' oppreflbr rul'd tyrannick where he durft ; 

Stretch'd o'er the poor and church his iron rod, 75 

And ferv'd alike his vafTals and his God. 

Whom e'en the Saxon (par'd, and bloody Dane, 

The wanton viftims of his fport remain. 

But, fee ! the man who (pacious regions gave 

A wafte for beads, himfelf deny'd a grave ! So 

Stretch'd on the lawn his fecond hope furvey, 

At once the chafer, and at once the prey : 

Lo, Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart, 

Bleeds in the foreft like a wounded hart. 

Succeeding monarchs heard the fubje&s cries, $5 

Nor faw difpleas'd the peaceful cottage rife. 

Then gath'ring flocks on unknown mountains fed, 

O'er fandy wilds were yellow harvefts fpread, 

The foreit wonder'd at th' unufual grain, 

And fecret tranfport touch'd the confcious fwain. 90 

Fair Liberty, Britannia's goddefs, rears 

Her chearful head, and leads the golden years. 

Ye vig'rous fwains ! while youth ferments your blood* 
And purer ipirits fwell the fprightly flood, 

Now 
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Now range the hills, the gameful woods befet, 95 

Wind the fhrill horn, or fpread the waving net. 

When milder autumn Cummer's heat fucceeds, 

And in the new-fhorn field the partridge feeds, 

Before his lord the ready fpaniel bounds, 

Panting with hope, he tries the furrow'd grounds ; too 

But when the tainted gales the game betray, 

Couch'd clofe he lies, and meditates the prey : 

Secure they truft th' Unfaithful field befet, 

Till hov'ring o!er 'em fweeps the fwelling net. 

Thus (if fmall things we may with great compare) l*{ 

When Albion fends her eager fons to war, 

Some thoughtlefs town, with eafe and plenty bleft, 

Near, and more near, the clofing lines inveft ; 

Sudden they feize th' amaz'd defencelefs prize, / 

And high in air Britannia's flandard flies. 1 10 

See ! from the brake the whirring pheafant fprings, 
And mounts exulting on triumphant wings : 
Short is his joy 5 he feels the fiery wound, 
Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground. 
Ah ! what avails his glofly, varying dyes, 115 

His purple creft, and fcarlet-oircled eyes, 
The vivid green his fhining plumes unfold, 
His painted wings, and breail that flames with gold ! 

Nor yet, when moift Ar&urus clouds the flcy, 
The woods and fields their pleafing toils deny. J 20 

To plains with well-breath'd beagles we repair, 
And trace the mazes of the circling hare : 
(Beafts, urg'd by us, their fellow-beails purfue, 
And learn of man each other to undo !) 

With flaught'ring guns th' unweary'd fowler roves, 125 

When frofts have whiten'd all the naked groves ; 
Where doves in flocks the leaflefs trees o'erfhade, 
And lonely woodcocks haunt the wat'ry glade. 
He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye ; 
Straight a fhort thunder breaks the frozen iky : 1 30 

Oft, 
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Oft, as in airy rings they fkim the heath, 
The clam'rons lapwings feel the leaden death ; 
Oft, as the mounting larks their notes prepare, 
They fall, and leave their little lives in air. 

In genial fpring, beneath the qoiv'ring flude, 135 

Where cooling vapours breathe along the mead,. 
The patient iiiher takes his filent ftand, 
Intent, his angle trembling in his hand : 
With looks unmov'd, he hopes the fcaly breed, 
And eyes the dancing cork and bending reed. 140 

Our plenteous ftreams a various race fupply, 
The bright-ey'd perch, with fins of Tyrian dye; 
The filvec'eel, in mining volumes roll'd; 
The yellow carp, in fcales bedropp'd with gold f 
Swift trouts, diverfify'd with crimfon ftains ; I45 

And pikes, the tyrants of the wat'ry plains. 

Now Cancer glows with Phoebus' fiery car : 
The youth rufh eager to the fylvan war, 
Swarm o'er the lawns, the fbreft walks fur round, 
Rouze the fleet hart, and chcar the opening hound. £50 

Th' impatient courfer pants in every vein, 
And pawing, feems to beat the diftant plain : 
Hills, vales, and floods, appear already crofs'd, 
And ere he ftarts, a thoufand fteps are loft. 
See the bold youth, ftrain up the threat'ning fteep, 155 

Rufh through the thickets, down the vallies fweep, 
Hang o'er their courfers heads with eager fpced, 
And earth rolls back beneath the flying fteed. 
Let old Arcadia boaft her ample plain, 

Th' immortal huntrefs, and her virgin-train ; l6« 

Nor envy, Windfor ! fmce thy fhades have feen 
As bright a goddefs, and as chafte a queen ; 
Whofe care, like her's, prote&s the fylvan reign, 
The earth's fair light, and emprefs of the main. 

Here too, 'tis fung, of old Diana ftray'd, 165 

And Cynthus' top forfook for Windfor fliade ; 

Here 
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ftere was fhe feen o'er airy waftes to rove, 

Seek the clear fpring, or haunt the pathlefs grove ; 

liere, arm'd with filver bows, in early dawn> 

Her bu&in'd virgins trac'd.the dewy lawn. t%& 

Above the reft a rural nymph was fam'd, 
Thy offspring, Thames ! the fair Lodona nam'd ; 
(Lodona's fate, in long oblivion caft* 
The mufe fhall fing, and whatjUie fings fhall laft.) * 
Scarce could the goddefs from her nymph be known* 175 

But by the crefcent, and the golden zone. 
She fcorn'd the praife of beauty, and the care $ 
A belt her waift, a fillet binds her hair ; 
A painted quiver on her moulder founds, 
And with her dart the flying deer fhe wounds* ~ ! 80 

It chane'd, as eager of the chace, the maid 
Beyond the foreft's verdant limits ftray'd, 
Pan faw, and lov'd ; and, burning with defire* 
Purfu'd her flight ; her flight increas'd his firei 
Not half fo fwift the trembling doves can fly, 1 85 

When the fierce eagle cleaves the liquid fky ; 
Not half fo fwiftly the fierce eagle moves, 
When thro' the clouds he drives the trembling doves ; 
As from the god fhe flew with furious pace, 
Or as the god, more furious, urg'd the chace. 190 

Now fainting, finking, pale, the nymph appears % 
Now dofe behind, his founding fteps fhe hears j 
And now his fhadbw reach'd her as fhe run* 
His fhadow lengthened by the fetting fun ; 
And now his fhofter breath* with fultry air, 195 

Pants on her neck, and fans her parting hair. 
In vain on Father Thames fhe calls for aid> 
Nor could Diana help her injur M maid. 
Faint, breathlefs, thus fhe pray'd, nor pray'd in vain ; 
c Ah, Cynthia ! ah — tho* banifh'd from thy train, %oo 

• Let me, O let me, to the fhades repair,* 

* My native fhades— Uiere weep, and murmur there/ 
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She faid ; and melting as in tears (he lay, 

In a foft filver ftream diflblv'd away. 

The filver ftream her virgin coldnefs keeps, 205 

For ever murmurs, and for ever weeps ; 

Still bears the name the haplefs virgin bore, 

And bathes the foreft where the rang'd before. 

In her chaile current oft the goddefs laves, 

And with celeftial tears augments the waves. 210 

Oft in her glafs the mufing fhepherd fpies 

The headlong mountains and the downward fides. 

The wat'ry landscape of the pendant woods, 

And abfent trees that tremble in the floods ; 

In the clear azure gleam the flocks are feen, 215 

And floating forefts paint the waves with green, 

Thro* the fair fcene roll flow the ling'ring ftreams, 

Then foaming pour along, and rufh into the Thames* 

Thou, too, great father of the Britiih floods ! 
With joyful pride furvey'ft our lofty woods ; 220 

Where tow'ring oaks their growing honours rear, 
And future navies on thy fhores appear, 
Not Neptune's felf, from all her ftreams, receives 
A wealthier tribute, than to thine he gives. 
No feas fo rich, fo gay no banks appear, 22 J 

No lake fo gentle, and no fpring fo clear. 
Nor Po fo fwells the fabling poet's layB, 
While led along the Ikies his current ftrays, 
As thine, which vifits Windfor's fam'd abodes, 
To grace the manfion of our earthly gods : 230 

Nor all his (tars above a luftre fhow, 
Like the bright beauties on thy banks below ; 
Where Jove, fubdu'd by mortal paflion ftill. 
Might change Olympus for a nobler hill. 

Happy the man whom this bright court approves, 235- 

His fov'reign favours, and his country loves: 
Happy next him, who to thefe fhades retires, 
Whom Nature charms, and whom the Mufe infpires ; 

Whom 



BEAUTIES OP POETRY, r 123 

Whom humbler joys of home-felt quiet pleafe, 
Succeffive ftudy, exercife, and cafe* 240 

He gathers health from herbs the fbreft yields, 
And of their fragrant phyfick fpoils the fields : 
With chymick art exalts the min'ral pow'rs, 
And draws the aromatick fouls of flow'rs : 
Now marks the courfe of rolling orbs on high; 245 

O'er figur'd worlds now travels with his eye ; 
Of ancient writ unlocks the learned ftore, 
Confults the dead, and lives paft ages o'er : 
Or wand'ring thoughtful in the filent wood, 
Attends the duties of the wife and good, 250 

T' obferve a mean, be to himfelf a friend, 
To follow nature, and regard his end ; 
Qr looks on heav'n with more than mortal eyes, 
Bids his free foul expatiate in the dries* 
Amid her kindred ftars familiar roam, 255 

Survey the region, and confefs her home ! 
Such was the life great Scipio once admir'd, 
Thus Atticus, and Trumhal thus rctir'd. 
. .Ye facred Nine ! that all my foul poflefs, 
Whofe raptures £re me, and whofe vifions blefi, 260 

Bear me, O bear me to fequefter'd fcenes, 
The bow'xy mazes, and furrounding greens ; 
To Thames'* banks which fragrant breezes fill* 
Qr where ye mufes fport on Cooper's Hill. 
(On Cooper's Hill eternal wreathes fhall grow, 265 

While lafts the mountain, or while Thames fhall flow) 
I feem thro' confecrated walks to rove, 
I hear foft mufick die along the grove : 
Led by the found, I roam from fliade to fhade, 
By god-like poets venerable made* 270 

Here his firft lays majeftick Denham fung ; 
There the laft numbers flow'd from Cowley's tongue. 
Q early toft! what tears the river (bed. 
When the fad pomp along his banks was led ! 

Qjb His 
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His drooping fwans on ev'ry note expire, ayj 

And on his willows hung each mufe's lyre. 

Since fate relentlefs ftopp'd their heav'nly voice, 
No more the forefts ring, or groves rejoice ; 
Who now (hall charm the (hades where Cowley ftrung 
His living harp, and lofty Den ham fnng ? 28* 

But hark ! the groves rejoice, the foreft rings ! 
Are thefe reviv'd ? or is it Granville fings ? 
'Tis yours, my lord, to blefs our foft retreats^ ' ' ' 
And call the mufes to their ancient feats ; 
To paint anew the fiow'ry fylvan fcenes, aSc 

To crown the forcfts with immortal greens^ 
Make Windfor hills in lofty h Umbers rife, 
And lift her turrets nearer to the ikies ; 
To fmg thofe honours you deferve to wear, 
And add new luftre to her filver ftar. tgq 

Here noble Surrey felt the facred rage/ 
.Surrey, the Granville of a former age : 
Matchlefs his pen, victorious was his lance, 
Bold in the lifts, and graceful in the dance : 
In the fame (hades the Cupids tun'd his lyre, £95 

To the fame notes, of love, and foft defire: 
Fair Geraldine, bright object of his vow, ^ 
Then filPd the groves, as heav'nly Mira now. . . 

Oh, would'ft thou (ing what heroes Windfor bore, 
What kings firft breath'd upon her winding more, $09 

Or raife old warriors, whofe ador'd remains ' ■ * 
In weeping vaults her hallow'd earth contains ! 
With Edward's a£b adorn the mining page, 
Stretch his long triumphs down thro' ev'ry age, 
Draw monarch's chain'd, and Creffi's glorious field, 305 

The lilies blazing on the regal (hield : 
Then, from her roofs when Verrio's colours fall, 
And leave inanimate the naked wall, 
Still in thy fong (hould vanquiuYd France appear, 
And bleed for ever under Britain's fpear. jrt 

Let 
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Let fofter drains ill-fated Henry mourn, 
And palms eternal flourifli round his urn. 
Here o'er the martyr- king the marble weeps, • "* '"' ' 
And, fall beiide him, ' once-fear'd Edward fleeps *"".*'•'- ' / 
Whom not th' extended Albidn- could contain, -:-,— '" 315 
From old Beleiiam to tfie northern main, 
The grave unites ; where e'en the great find reft, v 
And blended lie th* oppreflbr and th' oppreft ! ••-'■" 
' "Make facred Charles's tomb for ever known, 
(Obfcure the place, and un-in*ferib*d the ftone) jzo 

Oh,fadt acdurs'd ! what tears has Albion fhed ! • 

Heav'ns, what new wounds ? vvA how her old have bled l v 
She faw her fon* with purple deaths expire, 

Her facred domes involved in rolling fire, 

A dreadful feries of inteftine wars, ' 32^ 

Inglorious triumphs; and dimoneft ^fbars ; 
At length, great "Anna faid — c Letdifcord ceafe !' 
She faid, the world obey 'd, and all was peace ! ; 
r^tn that blefs'd moment, from his oozy bed, 
Old Father Thames advane'd his rev 5 rend head. 330 

His treffes dropj^d with dews, and o'er the ftream 
His ihining horns difFds'd a golden gleam i 
Grav'd on his urn apjtear'd the moon, that guides i ' 
His fwelling^ waters, and alternate tides ; 
Thefigur'd ftreams in Waves of (ilver roll'd, * '- ■ 335^ 

And on their banks Augufta'itafe' in gold. » * 

Around his throne the fea-borii brothers ftood, 
Who fwell with tributary urns his flood ! 
Firft, the fam'd authors of his ancient name, 
The winding Ifis, and the fruitful Thame : 34$ 

The Kennet fwift, for filver eels renowti'd ; 
The Loddon -flow, with verdant alders crown 'd ; 
Cole, whofe dark ftreams his flow'ry iflands lave ; 
And chalky Wey,- that rolls a milky wave : 
The blue, transparent Vandalis appears ; 34.J 

The gulphy Lee his fedgy treffes rears | * 

'* And 
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And fallen Mole, that hides his diving flood ; 
And filent Darent, ftain'd with Daniih blood. 

High in the midft, upon his urn reclin'd, 
(His fea-green mantle waving with the wind) 350 

The god appeared : he turn'd his azure eyes 
Where Windfor domes and pompous turrets rife ; - 
Then bow'd, and fpoke; the winds forget to row, 
And the hufh'd waves glide fbftly to the fhore. 

' Hail, facred Peace ! hail, long-expeded days, 355 

* That Thames's glory to the fars ihall raife ! 

4 Tho' Tiber's dreams immortal Rome behold, 
4 The 9 foaming Hermus fwells with tides of gold,. 

* From heav'n itfelf the fev'n-fold Nilus flows^ 

* And harvefts on a hundred realms bellows ; 569 

* Thefe now no more fhall be the mufe's themes, 
' Loft in my fame, as in the fea their (beams. 

4 Let Volga's banks with iron fquadrons (hine, 

4 And groves of lances glitter on the Rhine, 

4 Let barb'rous Ganges arm a fervile train, 3^5 

4 Be mine the bleflings of a peaceful reign ; 

4 No more my fons (hall dye with Britiih bloo^ 

* Red Iber's fands, or liter's foaming flood t 
4 Safe on my (bore each unmolefted fwain 

4 Shall tend the flocks, or reap the bearded grain ; 37© 

*- The (hady empire fhall retain no trace 

* Of war or blood, but in the fylvan chace ; 

* The trumpet deep, while chearful horns are blown, 

* And arms employ'd on birds and beafls alone. 

4 Behold ! th' attending villa's on my fide, 375 

f Projeft long lhadows o'er the cryftal tide. 

* Behold ! Augufta's glitt'ring fpires encreafe, 

* And temples rife, the beauteous works of peace. 

* I fee, I fee, where two fair cities bend 

4 Their ample bow* a. new Whitehall afcend ! 380 

* There mighty nations (hall enquire their doom, 
4 The world's great oracle in times to come ; 

* There 
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( There kings fhaH fue, and fuppliant ftates be feen 
' Once more to bend before a Britifh queen. 
« Thy trees, fair Windfbr ! now ihall leave their woods ' 385 

* And half thy forefts rtrfli into the floods ; 

' Bear Britain's thunder, and her crofs difplay, 
v * To the bright regions of the riling day j ' 

* Tempt icy feas, where fcarce the waters toH, 

c Where clearer flames glow round the frozen Pole ; 390 

* Or under fouthern Ikies exalt their fails, 

* Led by new ftars, and borne 1>y fpicy gales ! 

* For me the balm ihall bleed, and amber flow, 
«. The coral redden, and the riiby glow, 

c The pearly fhell it's lucid globe infold, ' 395 

4 And Phoebus warm the rip'ning ore to gold. 
c The time fhafl come, when free as feas or wind, 

* Unbounded Thames ihall flow for all mankind, 
c Whole nations enter with each fwelling tide, 

* And feas but join the regions they divide ; 40G 

* Earth's diftant ends our .glory ihall behold, 

c And the new world launch forth to feek the old. 

* Then (hip* of uncouth form Ihall ftem the tide, 

* And fcather'd people croud my wealthy ficfe, 

* And naked youths and painted -chiefs admire 4.05 
' Our fpeech, our colour, and our ftrange attire I 

* Oh, ftretch thy reign, fair Peace ! from fhore tcrlhore, 

* Till conqueft ceafe, and flav'ry be no more ; 
€ Till the freed Indians, in their native groves, 

* Reap their own fruits, and woo their fable loves, 41+ 

* Peru once more a race -of kings behold, 

* And other Mexico's be roof 'd with £old ! 

* Exil'd by thee, from earth to deepeft hell, 

* In brazen bonds, fhatl barb'rous difcord dwell : 

* Gigantick pride, pale terror, gloomy care, 415 

* And mad ambition, (hall attend her there : 

* There purple vengeance bath'd in gore retires* • 
4 Her weapons blunted, and extin& her fires : 

% * There 
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4 There hateful envy her own (hakes {hall feel, , 

' And perfecution mourn her broken wheel : ipt 

4 There faction roar, rebellion bite her chain, 

' And gafping furies thiril for blood in vain.' 

Here ceafe thy flight, nor with unhallow'd lay* 
Touch the fair fame of Albion's golden days : 
The thoughts of gods let Granville's vetfe recite* . . 42$ 

And bring the fcenes of op'ning fate to light : 
My humble mufe, in unambitious (trains, 
Paints the green forefls and the flow'ry plains, 
Where Peace defcending bids her olives fpring, 
And fcatters bleflings from her dove-like wing. 430 

E'en I more fweetly pafs my carelefc days, 
Pleas'd in the ulent ihade with empty praifc ; 
Enough for me, tha; to the lill'ning fvvains 
Firft in thefe fields I fung the fylvan drains. 



HYMN TO THE CREATOR. 

BY THE REV. MR. MERRICK. 

GOD of my health ! whofe bounteous care 
Firft gave me power to move, 
How fhall my thankful heart declare 
The wonders of thy love ! 

While void of thought and fenfe I lay, 

Duft of my parent earth, 
Thy breath inform'd the fleeping clay, 

And call'd me into birth. 

From thee my parts their fafhion took, 

And ere my life begun, 
Within the volume of thy book 

Were written one by one. 



thy 
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Thy eye beheld in open vjew 

The yet unfinifti'd plan ; < 

The fhadowy lines thy pencil drew, 

And form'd die future man. 

O may this frame, that riling grew 

Beneath thy plaftick hands, 
Be ftudious ever to purfce 

Whatever thy will commands ! 

The foul that moves this earthly load. 

Thy femblance let it bear, 
Nor lofe the traces of the God 

That ftamp'd his image there I 



THE PLEASURES OF CONTEMPLATION. 

BY MRS. DARWAL, FORMERLY MISS WHATLEY. 

OU E E N of the halcyon breaft, and heaven-ward eyej 
Sweet Contemplation, with thy ray benign 
Light my lone pafiage thro* this vale of life, 
And raife the liege of Care ! This filent hour 
To thee is facred, when the ftar of eve, 
Like Dian's virgins trembling ere they bathe, 
Shoots o'er the Hefperian wave it's quivering ray. 

All nature joins to fill my labouring breaft 
With high fen&tions : aweful filence reigns 
Above, around ; the founding winds no more 
Wild thro' the flu&uating foreft fly 
Withguft impetuous ; Zephyr fcarcely breathes 
Upon the trembling foliage; flocks and herds, 
Retired beneatk the friendly (hade repofe, 
Fann'd by oblivion's wing. Ha ! is not this, 

R Thia 
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This the dread hour, as ancieut fables tell, 
When flitting fpirits, from their prifons broke,. 
By moon-light glide along the duflcy vales, 
The folemn church-yard, or the dreary grove ; 
Fond to revifit their once-lov'd abodes, 
And view each friendly fcene of pail delight ! 

Satyrs, and fawns, that in fcquefler'd woods 
And deep-emboweringfhades delight to dwell; 
Quitting their caves, where in the reign of day x . 
They deep in filence, o'er the daified green 
Purfuc their gambols, and with printlefs feet 
Chafe the fleet fhadows o'er the waving plains. 

Dryads, and Naiads, from each fprutg and grove* 
Trip blithfome o'er the lawns ; or, near the fide 
Of mofly fountains, fport in Cynthia's beams. 

The fairy elves, attendant on their queen, 
With light fteps bound along the velvet mead, 
And leave the green impreflion of their dance 
In rings myfterious to the palling fwain ; 
While the pellucid glow-worm kindly lends 
Her filvcr lamp to light the feitive fcene. 
From yon majeftick pile, in ruin great, 
Whofe lofty towers once on approaching foes 
Look'd Hern defiance, the fad bird of night, 
In mournful accent, to the moon complains : 
Thofe towers with venerable ivy crown'd, 
And mouldering into ruin, yield no more 
A fafe retirement to the hoftile bands ; 
But there the lonely bat, that fhuns the day, 
Dwells in dull folitude ; and fcreaming thence 
Wheels the night raven fhrill, with hideous note 
Portending death to the deje&ed fwain. 

Each plant and flow'ret bath'd in evening dews, 
Exhale refrefhing fweets : from the fmooth lake, 
On whofe Hill bofbm fleeps the tall tree's ihade, 
The moon's foft rays refle&ed -mildly flune. 



Now 
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Now towering Fancy takes her airy flight 
Without reftraint, and leaves this earth behind ; 
From pole to pole, from world to world fhe flies ; 
Rocks, feas, nor ikies, can interrupt her courfe. 

Is this what men, to thought eftrang'd, mifcal 
Defpondence ? this dull melancholy's fcene ? 
To trace the Eternal Caufe thro 9 all his works, 
Minutely and magnificently wife? 
Mark the gradations which thro' Nature's plan 
Join each to each, and form the vaft defign? 
And tho' day's glorious guide withdraws his beams 
Impartial, cheating other flues and ihores ; 
Rich intelledt, that fcorns corporeal bands, 
With more than mid-day radiance gilds the fcene : 
The mind, txow refcu'd from the cares of day, 
Roves unreflrain'd thro' the wide realms of fpace ; 
Where (thought ftupendous!) fyftem* infinite, 
In regular confufion taught to move, 
Like gems befpangle yon etherial plains ! 

Ye fons of pleafure, and ye foes to thought. 
Who fearch for blifs in the capacious bowl, 
And blindly woo intemperance for joy ; 
Durft ye retire, hold converfe with yourfelves, 
And in the filent hours of darknefs court 
Kind Contemplation with her peaceful train ; 
How would the minutes dance on downy feet, 
Aid uriperceiv'd the midnight taper wafte, 
While intelle&ual pleafure reign'd fupreme ! 

Ye mufes, graces, virtues, heaven-born maids ! 
Who love in peaceful folitude to dwell 
With medc^y'd innocence, and radiant truth, 
|U*ihjng modefty ; that frighted fly 

e, and midnight mafquerade ; 
i which enchants mankind ? 
* *ta§ frenzy ; like the cup 

** Of 
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Of Circe, fam'd of old; who taftea it finds 
Th' etherial fpark divine to brute transform'd. 

And now, methinks, I hear the libertine 
With fupercilious leer cry, * Preach no more 

* Your mufly morals ; hence, to defarts fly, 
' And in the gloom of folitary caves 

' Aufterely dwell : what's life, debarred from joy f 

* Crown, then, the bowl ; let Mufick lend her aid, 

* And Beauty her's, to foothe my wayward cares. 9 
Ah ! little does he know the nymph he ftyles 

A foe to pleafure ; pleafure is not more 
His aim than her's ; with him fhe joins to blame 
The hermit's gloom, and favage penances ; 
Each focial joy approves. Oh ! without thee, 
Fair Friendfhip, life were nothing ; without thee, 
The page of fancy would no longer charm, 
And folitude difguft e'en penfive minds. 

Nought I condemn, but that excefs which clouds 
The mental faculties, to foothe the fenfe : 
Let Reafon, Truth, and Virtue, guide thy Heps, 
And every blefling Heav'n beftows, be thine ! 

' VERSES 

ADD11SSED TO 

HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS GEORGE PRINCE OF WALES *• 

BY MR. J. MACAULAV. 

WHILE gen'ral plaudits of deferv'd renown 
(The hero's glory, and the patriot's crown) 
Proclaim the day to Britifh virtue dear, 
And hail the produce of an added year ; 

* Thefe Verfcs were presented at Wind for to His Royal Highnefs the 
Prince of Wales, on the morning of his late birth-day, Auguft 12. 1780, when 
he cnicrcd his nineteenth year. 

Permit 
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Permit the muft, l^ no fed u£Uv0 ftr^ina, 
From rural fhades. and fummer-fmiling plains 
To fpeak the wini tfetf *>*« wh gen-rpqs breaft, 
Of joy the founder, and of love the tcft. 

fere yet bright PhqBbus gi}ds the ru4dy eaft, 
To floth a ftranger, and a foe to reft, 
Why does the fwain, with unremitting toil, 
Guide the {harp plough-mare th?o' the yielding foil I 
Why does his nervous frame, each (hock defy, 
And dare the rigour of th* inclement iky ; 
Ere yet confirm'd the doubtful fpring is feen, 
And the chill blaft fweeps o'er the dewy green ? 
Does not his eye in future feene behold ^ 

The fpacious fields enrich'd with waving gold? 
Does not the blifsful hope inspire his breaft, 
Of riiing barns with plenteous harveft prefs'd ? 
Swift to his view in gay fucceflion rife, 
The bright produ&ions p/ autumnal ikies. 
Deck'd in their racheft fee& the plains appear, 
And all the glories of the ripen'd year. 

'Tis thus, great Sir, with hopes like thefe poffefs'd, 
(Each fond emotion kindling in her breaft) 
Has Britain view'd her prince with anxious eyes, 
And joy'd to fee each genuine virtue rife. 
From tend 'reft infancy to childhood brought,. 
6he bade each grace inform the riiing thought : 
More vig'rous grown, Hie hail'd the {blooming ftoot, 
And the rich promife of the riper fruit. 
But now matur'd fte fees her profpeft rife, 
Beneath the genial warmth of Britifti ikies. 
Sejes the long courfe of gen'rous culture pad, 
And hopes the harveft of her toils at laft : 
To future glories lifts her dazal'd view, 
And bids thofc future glories reft on You. - 

Nor vain her hopes— for fore, if aught can charm 
The human foul ; if gen'rous thought can warm 

The 
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The youthful breaft, and bid each virtue there 

Sprout forth redundant to th'enlivening air, 

*Tis Publick Love ! by nobleft deeds exprefs'd! 

The god-like tenant of the hero's bread: ! 

By this infpir'd, each ancient chief of fame 

Gain'd the vaft honQur of a deathlefs name; 

By this upheld, amidft her patriot-band, 

What fplendid triumphs grac'd the Argive land ! 

By this Imperial Rome was taught to rife, 

And Eaftern grandeur fhone in Latian ikies. 

Beneath this fun, emerging to the day, 

Each glory mining with redoubled ray, 

Majeftick Britain rofe— Hail, native land ! 

Strong to fubdue, and fkilful to command. 

No hoftile force fliall fhake thy ftedfaft bafe, 

Npr fecret guile thy well-form'd plans deface ; 

While thine own fons, by publick virtue fir'd, 

By glory charm'd, by liberty infpir'd, ' 

Stand forth thy guardians, nations league in vain, 

Britain mall fway the trident of the main ; 

And wond'ring foes, in deep convi&on, fee 

The force of Britifh unanimity. 

Be this, O George ! be this thy nobleft aim ; 

By this afcent purfue the heights of fame! 

Princes, like Heav'n, mould wide around difpenfe 

The rich profufion of benevolence. 

Great in their people's love, and wifely jull, 

The bell depofits of the nobleft truft. 

While, by each virtue rais'd, each grace refin'd, 

Bv Heav'n advanc'd, they prove what Heav'n dcfign'd, 

The rulers and the faviours of mankind. 

Thus, when by hoary age and toil opprefs'd, 
Your gracious Sire (hall feek immortal reft ; 
When, call'd by Heav'n, he joyfully lays down 
A temp'ral circlet for an encflefs crown ; 

Your 
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Your virtues then (hall Britain's lofs fupply, 
And bid affii&ion dry the (beaming eye : 
Brunfwick again (hall grace Britannia's throne, 
Great in paternal fame, and fpotlefs in his own ! 



THE PROGRESS OF POETRY, 

BY MRS. MADAN, 

Vitls ut arboribus decor! eft, ut vitibus uvse; 
Ut gregibus tauri, fegetes ut pinguibus mis 5 
Tu decui omnc tuis. viae. 

UNE QU AL, how ihall I the fearch begin, 
Or paint with artlefs hand the awful fcene ? 
Thro 9 paths divine with fteps adventurous tread, ' 
And trace the mufes to their fountain-head ? 

Ye (acred* Nine, your mighty aid impart, 
Affift my numbers, 9jad enlarge my heart ! 
Direct my lyre, and tune each trembling firing, 
While Poetry's exalted charms I fing ; < 
How, free as air, her (brains fpontaneous move, 
Kindle to rage, or melt the foul to love 3 
How her firft emanations dawn'd, difcloie ; 
And where, great fource of verfe ! bright Phoebus firll arofe. 

Where nature warmth and genius has deny'd, ,,.. 
In vain are art's ftiff languid powers apply'd. 
Unforc'd the mufes finile, above controul : 
No art can tune the xhharmonius foul. % 
Some rules, 'tis true, unerring, you may cull, 
And void of life, be regularly dull ; 
Corre&ly flat may flow each ftudied rhime, 
And each low period indolently chime. 
A common ear, perhaps, or vulgar heart, 
Such lays may pleafe— the libour'd work of art! 

Far 
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Far other drains delight the polifh'd mind, 
The ear well judging, and the tafte refin'd. 
To bind in heavenly numbers eafe and fire, 
An Addifon will afk, a Pope require : 
Genius alone can force, like theirs, bellow, 
As liars, unconfeious of their brightnefs, glow. 

Hail Greece ! from whence the fpark etherial came* 
That wide o'er earth difFus'd it's facred flame; 
There the firft laurel formed a deathlefs (hade, 
And fnrung immortal for thy Homer's head. 
There the great bard the rifing wonder wrought, 
And plann'd the Iliad in his boundlefs thought ; 
By no mean fteps to full perfection grew, 
But buril at once refulgent to the view. 
Who can unmov'd the warm defcription read, 
Where the wing'd fhaft repels the bounding fteed t 
Where the torn fpoils of the rapacious war, 
With (hocking pomp adorn the victor's car ? 
When, from fome hoftile arm difmifs'd, the reed 
On the mark'd foe directs it's thirfty fpeed, 
Such ilrength, fuch attion, ftrikes our eager fight. 
We view, and fhudder at it's fatal flight ; 
We hear thcflraighten'd yew recoiling ftart, 
And fee thro' air glide fwift the whizzing dart ! 
When higher themes a bolder drain demand, 
Life waits the poet's animating hand : 
There, where majeftick, to the fangu ; n'd field, 
Stern Ajax (talks behind his feven-fold (hield ; 
Or where, in polifh'd arms feverely bright, 
Pelidcs dreadful rufhes to the fight ; 
With martial ardour breathes each kindling page 
The direful havock and unbounded rage, 
The clafti of arms tumultuous from afar, 
/\:ul iill that fires the hero's foul to war ! 

Bold Pindar next, with ma'tchlefs force and fire 
DiwiK-ly carelefs, wak'd the founding lyre,. . 

Unbound 
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Unbound by rule, he urg*d each vigorous lay, 
And gave his mighty genius room to play : 
The Grecian games employ his daring firings, 
In numbers rapid as the race he lings'. 

Mark, Mufe, the confetous fhade and vocal grove; 
Where Sappho tan'd her melting voice to love, 
While Echo each harmonious ftrain returned, 
And with the foft-complaining Lefbian mourn'd. 

With rofes crown'd, on flowers fupinely laid, 
Ahacreon next the fprightly lyre eflay'd, 
In light fantafHck nteaifures beat the ground, 
Or dealt the mirdi-ihipiring juke arottnd. 
No care, rid Adughr, Ae tuneful Tetan knew, 
But mark'd with biifteadi moment as tt flew. 

Beholding (bll, where fmooth Clitumnus glides} 
And Tolls thro 9 fouling fields his ducHle tides fc 
Where fwoln Etidanus in ftafe proceeds 4 , 
And tardy Mindo wanders thro' the' meads 5 
Where breathing flowers ambrofial fweets diftir> 
And the (oft air with balmy fragrance fill. 
O Italy! tho* joyful plenty reigns* 
And Nature laughs amid thy bloomy plains i 
Tho' all thy made* poedck warmth Wpire, 
Tune the rapt foal, and fan the facred fire ; 
Thofe plains and mades mall reach th' appointed daJej 
And all their Muling honours yield to fate : 
*Thy wide renowtty and ever-blooming fame, 
Stand on the bafis of a nobler -claim ; 
In thee his harp immortal Virgil ftrung*, 
Of ihepherds, flocks, and mighty heroes furig. 

See Horace, fliaded by the Iyrick wreathe, 
Where every grace and all the mules breathe t 
Where courtly eafe adorns each happy line, 
And Pindar's fire and Sappho's foftnefs join. 
Politely wife, with calm well-govem'd rage. 
He lafiVd the reigning follies of the age 5 

8 Wi* 
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With wit, not fpleen, indulgently fevere* . - J 

To reach the heart he charm'd the lifteniag ear. 
When Toothing themes each milder note employ, 
Each milder note fwclls foft to love and joy ; 
Smooth as the fame-prefaging doves * that fpread 
Prophetick wreathes around his infant head. 

Ye numerous bards uniting (whofe various lays 
A genius equal to your own mould praife) 
Forgive the Mufe, who feels an inbred flame 
Refifllefs, to exalt her country's fame ; :j , 

A foreign clime fhe leaves — and turns her eyes 
Where her own Britain's favourite towers arife ; 
Where Thames rolls deep his plenteous tides around, 
His banks with thick- afcending turrets crownM 3 .• 
Yet not thefe fcenes th' impartial mufe could boaftj 
Were liberty, thy great diflin&ion, loft. 
Britannia, hail ! o'er whofe luxuriant plain, 
For the free natives waves the rip'ning grain : 
' Twas facred Liberty's celeftial fmile 

Firft lur'd the mufes to thy generous ifle ; , _, 

'Twas Liberty beftow'd the power .to fing, ? 

And bid the verfc-rewarding laurel fpring. \ J_^ 

Here Chaucer firft his eomick vein difplay'd, • ^ 

And merry tales in homely guife convey'd ; 
Unpolifh'd beauties grac'd the artlefs fong, - "* 

Tho' rude the di&on, yet the fenfe was ftrong. J 

To fmoother ftrains chaftifmg tunelefs profe* j 

In plain magnificence great Spencer rofe ; 
Jn forms diftinft, in each creating line, 
The virtues, vices, and the paffions mine ; 
Subfervient Nature aids the poet's rage, 
And with herfelf infpires each nervous page. 

Exalted Shakefpeare, with a boundlefs mind, 
Rang'd far and wide ; a genius unconfin'd 1 



* Vide Hot. Lib. iii. Ode i?; 
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The paffions fway'd, and captive led the heart, 
Without the critick's rules, and void of art : 
So fome fair clime, by fmiling Phoebus blefs'd, 
And in a thoufand charms by Nature drefs'd, 
Where limpid ftreanis in wild meanders flow, 
And on the mountains "tow'ring forefts grow, 
With lovely landfcapes lures the* raviflTd fight, 
While each new fcene fupplies a new delight : 
No induftry of man, no needlefs toil, 
C^n mend the rich uncultivated foil. 

Wljile Cowley's lays with fprightly vigour move, 
Around him wait the gods of verfe and love ; 
So qufck the croudmg images arife, 
The bright variety diftracV our eyes ; 
Each (parkling line, where fire with fancy flows, 
The rich profufion of his genius (hows. 

To Waller, next, my wandering view I bend, 
Gentle, as flakes of feather'd {how defcend : 
Not the fame fnow, it's filent journey done, 
More radiant glitters in the thing fun, 
O happy nymph ! who could thofe lays demand. 
And claim the care of this immortal hand : 
In vain might age thy heavenly form invade. 
And o'er thy beauties caft an envious (hade ; 
Waller the place of youth and bloom fupplies. 
And gives exhauftlefs luftrc to thy eyes ; 
Each mufe affifting rifles every grace, 
To paint the wonders of thy matchlefs face. 
Thus, when at Greece, divine Apelles (trove 
To give to earth the radiant queen of love, 
From each bright nymph fome dazzling charm he took, 
This fair-one's lips, another's lovely look ; 
Each beauty pleas'd, a (mile, or air bellows, 
Till all the goddefs from the canvas rofe. 

Immortal Milton, hail i whofe lofty drain 
Will) confcious firength does r«i*»* themes difdain ; 

Sublime 
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Sublime afcended thy fuperior foul, 

Where neither lightnings flafh, nor thunders «oll $ 

Where other funs drink deep th' eternal ray, 

And thence to other worlds tranfmit the days 

Where, high in ether, countlefs planets move, . ■ 

And various moons, attendant, round them rove. 

P bear me to thofe foft, delightful fcenes, j 

Where fhades far-fpreading boaft immortal grfcni; 

Where paradife unfolds her fragrant flowers, 

Her fweets unfading, and celeftial bowers ; ] 

Where Zephyr breathes. amid the blooming wild, 

Gentle as Nature's infant-beauty fmil'd ; 

Where gaily reigns one ever-laughing fpring ; 

Eden's delights ! which thou alone, coqldft fing. 

Yet not thefe fcenes could bound his daring flight; 

Born to the talk, he rofe a nobler height. 

While o'er the lyre his hallow'd fingers fly, 

Each wonderous touch awakens raptures high. 

Thofe glorious feats he boldly durfl explore, 

Where faith alone, till then, had power to foar. 

Smooth glide thy waves, O Thames, while I rehearfi* 
The name that taught thee firft to flow in verfe *$ 
Let facred filence hufh thy grateful tides, 
The ofier ceafe to tremble on thy fides ; 
Let thy calm waters gently Heal along; 
Denham this homage claims, while he infpirei my fong. 
Far as thy billows roll, difpers'd away 
To diflant climes, the honour'd name convey : 
Not Xanthus can a nobler glory boaft, 
In whofe rich ftream a thoufand floods are lpft. 

The ftrong, the foft, the moving, and tlie. fweet, 
Jn artful Dryden's various numbers meet ; 
Aw'd by his lays, each rival bard retir'd : 
So fades the moon, pale, lifelefs, unadmir'd, 

• Sir John Denhare's Cooper's Hill. 

When 
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$Phen the bright fun burfts glorious on the fight, 
With radiant luftre, and a flood of light. 

The comick mufe, with lively humour gay, 
In Congreye's drains does all her charms difplay. 
She rallies each abfurd impertinence, 
And without labour laughs us into fenfe. 
The follies of mankind lhe fets to view. 
In fcenes Hill pleating, and for ever new. 

Sure Heaven, that deftin'd William to be great. 
The mighty bulwark of the Britiih date, 
The fcourge of tyrants, guardian of the law, ^ 
BeftowM a Garth, defigning a Naflau ! 

Wit, eafe, and life, in Prior blended, flqw, 
Polite as Granville, foft as moving Rowe ; 
pranville, whofe lays unnumber'd charms adorn, 
jSerenCand fprightly as the opening morn: 
Rowe, who the fpring of every paffion knew, 
And from our eyes call'd forth the opening dew ; 
Still (hall his gentle mufe our fouls command, 
And our warxn'd hearts confefs his fkilful hand. 
Be this the lead of his fuperior fame, 
Whofe happy genius caught great Lucan's flame, 
Where noble Pompey dauntleft meets his doom, 
And each free drain breathes Liberty and Rome, 

Q Addifon, lamented, wond'rous bard ! 
The god-like hero's great, his bed reward ; 
Not all the laurels reap'd on Blenheim's plains 
A fame can give like thy immortal drains *. 
While Cato dictates in thy awful lines, 
Caefar himfelf with fecond ludre fhines ; 
As our rais'd fouls the great diftrefs purfue. 
Triumphs and crowns flill leflen in our view ; 
We trace the vi&or with difdainful eyes, 
And all that made a Cato bleed, defpife. 

• The Campaign.^ 
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The bold pindarick, and foft lyrick mufe, 
Breath'd all her energy in tuneful Hughes ! 
Muiick herfelf did on his lines beftow 
The polifti'd Iuftre, and enchanting flow ! 
His fweet cantatas, and melodious long, 
Shall ever warble on the (kilful tongue ! 
When nobler themes a loftier ftrain require, 
His bofom glow'd with more than mortal fire I 
Not Orpheus* felf * could in fublimer lays 
Have fung th' Omnipotent Creator's praife. 
Damafcus' moving fete, difplay'd to view, 
From every eye the ready tribute drew : 
Th' attentive ear the bright Eudocia f charms, 
And with th* generous love of virtue warms ; 
She feems above the ills (he greatly bears, 
While Phocyas' f woes command our guihing tears. 
Abudah f mines a pattern to mankind ! 
Jn him the hero and the man are join'd ! 

High on the radiant lift, fee ! Pope appears, 
With all the fire of youth, and ftrength of years ; 
Where'er fupreme he points the nervous line, 
Nature and art in bright conjunction mine. 
How juft the turns ! how regular the draught ! 
How fmooth the language ! how refin'd the thought I 
Secure beneath the (hade of early bays, 
He dar'd the thunder of great Homer's lays ; 
A facred heat inform'd his heaving bread, 
And Homer in his genius (lands confefs'd : 
To heights fublime he rais'd the pond'rous lyre, 
And our cold ifle grew warm with Grecian fire ! 

Fain would I now th' excelling bard reveal, 
And point the feat where all the mufes dwell 9 . 

* See Mr. Hughes's Ode, entitled, An Ode to the Creator of the World, 
ec cartoned by the Fragments of Orpheus. 

I Characters in his tragedy entitled The Siege of Damafeos. 

Where 
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Where Phoebus has his warmeft fmilds btftow'd, 
And who moft labours with th' infpiririg god i 
But while I ftrive to fix the ray divine, 
And round that head the laurel'd. triumph twine, 
Unnumber'd bards diftra£t my dazzled fight, 
And my firft choice grows faint with rival light* 
So the white road that ftreaks the cloudlefi ikies, 
When filver Cynthia's temperate beams arife, 
Thick fet with ftars, o'er our admiring heads 
One undiilinguiih'd ftreamy twilight fpreads ; 
Pleas'd we behold from heaven's unbounded height, 
A thoufand orbs pour forth promifcuous light : 
While all around the fpangled luftre flows, 4 

In vain we ftrive to mark which brighteft glows ; 
From each the fame enlivening fplendors fly, 
And the diffuuve glory charms the eye. 



AN ELEGY, 

WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD* 
BY MR. GRAY. 

THE curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd wind (lowly o'er the lea, 
The ploughman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darknefi and to me* 

Now fades the glimmering landfcape on the light, 
And all the air a folemn ftilnefs holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 
And drowfy tinkling* lull the diftant folds ; 
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Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tourer, 

The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of fuch, as wand'ring near her feciet bower, 

Moleft her ancient folitary reign. 

Beneath thofe rugged elms, that yew-tree** fhade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering heapj 

Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet fleep. 

The breezy call of incenfe-breathing morn, 

The fwallow twitt'ring from the ftraw-bnilt'lhWt/* '' 

The cock'* flirill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
No more fhall rouze them from their lowly bed. 

For them no more the blazing hearth fhall burn, ' 

Or bufy houfewife ply her evening care; 
No children run to lifp their fire's return, 

Or climb his knees the envy'd kifs to (hare.. 

Oft did the harveft to their fickle yield, 

Their furrow oft the ftubborn glebe has broke; 

How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 

How bow'd the woods beneath their Hurdy ftroko I 

Let not ambition mock their ufeful toil, 

Their homely, joys, and deffiny obfeure ; 
Nor grandeur hear, with a difdainful fmilei 

The fliort and fimple annals of the poor. 

. The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of power, 

And all that beauty, all that wealth e'^r gave> 
Await alike th* inevitaWe hour ; 
The paths of glory katfabut to the grave* 

Hat 
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Nor. you, ye proud, impute to thcfe the fault* 
If Memory o'er their tomb no trophies raife, 

Where thro' the long-drawn ifle and fretted vault 
The pealing anthem fwells the note of praife. 

Can ftoried urn or animated buft 

Back to it's maniion call the fleeting breath ? 
Can honour's voice provoke the filent duft, 

Or flatt'ry foothe the dull cold ear of death ? 

Perhaps in this negfe&ed fpot is laid 

Some heart once pregnant with celefUal fire ; 

Hands, that the rod of empire might have fway'd > 
Or wak'd to extafy the living lyre. 

fcut Knowledge to their eyes her ample page 
Rich with the fpoils of time did ne'er unrol ; 

Chill Penury reprefs'd their noble rage> 
And froze the genial current of the foul* 

Full many a gem of pureftray ferene, 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear : 

Full many a flower is bdrn to blufh unfeen, | 
And wafte it's fweetnefs on the defart air. 

Some village- Hampden, that with cUuntlefs breaft 
The little tyrant of his fields withftood ; 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may reft, 
Some Cromwell guiltlefs of his country's blood* 

Th* applanfe of lift'ning fenates to command,. 

The threats of pain and ruin to defpife* 
To fcatter plenty o'er a fmiling land, 

And read their hift'ry in a nation's eyes* 



t« 
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Their lot f©rbad : nor circumfcrib'd alone 

Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd 5 

Forbad to wade through {laughter to a throne, 
And fliut the gates of mercy on mankind, 

The ftruggling pangs of confeious truth to hide, 
To quench the blufhes of ingenuous ihaine, 

Or heap the fhrine of luxury and pride 
With incenfe kindled at the mule's flame. 

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ftrife, 
Their fober wilhes never learn 'd to ftray ; ■ 

Along the cool, fequefter'd vale of life, 
They kept the noifelefs tenor of their way. 

Yet e'en thefe bones from infult to protect, 

Some frail memorial Hill erected nigh, 
With uncouth rhymes and fhapclcfs Iculpture deck'd. 

Implores the pafling tribute of a figh 

Their name, their years, fpelt by th* unletter'd mu/e> 

The place of fame and elegy fupply : 
And many a holy text around (he ftrews, 

That teach the ruftick moralift to die. 

For who, to dumb forgetfulnefs a prey, 
This plcafing anxious being e'er refign'd ; 

Left the warm precincts of the chearful day, ' 
Nor call one longing, lingering look behind ? 

On fome fond bread the parting foul relies, 
Some pious drops the clofing eye requires; 

E'en from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
E'en in our aihes live their wonted fires. 



For 
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For thee, who mindful of th' unhonour'd dead 

Doft in thefc lines their artlefs tale relate ; 
If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 

Some kindred fpirit mall enquire thy fate, 

Haply fome hoary-headed fwain may fay, 

€ Oft have we feen him, at the peep of dawn, , 

* Brufhing with hafty fteps the dews away, 

' To meet the fun upon the upland lawn. 

* There, at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 

' That wreathes it's old fantaflick roots fo high, , 
' His liftlefs length at noon-tide would he ftretch, 
' And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

* Hard by yon wood, now fmiling as in fcorn, 

* Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove : 

* Now drooping, woeful, wan, like one forlorn, 

' Or craz'd with care, or crofs'd in hopelefs love. 

* One morn I mifs'd him on the cuftom'd hill, 

' Along the heath, and near his fav'rite tree : 

* Another came ; nor yet beiide the rill, 

f Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 

* The next, with dirges due, in fad array, 

* Slow through the church-way path we faw him borne : 
f Approach, and read (for thou can'ft read) the lay, 

* Grav'd on tl^e ftone beneath yon aged thorn.' 

THE EPITAPH.. 

TT ERE refts"his head upon the lap of earth, 
■*"*• A youth to fortune, and to fame unknown ; 
Fair Science frown 'd not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. 

T 3 Urgt 
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Large was his bounty, and his foul fmcere, 
Heav'n did a recompence as largely fend : 

He gave to mis'ry all he had, a tear, 

He gain'd from Heav'n ('twas all he wifh'd) a friend. 

No farther feek his merits to difclofe, 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 

(There they alike in trembling hope repofe) 
The bofoxn of his Father and his God. 



A PASTORAL BALLAD, 

IN FOUR PARTS. 
BY W. SHENSTONE, ES<k 

Arbuftft humilcfquc rayricac. 

I. ABSENCE. 

YE fhepherds fo chearful and gay, 
Whofe flocks never carelefsly roam^ 
Should Cory don's happen to ftray, 

Oh, call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to mufe and to figh, 

Nor talk of the change that ye find $ 
None once was fo watchful as I : 
—I have left my dear Phyllis behind. 

Now I know what it is to have ftrove 
With the torture of doubt and defire ; 

What it is, to admire and to love, 
And to leave her we love and admire. 



Ah, 
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Ai, lead forth my flock in the mom, 

And the damps of each evening repel : 
,Alas ! I am faint and forlorn ; 

—I have bade my dear Phyllis farewel. 

jSince Phyllis vouchfaf 'd me a look, 

I never once dreamM of my vint ; 
Jtfay Ilofe both my pipe and my crook ? 

If I knew pf a kid thatxwas mine! y 
J priz'd every hour that went by, 

Beyond all that had pleas'd me before ; 
Jut now they are pall, and I figh, 

And I grieve that I priz'd them no more, 

put why do I languifh in vain ! 

Why wander thus penfively here? 
JDh ! why did I come from the plain, 

Where I fed on the fmiles of my dear ? 
T'hey tell me, my favourite maid, 

The pride of that valley, is flown ; 
/Mas ! where with her I have ftray'd, 

J could wandejr with pleafure alone. 

When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 

What anguifh I felt at my heart ! 
yet I thought— but it might not be fo— 

'Twas with pain that me faw me depart, 
6he gaz'd, as I flowly withdrew ; 

My path I could hardly difcern ; 
So fweetly (he bade me adieu, 

I thought that (he bade me return, 

rjfhe pilgrim that journies all day 

To vifit fome far diftant (brine f 
If he bear but a relique away, 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 

Thus, 
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Thus, widely remov'd from the fair, 
Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 

Soft hope is the relique I bear, 
And my folace wherever I go. 



II. HOP E. 

Ji/I Y banks they are furniuYd with bee*, 
•*■*-** Whofe murmur invites one to fleep } 
My grottoes are (haded with trees, 

And my hills are white-over with flieep. 
I feldom have met with a lofs, 

Such health do my fountains beflow ; 
My fountains all bordcr'd with mofs, 

Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 

Not a pine in my grove is there feen, 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound: 
Not a beech's more beautiful green, 

But a fweet-briar entwines it around. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 

More charms than my cattle unfold : 
Not a brook that is limped and clear, 

But it glitters with fifhes of gold. 

One would think (he might like to retire 

To the bower I have laboured to rear ; 
Not a lhrub that I heard her admire, 

But I hafted and planted it there. 
Oh, how fudden the jeflamine ftrove 

With the lilac to render it gay ! 
Already it calls for my love, 

To prune the wild branches away. 



From 
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From the plains, from the woodlands and groves, 

What (trains of wild melody flow! 
How the nightingales warble their loves 

From thickets of rofes that blow ! 
And when her bright form (hall appear. 

Each bird (hall harmonioufly join 
In a concert fo foft and fo clear, 

As — (he may not be fond to reiign* 

I have found out a gift for my fair ; 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed: 
But let me that plunder forbear ; 

She will fay, 'twas a* barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, (he averr'd, 

Who could rob a poor bird of it's young : 
And I lov'd her the more, when I heard 

Such tendernefs fall from her tongue. 

I have heard her with fweetncfs unfold, 

How that pity was due to— a dove ; 
That it ever attended the bold ; 

And (he call'd it the fitter of love. 
But her words fuch a pleafure convey, 

So much I her accents adore, 
Let her fpeak, and whatever (he fay, 

Methinks I (hould love her the more. 

Can a bofom fo gentle remain 

Unmov'd, when her Gorydon fighs ! 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 

Thefe plains and this valley defpifet 
Dear regions of (Hence and (hade ! 

Soft fcenes of contentment and eafe ! 
Where I could 'have pleafingly ftray'd. 

If aught in her abfence could pleafe. 



But 
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But where' does my Phyllida ftray ? 

And where are her grots and her bowers f 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay, 

And the ihephefds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the face of the vallies as fine ; 
The fwains may in manners compare. 

But their love is not equal to mine* 



HI. SOLICITUDE* 

^IICTHY will you my paffion reprove? 
Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I fhew you the charms of my love, 

She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien (he enamours the brave 3 

With her wit (lie engages the free ; 
With her modefty pleafes the grave 9 

She is every way pleaiing to me* 

To fee, as my fair-one goes by, 

Some hermit peep out of his cell, 
How he thinks on his youth with a figh ! 

H[ow fondly he wifhes her well I 
On him (he may (mile if me pleafe* 

'Twill warm the cold bofom of age J 
But ceafe, gentle Phyllida, ceafe ! 

Such foftnefs would ruin the fage* 

O you that have been of her train, 

Come and join in my amorous lays ; 
- 1 could lay down my life for the fwain 
That will iing but a forig in her praife. 



Wbea 
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When he tings, may the nymphs of the town 

Come trooping, and Hfteh the ifchile ; - 
Nay, on him let not PhyOida frown ; 

—But I cannot allow her to finite. 



For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favour with Phyllis to find, 
O how, with one trivial glance, 

Might me rain the peace of my mind ! 
In ringlets he drefles his hair, 

And his crook is belfadded around ; 
And his pipe— O may Phyllis beware, 

Of a magick there is in the found ! 

'Tis his with mock paffion to glow ; 
*Tis his in finOOth tales to unfold, 

* How her fate is as bright as the fnow, 

* And her bofora, be fure, is as cold : 
' How the nightingales labour the ftrain, 

( With the notes of his charmer to vie ; 

* How they vary their accents in vain, 

* Repine at her triumphs, and die/ 

To the grove or the garden he Urays, 

And pillages every fweet ; 
Then Anting the wreathe to his lays, 

He throws it at Phyllis's feet, v . -.-• 

* O Phyllis, 9 he whifpers, ' more fair, 

* Moire fWeer than the jeflamine's flower ! 

* What are pinks, in a morn, to compare? 

* What is eglantine after a fhower ? i 

f Then the lily no longer is white; 

* Then the rofe is deprWdr of it's bloom ; 
' Then the violets die with defpite, 

< And the woodbines give up their perfume*' 

U Thus 
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Thus glide the foft numbers along, 
And he fancies no fhepherd his peer ; 

—Yet I never ftiould envy the fong, 
Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear. 

Let his crook be with hyacinths bound^ 

So Phyllis the trophy defpife ; 
Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, 

So they fhine not in Phyllis's eyes,. 
The language that flows from the heart 

Is a ftranger to Paridel's tongue ; 
—Yet may fhe beware of his art, 

Or fure I mull envy the fong. 



IV- DISAPPOINTMENT. 

'KT E ihephefds, give ear to my lay, 

And take no more heed of my fheep : 
They have nothing to do but to ftray ; 

I have nothing to dq, but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove ; 

She was fair— and my paflion begun ; 
She fmil'd— and I could not but love $ 

She is faithlefs— and I am undone. 

Perhaps I was void of all thought ; 

Perhaps it was plain to forefee, 
That a nyqiph fo compleat would be fought 

By a fwain more engaging than me. 
Ah ! love every hope can infpire $ 

It baniflies wifdom the while ; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire. 

Seems for ever adorned with a fmile. 



Ste 
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She is faithleft, and I am undone ! 

Ye that wit&efi the woes I endure, 
Let reafim inftruft you, to ihun 

What it cannot inftru& you to cure. 
Beware how ye loiter in vain, 

Amid nymphs of an higher degreet: 
It b not for me to explain, 

How Fair and how fickle they be. > 

Alas ! from the day that we met* 

What hope of an end to my woe^ ; 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repofe t : 

Yet time may diminiih the pain: 

The flower, and the flurub, and the tree. 
Which I rear'd for her pleafure in vain. 

In time may have comfort for me. 

The fweets of a dew-fprinkled rofe, 

The (bund of a murmuring ftream, 
The peace which from folitude flows, 

Henceforth (hall be Corydon's theme. 
High tranfports are fhewn to the fight, 

But we are not to find them our own ; 
Fate never beftow'd fuch delight, 
* As I with my Phyllis had known ! 

ye woods, fpread your branches apace ; 
To your deepeft recedes I fly ; 

1 would hide with the beads of the chace ; 

I would vanifh fronrevery eye. 
Yet my reed (hall refound thro* the grove 

With the fame fad complaint it begun ; 
How ihe fail'd, and I could not but love; 

Was faithkft, and I am undone I 

U* THE 
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THE PARTRIDGES. 

AN I LEG Y. 
WRITTEN ON THE LAST OP AUGUST. 
BY THE REV. MR. PRATT, 

HA R D by yon copfe that flrirts the flow'ry rzlt, 
As late I walk'd to tafte the ev'ning breeze* 
A plaintive murmur mingled in the gale, 
And notes of farrow echo'd thro 9 the trees. 

Touch'd by the penfive found, I nearer drew ; 

But my rude ftep increat'd the caufe of pain ! 
Soon o'er my head the whirring partridge flew, 

Alarm M ; and with her flew an infant train. 

But fhort th' excuriion ; for, unus'd to play, 

Feebly the unfiedg'd wings th' eflay could make : 

The parent, fhelter'd by the clofing day, 
Lodg'd her lov'd covey in a neighboring brake. 

Her cradling pinions there Jhe amply fpread, 
And hufh'd th' affrighted family to reft ; 

But ilill the late alarm fuggefted dread, 

And clofer to their feath'ry friend they prefs'd. 

She, wretched parent ! doom'd to various woe, 
Felt all a mother's hope, a mother's care ; 

With grief fore few the dawn's impending blow, 
And; to avert it, thus preferr'd ho- pray'r. 

' O Thou ! who e'en the fparrow dofl befriend ; 

' Whofe providence proteds the harmlefs wren ; 
' Thou, God of birds ! . thefe innocents defend, 

* From the vile fport of unrelenting men. 



'For 
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* For foon as dawn (ball dapple yonder flues, 

* The flaoght'ring gunner, with the tube of fate, - 

* While the dire dog the faithlefs ftubblc tries, 

* Shall perfecute our tribe with annual hate. 

* O may the fan, unfknn'd by cooling gale, 

' Parch with unufuai heat th' undewy ground; 

* So (hall the pointer's wonted cunning fail, 

' So (hall the fpprtfinan leave my babes unfouncU 

* Then (hall I fearlefs guide them to the mead ; 

' Then fhall I fee with jojrtfceir plumage grow ; 
c Then fhall I fee (fond thought !) their future breed, 
' And every tranfj^rt of a parent know! 

' But if fomeviftimmuft endure the dart, 
' And fate marks out that vi&im from my race, 

« -Strike, ftrike the leaden vengeance thro' this heart, 
9 Spare, fpare my babes $ and I the death embrace ! - 



THE SQUIRE AND THE PARSON. 

AN ECLOGUE. 
BY SOAME JENYNS, ESQ^ 

BV his hall chim/iey, where' in rufty grate 
Green faggots wept their own untimely fate, 
In elbow-chair the penfive fquire reclined, 
Revolving debts and taxes in his mind: 
A pipe juA fill'd, upon a table near 
Lay by the London Evening ftain'd with beer, 
With half a bible, on wh'ofe remnants torn 
Each parifh round was annually ibrfworn. 
The gate now claps, as evening juft grew dark,. 
Tray ftarts, and witfi a growl prepares to bark ; 

But 
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But foondifcerning, with fagarious nofe, * 

The well-known favour of the parfon's toes, C 

Lays down his head* and finks in foft repofe. ' " J 

The do&or entering, to the tankard ran* 
Takes a good hearty pull, and thus began i 
Far so ir. 
Why fit'ft thou, thas forlorn and dull, my friend* 
Kow war's rapacious reign is at an end ? 
Hark, how the diftant bells infpire delight ! . 
Sec, bonfires fpangle o'er the veil of night 1 

SQjMR*. 

What's peace, alas ! in foreign patf ts, id ihe t 
At home, nor peace nor plenty can I fee ; 
Joylefs, I hear drums, bells, and fiddles found, 
*Ti& all the fame— four (hillings in the pound. 
My wheels, tho' old, are clogg'd with a new tax ; 
My oaks, tho' young, muft groan beneath the axe : 
My barns are half unthatchM, untiled my houfe, 
Loft by this fatal fickneis all my cows : 
See, there's the bill my late damn'd law-fuit coft ! 
Long as the land contended for — and loft : 
E'en Ormond's Head I can frequent no more, 
So fhort my pocket is, fo long the fcore ; 
At (hops all round I owe for fifty things— 
This comes of fetching Hanoverian kings. 

PARSON*. 

I mull confefs the times are bad, indeed ! 
No wonder— when we fcarce believe our creed ; 
When purblind Reafon's deem'd the fureft guide, 
And heaven-born Faith at her tribunal try'd: 
When all church-power is thought to make men flavet. 
Saints, martyrs, fathers, all call'd fools and knaves. 
s <^u IRE. 

Come, preach no more, but drink and hold your tongue. 
I'm for the church : but think the parfons wrong. 

PA*- 
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PARSON. 

See there ! Free-thinking now Jo rank is grown, . 
It fpreads infe£rion thro* each country town ; • 
DeifHck feoffs fly round at rural boards, 
Squires, and their tenants too, prophane as lords, 
Vent impious jokes on every {acred thing— 

aqjrfiM- 
Come, drink !-* 

pAfcSON, 

Ifere's to you, then ; to church and king. 

Here's church and ]tfng ; I hate the glafs mould Hand ; 
Tho' one takes tithes, and t'other taxes land. 

PARSON. 

Heaven witb new plagues will fcourge this fitful nation* 
Unlefs we foon repeal the toleration, 
And to the church xeftore the convocation* 
sqjuiRi. 

Plagues we fhould feel fufficient, on my word, 
Starv'd by two houfes, prieft-rid by a third. 
For better days we lately had a chance, 
Had not the honeft Plaids been tricl^d by Fjanq?. 

?ARSO*. 

Is nqt moft graqous George our faith's defender? 
You love ti^e chufch f yet wifh for the Pretender ! 
s&vias. 

Preferment, I fuppofit, is what you mean; 
Turn Whig, and you, perhaps, may be a dean ; 
But you mnft firft learn how to treat your betters. 
What's here ? fure fome (Irange news; a boy with letter* J 
P ho ! here's one, I fee, from parfon Sly : 

* My reverend neighbour Squab being like to die, 

* I hope, if Heaven fyoxild pl?afe to take him hence, 
f To aft the living would be no offence,' 

FAISOK. 

|Iave yon not fooct, that I fhould Squab fucceed ? 
rpiii^ hoqr fig this I tang ht your fims JO read; 
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How oft difcovcr'd pufs on new-plough'd land ; 

How oft Supported 70a with friendly hand, 

When I could fcarcely go, nor could your worfhip ftand. 

3QJ7IRE. 

'Twas yours, had you been hbneff, wife, or civil ; 
Now e'en go court the bifhops— or the devil. 

'PARSON". 

If I meant any thing, now let me die ; " , 
I'm blunt, and cannot fawn and cant, not I, 
Like that old prefbyterian rafcal Sly. ' 
I am, you know, a right true-hearted Tory, 
Love a good glafs, a merry fong, or ftory. 

SQUIRE. 

Thou art an honeft dog, that's truth, indeed ; 
Talk- no more nonfenfe, then, about the creed. 
I can't, I think, deny thy firft requeft : 
*Tis thine ; but firft, a bumper to the beft. 

PARSON. 

Moft noble fquire, more generous than your wine, 
How pleafing's the condition you affign ! 
Give me the fparkling glafs, and here, d'ye fee, 
With joy I drink it on my bended knee. 
Great Queen f ! who governed this earthly ball, 
And mak'ft both kings; and kingdoms, rife and fall; 
Whofe wonderous power in fecret all things rules, 
Makes fools of mighty peers, and peers of fools ; 
Difpenfes mitres, coronets, and ftars ; 
Involves far diftant realms in bloody wars, 
Then bids the fnaky trefles ceafe to hifs, 
And gives them peace again-— nay, giv*ft us this ; 
Whofe health does health to all mankind impart :— 
Here's to thy much-lov'd health ! 

■" sqjriRE, rubbing bis bands. 

——With all my heart; 

f Madam de Pompadour* 

THE 
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THE POOR MAN'S PRAYER. 

W1ITTIK IM MDCCLXVI. 
ADDRfiSSfeD tO tHfi KARL OF dHAfHAM. 

BY DR. ROBERTS. 

AMIDST the more important toils ot ftate, 
The counfels labouring in thy patriot foul, 
Tho' Europe from thy voice expe& her fate, 
And thy keen glance extend from pole to pole : 

Chatham ! nurs'd in ancient Virtue's lore, 
To thefe fad drains incline a favouring ear ; 

Think on the God, whom thou and I adore, 
Nor turn unpitying from the poor man's prayer ! 

Ah, me ! how blefs'd was once a peafant's life ! - 

No lawlefs paffion iwell'd my even breaft : 
Far from the ftormy waves of civil ftrife, 

Sound were my (lumbers, and my heart at reft. 

1 ne'er for guilty, painful pleafure* rov'd, 

But taught by Nature, and by choice> to wed, 
From all the hamlet cull'd whom beft I lov'd, 
With her I ftaid my heart* with her my bed. 

To gild her worth, I afk'd no wealthy power, 

My toil could feed her, and my arm defend ; 
In youth, or age, in pain, or pleafure's hour* 

The fast fond hufband, father, brother, friend. 

X And 
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And (he, the faithful partner of my care, 
When ruddy evening ftreak'd the weftern flcy, 

Look'd tow'rds the uplands, if her mate wai there, 
Or thro' the beech- wood <aft an anxious eye : 

Then, careful matron, heap'd the maple board 
With favoury herbs, and pick'd the nicer part 

From fuch plain food as Nature could afford, 
Ere fimple Nature was debauch'd by Art; 

While I, contented with my homely chear. 

Saw round my knees my prattling children play } 

And oft, with pleas'd attention, fat to hear 
The little hiftory of their idle day. 

9 

But ah ! how chang'd the fcene ! On the cold ftones 
Where wont at night to blaze the chearful fire* 

Pale Famine fits, and counts her naked bones, 
Still fighs for food, (till pines with Tarn defire* 

My faithful wife, with ever-ftreaming eyes* 
Hangs on my bofom her dejefted head ; 

My helplefs infants raife their feeble cries, 
And from their father claim their daily bread* . 

Dear tender pledges of my honeft love, 
On that bare bed behold your brother lie : 

Three tedious days with pinching want he ftrove. 
The fourth, I few the helplefs cherub die. 

Nor long (hall ye remain. With vifkge four ■ -, 
Our tyrant lord commands us from our home 5 , 

And arm'd with cruel Law's coercive power, • 
Bids me and mine o'er barren mountains rojua* 



Y«. 
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Yet never, Chatham, have t I psAMr&y 

In riot's orgies, or in idle eafe ; 
Ne'er have I facrifc'd.to fport and play, 

Or wifh'd a pampex'd appetite to pleafe. 

Hard was my fate, and combat was *iy toil* 

Still wjtbilfce mining's ,fit#*t t Ught I rofe, 
Fell'd the ftojit feak, or rais'd 3*e lofty pile, 

ParcVd U} the fan, in dadt December froze. 

Is it that Nature with a fliggard hand 

Witholds Jier gifts foam tjpfe once-&vottr'd^a|ns>? 

{las God, in vengeance $q a-gpHty land, : J 

Sent dearth and fanpqe to her labouring fwaw? . 

Ah, no! yon hill, where daily fvf eats jny brow/ ... 

A thoufand flocks, a thou&nd he sd* adorn ; 
Yon field, where late I drove .the paiqfql plough* 

Feels all her acres crown'd with wavy com. 

But what avails that o'er the gurow'd foil - 

In autumn's heat the yellow harveib rife, 
Jf artificial want elude my toil, . . , 

Untafied plenty, .wound my craving eycs.1 

What profits, ^at at diftajuce I behold 
My wealthy /ne^hfrp^ur's ft'agprant finoke .a^ce^d, 

If ftill the griping cormora^js withold 
The fruits, which rain and genial feafojis fex^d ? 

If thofe fell vipers of the publick weal 
Yet unrelenting on pur bowels prey ; 
If ftill the curfe of penury we feel, 
,^nd pt.t&e midft of plenty pine away ? 

X 2 I*i 
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In every port the vcflel rides fecure, 

That wafts our harveft to a foreign fhore : 

While we the pangs of prefling want endure* 
The fons of Grangers riot on our ftore. 

O generous Chatham ! flop thofe fatal fails, 
Once more with out-ftretch'-d arm thy Britons fiwe | 

Th' unheeding crew but wait for favouring gales, 
O ftop them, • ere they ftem Italia* t wave I 

From thee alone I hope for inftant aid, 
'Tis thou alone canft fave my children's breath $ 

O deeni not little of our cruel meed ! 
O hafte to help us ! for delay is death* 

So may nor ipleen nor envy blaft thy name, 
Nor voice prophane thy patriot a£b deride ; 

Still may'ft thou (land the firft in honeft fame, 
Unftung by folly, vanity, or pride ! 

So may thy languid limbs with ftrength be bracM, 1 
And glowing health fupport thy a&ive foul ; 

With fair renown thy publick virtue grac'd, 
Far as thou bad'ft Britannia's thunder roll. 

Then € Joy to thee, and to thy children peace,* 
The grateful hind mail drink from Plenty's horn : 

And while they fhare the cultur'd land's increafe, 
The poor (hall blefs the day when Pitt was born ! 
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fcORD WILLIAM RUSSEL, TO LORD WILLIAM CAVENDISH *. 



BY GEORGE CANNING, ESQ^ 

LO S T • to the worid, to-morrow doom'd to die, 
Still formy country's weal my heart beats high* 
Tho* rattling chains ring peals of horror round, 
While night's black (hades augment the favage found, 
'Midft bolts and bars the aclive foul is free, 
And flies, unfetterM, Cavendilh, to thee ! 
Thou dear companion of my better days, 
When hand in hand we trod the paths of praife ; 
When, leaguM with patriots, we maintain'd the caufe 
Of true religion, liberty, and laws ; 
Difdaining down the golden ftream to glide, 
But bravely ftemm'd Corruption's rapid tide 5 
Think not I come to bid thy tears to flow, 
Or melt thy generous foul with tales of ,woe ! 
No ! view me firm, unfhaken, undifmay'd, 
As when the welcome mandate I ebey'd. 
Heavens ! with what pride that moment I recal ! 
Who would not wi(h, fo honoured, thus to fell ! 
When England's Genius, hovering o'er, infpir'4 
Her chofen fons, with love of Freedom fir'd, 
Spite of an abject, fervile, penfion'd train, 
Minions of power, and worfhippers of gain, 

• This Epiftle is fuppofcd to have been written by Lord Ruffe], on Friday 
jiight, July 20, 1683, in Newgate J that prifon having been the place of his 
confinement for (bme days immediately preceding his execution. 

To 
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To fave from bigotry it's deftin'd prey, 
And fhield three nations from tyrannick fway. 

9 Twas then my Cavendifti caught the glpriou} fiajaey* 
The happy omen of his future fame ; 
Adorn'd by Nature, perfected by Art, 
The cleared: head, and warmeft, nobleft heart, 
His words, deep imtring in eaelvcaptiv'd ear, 
Had power to make e'en Liberty more dear* 

While I, unflrill'd in oratory's lore, .^ 

Whofe tongue ne'er fpeaks but when the heart runs o*cr t 
In plain blunt phrafe my honeft Jthonghta expre6'd* . 
Warm from the heart, and to <he heart addreft'^ 

Juftice prevail'd ; yes, Juftice, let. me fay, 
Well pois'd her fcales on that anfpicioos day. 
The watchful fhephcrd {pies the wolf. afar. 
Nor trufts his flock to try th' unequal war*: -> 
What tho' the favage crouch in humble guife, . 
And check the iire that flames from his eyes, 
Should once his barharous fangs the fold invade, 
Vain were their cries, too late the lhepherd's aids 
Thirfting for blood, he knows not.how ft> fpare. 
His jaws diftend, his fiery eye-halls glare, 
While ghaflly Defolation, ftalking round, 
With mangled limbs beftrews the purple ground. 

Now, memory, fail ! nor let my mind revolve^. . 
How England's peers annull'd the juft refplve, 
-A gain ft her bofom aim'd a deadly blow, 
And laid at onoe her great Palladium low I 

Degeneratejiqbies ! Yes ; by Heaven I {wear, 
Had Bedford's fejf appear'd delinquent there, 
And join'd, forgetful of his country's claims, 
To thwart th' excluiton of apoifcue James, ■ 

All filial ties had then been left at large, 
And I myfeif the mrft to urge the charge! 

Such the tix'd (entlments that rule my (bul, 
Time cannot change, nor tyranny controui ; 

While 
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While free, they hnng upon my penfive brow, 
Then my chief eare, my pride and glory now ; 
Foii'd, I fubmit, nor think the meafure hard, 
For confcious virtue is it's jfrwn reward. 

Vain then is force, and vain each fubtle art, 
To wring retraction from my tortur'd heart ; 
There lie, in marks indelible engraved, 
The means whereby my country mad be far'd : . 
Are to thine eyes thofe characters unknown ? 
To read my imnoft heart, confnlt thine own ; 
There wilt thou find this facmi truth reveaTd, 
Which ihall to-morrow with my blood be ieal'd* 
c Seek not infirm expedients to explore, 
' But baifim Jam«i or England is no more.* 

Friendship her tender ojfces may fpare, 
Nor ftrive to Jaove the unforgiving pair, 
Hopelefs the tyrant's mercy-feat to climb- 
Zeal for my country's freedom, is my crime 1 
Ere that meets pardon, lamb* with wolves Ihall range* 
Charles be a faint, and Jane's his nature change. 

Prefs'd by my friends, and Rackael's fond defires *, 
(Who can deny what weeping love requires !) 
Frailty prevaiM, sad for a moment quell'd 
Th' indigftittfride dint in my bofetn fwellM 9 
I fu'd— the weak attempt I bWh to own— 
I fu'd for mercy/ proftrate at the throne* 
1 blot the foible out, my noble friend ! 
With hutta* ftmnefi, human feelings blend ! 
When love's e*kfoarm*nts iofieU moments ftfce* 
And love's dear pledges hang ttpon the knees, 
When Nature** jftronge* ties the foul entral, 
(Thou canft conceive, ft* tkoa baft felt them all 1} 
Let him refift their prevalence who can % 
He muft, indeed, be mere er Ids than man ! 



• Lady Rachiit Ridel, his Wife- Seesj^r Lctten. 



Yet 
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Yet let me yield my Rachael honour doe, 
The tendered wife, the nobleft heroine too I 
Anxious to fave her hufband's honeft name, 
Dear was his life, but dearer flill his fame ! 
When fuppliant prayers no pardon could obtain, 
And, wond'rous ftrange ! e'en Bedford's gold prov'd Yam* 
The informer's part her generous foul abhorrM, 
Tho' life prefeiVd had been the Aire reward ; 
Let impious Efcrick aft fuch treacherous fcenes, 
And fhrink from death by fuch opprobrious mean*. 

O my lov'd Rachael ! all-accomplifhM fair I 
Source of my joy, and (bother of my care ! 
Whofe heavenly virtues, and unfading charms, 
Have blefs'd thro' happy years my peaceful arms J 
Parting with thee into my cup was thrown ; 
It's harfheft dregs elfe had not fore'd a groan f 
But all is o'er— thefe eyes have gaz'd their laft— * 
And now the bitternefs of death is pad. 

Burnet and Tillotfbn, with pious care, 
My fleeting foul for heavenly blifs prepare ; > 

Wide to my view the glorious realms difplay, 
Pregnant with joy, and bright with endlefs day* •• ; , * 

Charm'd, as of old when Ifrael's prophet frog,. . .. ■ im 
Whofe words diftill'd like manna from his tongue* ".", 
While the great bard fublimeft truths explor'd, • 
Each ravilh'd hearer wonder'd and ador'd ; "7 

So rapt, fo charm'd, my foul begins to rife, > ' 

Spurns the bafe earth, and feems to reach the flues I ' : 

But when, defcending from the facred theme, 
Of boundlefs power, and excellence fupreme, .' . . . 

They would, for man, and his precarious throne, 1 
Exa£t obedience, due to Heaven alone, i 

Forbid refiftance to his worft commands, 
And place God's thunderbolts in mortal. hands ; 
The vifion finks to life's contracted fpan, 
And riling pafliota fpeaks me ftill a man* 

What! 
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What ! (hall a tyrant tr«mple-6*thf law** •; •-..)• - 
And flop the fource whence nil Ms power hi tfcaws! '■►:.•'■ 
His country's rights to foreign foes betrayjr +t i>>- l i ■ 
Lavifh her wealth, yet ftipttlat* for payM . - :l : * 
To fhameful fidfhoods venal flsivea fuborrt, . s ' < 

And dare to laugh -the virtuous man to fcorn 5 v * 

Deride religion, juftice, honour, fame, 
And hardly know 6f honefty die name ! 
In luxury's lap lie fcreen'dfrbm tares and pains, 
And only toil to forge his Jubjeto chains ! 
And (hall he hope the publick voice to drown, 
The voice which gave, and Can refume his crown ! 

When Confcience bares her horrors, and the dread 
Of fuddeh vengeance, biirftingVer his head, 
Wrings his black fool ; when- injur'd nations groan, 
And cries of millions (hake his tottering throne 1 
Shall flattering churchmen foodie" his gnilty ears, ' 

With tortur'd texts, to cahtt hir growing fears ? 
Exalt his power above th' ethnriai climes, ' 

And call down Heaven tolfiasfiify* his crimes! 

O impious do&rine l~*4erv>ie priftfb away I 
Your princafou poifen, and ywtr God betray. 

Haplef^ the mottareh) whb> m evil hour, 
Drinks from y oar cop the draught of lawleft power ! • 
The magick potion boils within- his Vein*/ • . - • ' ■- 

And locks each fenfe-in axlaa«mtme f chaiiii ^ 
Reafon revolts, infatiate thidb eftfties, 
The wild delirium each freDnlrangtit reiiews ; 
In vain his people urge him to refraMi, 
His faithful femnts fnppltacm in vain ; ■ ' 

He quaffs at length, impatient of taitroul, - 
The bitter dreg* thsft lurk Urchin the bowl. 

Zeal your pretence, but wealth and power your atnVsy 
You e'en could make a Sotcfauon of James. - 
Behold the pedant, tiirori'd in ankward ftate, - 

Abforb'd in pride, ridkukufyigreit ; 

. I " • Y His 
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Hk courtiers feem to tremble at his nod, 
His prelates call his voice, the voice of God ; 
Weakneft and vanity with them combine, 
And James believes his majefty divine. 
Prefnmptuous wretch ! Almighty Power to (can* 
While every action proves him lefs than man I 

By your delations to the fcafibld led, 
Martyr'd by you, a royal Charles has bled. . 
Teach, then, ye fycophants ! O teach his ion. 
The gloomy paths of tyranny to faun ! 
Teach him to prize religion's facred claim, 
Teach him how virtue leads to honed fame; 
How freedom's wreathe a monarch's brows adorns. 
Nor, bafely fawning, plant his conch with thorns. 
Point to his view his people's love alone, 
The Solid bafls of his ftedfaft throne ; 
Chofen by them their deareft rights to guard, 
The bad to punifh, and the good reward, 
Clement and jail let him the fceptre (way, 
And willing fubje&s (hall with pride obey, 
Shall vie to execute his high commands, 
His throne their hearts, his fword and ihield their hands, 

Happy the prince ! thrice jirxnly fix'd his crown ! 
Who builds on pablick good his chafte renown j . 
Studious to blefs, who knows no fecond aim, 
His people's intencn* ***d his own, the fame ; 
The cafe of millions refts upon his cares. 
And thus HeavVs high prerogative he ihares. 
Wide from the throne the blefs'd contagion fpreads, 
O'er all the land it's gladdening influence (beds ; 
Faction's difcordant founds are heard no more, 
And foul Corruption flies th' indignant Jhore. 

His minifters with joy their courfes run, 
And borrow infire from die royal fun. 

But.fhonld iome upibrt, train'd hi Slavery's fckool; 
Leara/d in the maxims of defpotick rule, 

Fnfl 
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Full fraught with forms, and grave pedantick pride, 
(Myfterious cloak, the minds dele&s to hide !) 
Sordid in fmall things, prodigal in great,' 
Saving for minions, fquandering for the ftate-^ 
Should fuch a mifcrcant, born for England's bane,. . 
Obfcure the glories of a profperous reign ; 
Gain, by the femblance of each pndfefol art, 
A pious prince's unfufpe&ing heart ; 
Envious of worth, and talents not his own, 
Chafe all experienc'd merit from the throne ; 
To guide the helm a motley crew compote, 
' Servile to him, the king's and country's foes ; 
Meanly defcend each paultry place to till, 
With tools of power, and panders to his will ; 
Brandifliing high the fcorpion fcourge o'er all, 
Except fuch flaves as bow the knee to Baal- 
Should Albion's fate decree the baneful hour. 
Short be the date of his detefted power ! 
Soon may his fovereign break his iron rods, 
And hear his people— -for their voice is God's 1 

Ceafe then your wiles, ye fawning courtiers, ceafe ( 
Suffer your rulers to repofe in peace : 
By reafon led, givfc proper names to things, 
God made them men, the people made them kings ; 
To all their ads bat legal powers belong, 
Thus England's monarch ne¥er can do wrong; 
Of right divine let foolifh Filmer dream, 
The publick welfare is the law fupreme. 

Lives there a wretch, whofe fcsie degen'rate foul 
Can crouch beneath a tyrant's ftern controul ? 
Cringe to his nod, ignobly kifs the hand 
In galling chains that binds his native land ? 
Purchas'd by gold, or aw'd by flavifh fear* 
Abandon all his anceftbrs held dear? 
Tamely behold that fruit of glorious toil, 
England's Great Charter, made a ruffian's fpoil ; 

Y z Hear, 
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Hear, unconcern'dj; Ms injnr'd conn try groan,. 
Nor ftretch an aim to hurl hk&from the. throne I 
Let fuch to Freedom, forfeit all -their clajuns, • * 

And Charles's -millions be the flaves of James 1.. 

Bnt foft awhile-^Now, Cavendifli, attend 
The warm effufions of thy dying friend ; 
Fearlefs who daces his inmoft thoughts reveal* 
When thus to Heaven he makes his laft appeal. 

' All-gracious God, whole goodnefs knows no/DMnds I 
4 Whofe power the ample univejrfe furrounds I ■ • **> 

4 In whofe great balance, infinitely juft, . . s ;' 

' Kings are but .men, and men are only duft i .* .: 

* At thy tribunal, low thy fuppliaat rails, .-•,.' 

* And here conelemn'd/on thee for mercy calls I ^{V' 
' Thou hear'fi not, Lord, an hypocrite complain !-■ i-.ui* 

4 And fure with-ttee hypocrify were vain ; . . . I 

4 To thy all-piercing eye the heart lies bare. . . ; 

' Thou know'ft my fins, and, knowing, ftUcajL&Jpsjiiei : : 
' Though partial power if s minifters may awe, 

* And murder here by fpedons forms of law ; ;." I. - '. 
4 The axe, which executes the haWh. decree, ■ .<) • . ■ -• 

' But wounds the flefh, to forthe fpirit free ! :♦■■.■•».;•• m :-x \ 
4 Well may the man a tyrant's frown defpifii,- . *! ■ ■ i. . . ,! 
' Who, fpnming earth, to heaven for refuge 4i*i;- '■ 
4 And on thy mercy** when his foes prevail^ ■■■■".'. 
' Builds his firm trufc—that rock can never fail I 

4 Hear then, Jehovah 1 ! hear thy servant's prayer V { -^ 
' Be England's welfare thy peculiar 4are I ■■■'" ■ ''• 
c Defend her laws, tier worflrip, cfcafte andpouo, .- 

* And guard her rights while heaven .and earth tndiire^ 
' O let not ever fell tyrannick fway 

' His blood-ftain'd ftandard on her- mores difpiay 1 

' Nor fiery zeal ufurp thy holy name*. • - . - 

4 Blinded with blood, and wrapt ill rolls of -flame 1 • • • 

' In vain let Slavery (hake her threatening chain> 

' And Perfccation wave her torch iu vain I .. ■> . " 

' Arife, 
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c Arife, O Lord ! and bear thy people's call! 
' Nor forgone man let three great kingdoms fall ! 

* O that my blood may glut the barbarous rage 

« Of Freedom's foes, and England's ills affnagel 

* Grant bat that prayer, J *& for no repeal, 
c A willing vi&im for my country's weal ! 

* With rapturous joy the crimfim fbream ihall flow, 
' And my heart leap to meet the friendly blow ! 

* But fltould the fiend, tho' drench'd with human gore, 
« Dire Bigotry, Ufetiate, thtrft for more ; 

* And, arm'd from Rome, feek this devoted land s 
4 Death in her eye, and bondage in her hand : 

« Blaft her fell purpofe 1 falaft her fool defires ! 

4 Break fliort her fwori, and quench her horrid fires! 

* Raife up fame champion, zealous to maintain 

* The facred compaft by which monarchs reign i 

* Wife to forefee all danger from afar, 

* And brave to meet the thnnders of the war 1 
« Let pore religion, not to forms confin'd, 

* And love of freedom, fill his generous mind ! 
' Warm let his breaft with fparks celeftial glow, 

* Benign to man, the tyrant's deadly foe ! 

* While finking nations reft npon his arm, 

* Do thou the great Deliverer (hfcld from harm 1 
' Infpire his councils ! aid his righteous (word 1 

' Till Albion rings with Liberty rtftorM ! 

4 Thence let her years in bright fucceffion ruji ! 

4 And Freedom reign coeval with the fun V 

'Tis done, my Cavcmdifh ; HeaVn has heard my pray V; 
So fpeaks my heart, for aU-w rapture there. 

To Belgians coaft advert thy ravifiVd eyes, 
That happy coaft whence all our hope* JP^* ' 
Behold the Prince, perhaps 4iy JbtmH 
From whofe green years matwvftU 
Whofe youthful arm, when efU 
Ruthlefs maxch'd i 
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With firm-brac'd nerve repell'd the brutal force, ' 

And ftopp'd th'anweildy giant in bis courfe. 

Great William, Kail I who fceptres could defpiie, 

And fpurn a crown with unretorted eyes 1 

O when will princes learn to copy thee, 

And leave mankind, as Heaven ordain'd them, fine* t 

Hafte, nighty chief! our injurM rights reftore ! 
Quick fpread thy (ails for Albion's longing Ihcfe I 
Hafte, mighty chief I ere millions groan enflav'd ; 
And add three realms to one already sav'd ! 
While Freedom lives, thy memory ihall be dear, 
And reap frefh honours each returning year ; 
Nations preferv'd Aiall yield immortal fame. 
And endlefe ages hlefs thy glorious name ! 

Then ihall my Cavendifti, forcmort in the field, 
By jnfttce arm'd, his fword confpicuous wield ; 
While willing legions croud around his car. 
And rufli impetuoss to the righteous* war* 
On that great day be every chance defy'd, 
And think thy RmTel combats by thy fide ; 
Nor, crown'd with viftory, ccafe thy generous tost, 
Till firmed peace fecore this happy ifle. 

Ne'er let thine honeft, open heart, believe 
Profewons fperious, fbrg'd but to deceive ; 
Fear may extort them, when resources fail. 
But O 1 rejeft the bafelefs, flattering tale. 
Think not that promifes or oaths can bind. 
With folemn ties, a Rome-devoted mind ; 
Which yields to all the holy juggler faith, 
And deep imbibes the bloody, damning faith. 
What tho' the bigot raife to heaven his eyes, 
And call th' Almighty witnefs from the ikies ! 
Soon as the wilh'd occa&on he explores, 
To plant the Roman crofs on England's Axores, 
All, all will vanifh, while his priefts applaud-, 
And faint the perjurer for the pious fraud I 



r« 
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Far let him fly tbefe freedom-Breathing climes, 
And feek proud Rome, the fofterer of his crimes ; 
There let him Jtrive to mount the Papal chair, 
And fcaiter empty, thunders in the air. 
Grimly prefide in fiiperftition's fchool, 
And corfe thofe kingdoms he could never rule* 

Here let me paaie, and bid the world adieu, 
While heaven.'* bright snanikms open fio my view ! 

Yet ftili one care, doe tender care remains ; 
My bounteous friend, relieve a father's paint ! 
Watch o'er my (on, inform his waxen f oath, 
And mould his mind to virtue and to truth ; 
Soon let him learn fair liberty to prize. 
And envy him who for his country dies ; 
In one fhort fentenee to comprise the whole, 
Transfufe to his the; virtues of thy fouL 

Preferve thy life, my too, too generous friend, 
Nor feek with mine thy happier fate to blend ! 
Live for shy country, live to guard her laws ; 
Proceed, and profper, in the glorious caufe % 
While I, tho' vanquiih'd, fcorn the field to fly. 
But boldly face my foes, and bravely die ! 

Let princely Monmouth courtly wiles beware, 
Nor trull too far to fond paternal care ; 
Too oft dark deeds deform the midnight cell. 
Heaven only knows how noble Effex fell ! 
Sidney yet lives, whofe comprehenfire mind 
Ranges at large thro* fyftems unconfin'd ; 
Wrapt in himielf, he fcorns the tyrant's power, 
And hurls defiance even from the Tower ; 
With tranquil brow awaits th' unjuit decree, 
And, arm'd with virtue, looks to follow me. 

Cavendiih, farewei ! May Fame our names entwine ! 
Thro' life I lov'd thee— dying, I am thine ; 
With pious rites let dull to duft be thrown. 
And thus iafcribe my monumental Hone : 

« Here 
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' HereRoisBL lies, enfranchis'd by the grave ! 

• He priz'd hit birthright, nor would lire a Have* 
4 Few were his words, but honed and sincere, 

4 Dear were his friends, his country ftill more dear* 
4 In parents, children, wife, fuprtmely blefs'd, 

* But that one paflion fwallowM all the reft; 
4 To guard her freedom was his only pride $ 

• Such was his love, and for that love he &?&* . 
' Yet fear not thou, when Liberty difplayi 

• Her glorious flag, to fteer his cOurft to pralft t 

4 For know, (whoe'er thou art that read'ft his fa«, 
' And think'ft, perhaps, his fufferings were to6 great t) 
' Blefs'd as he was, at her imperial call, 
4 Wife, children, parents, he reftgn'd them all ; 

* Each fond affection then fbribok his foul, 

* And Amor Patriae occupied the whole ; 

4 In that great caufe he joy'd to taeet his dooffl, 

4 Blefs'd the keen axe, and triumph'd o'er the tomb !* 

The hour draws near — But what are hours to me? 
Hours, days, and years hence* undiftingaifli'd flee ! 
Time, and his glafs, unheeded pafs away, 
Abforb'd and loft in one vaft flood of day ! 
On Freedom's wings my foul il' borne oh high, 
And foars exulting to it's native iky I 



THE WINTER'S WALK*.. 

BY DR. :JOHNSON. 

BEHOLD, my fair, where'er we.rove, 
What dreary profpe&s rtmnd us rife; • 
The naked hill, the kaflefs grove, -- 
The hoary ground* the frowning ikies ! 

- Nor 
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Nor only through the wafted plain, 

Stern winter, is thy force confefs'd; 
Still wider fpreads thy horrid reign, 

I feel thy power ufurp my breaft. 

Enlivening hope, and fond defire* 

Rengn the heart to fpleen and care; 
Scarce frighted love maintains her fire, 

And rapt ore Guldens to defpair. 

In groundlefs hope, and caufelefi fe$t, 

Unhappy man ! behold thy doom ; ' - 

Still changing with the changeful year, 

The Have of fonfhine and of gloom. 

Tir'd with vain joys, and falfe alarms, 

With mental and corporeal ftrife, 
Snatch me, my Stella, to thy arms, 

And fcreen me from the ills of life! 



THE AUTHOR'S ACCOUNT 

or Hit 
JOURNEY TO IRELAND. 

TO MR. JOftN BLLIS, 
BY MOSES MENDEZ, ES<fc. 

DEAR SIR, Dublin, July 5, 1744. 

BY the lyre of Apollo, die locks of the mnfes* 
And the pure lucid ftream Aganippe produces. 
My Ellis, I love thee, then pay me in kind. 
Let the thought of a friend never flip from your mind ; 

Z So 
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So may fancy and judgment together combing 
And thy bofom be fill'd with an ardour divine ; 
That thy brows may the laurel with juftice ftill claim, 
And the temple of liberty mount thee to fame. 

If it e'er can give pleafure to know my career, 
When proud London I left with intentions fo queer, I 
Accept it in verfe.— -On the very firft day 
When the queen of .warm paffions precedes the fur Mfty f 
When, fo cuftom prefcribes, and, to follow old rules, - 
One half of mankind makes the other half fools ; 
From the town I nrftbreath'd in, I ially'd in haft©, 
Thro* Highgate, and Finchley, and Barnet, I ftoU'di 
At St. Alban's I diuM with a laughing gay crew, /i. J 
Not compleat was the fet without Tucker and-pm. "-V 
Where * the Eighth of our Harries deferted his mate, 
And procur'd a full ienteace- ogainlt his. old Kalft, >'** -.' 
Our brifk company fupp'd, -while pnr wine gave a fytkfg, 
And tho' at the Crown, we ^e'er thought o£:theJL»g«..-i 
The morrow fucceeding I got from my bed^ . i 1 : : .'. 
As a (heet, all the roads were with fnows overfpread; 
But the gods, who will never abandon a poet, 
As. oft has boen faid, condescended to fhow it: ,, ... r _ | 
In a' coach and fix hofles the Hcrm I defy'd ; ' ** 4 
And, left by my friends, thro' .the tempeft I ride. 
Newport-Pagnel receiv'd me, and gave me a dinner, 
And a bid at Northampton vfts pteiVd by & fiftfler : 
No figns of fair weather, the Weft-Chefter coach 
At nine the nexMnorningj' fc welcome Approach, 
Prefcnts frefh example ; I traveled all day, 
At Crick eat my dinner, at Coventry lay ; - - 
I tremble whene'er I refleS on the roads 
That lead" to thofe dirty worpi-caten. .abodes, ' . - ." \. 
Where a woman f rode naked their taxes to clear, 
And a taylor for peeping paid damnably dear ; ? 

* ftunihbkr f Lady Godinsu 



For 
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For two parliaments fam'd *, which in tail a difgrace, 
And have left their foul manners to poifon the place. 

Next morning the fan, with a face of red hue, 
Had ciear'd up th' expanse, and array'd it in blue, 
When I left the vile town, 'gainft which ever I'll rail, 
While Meriden- + offers no humble regale ; 
But near Mucal Park din'd, at houfe of mean fame, 
And at night to the field of flain carcafles came J ; . 
Tho* full old are thy tow'rs, yet receive my juft praife. 
May the ale be recorded, and live in my lays ! 
Thy Gothick cathedral new homage (till claims, 
Nor refuie I thy due, tho' repaired by King James $. 
I forgot to advifc you, the Jky being clear, 
'Twas at. Coventry firft I afcended my chair, 
But, alas ! on t^ce morrow, how difmal the fight ! 
For the day had aflum'd all the horrors of night ; 
The clouds *heir gay vifage had chang'd to a frown, 
And in a white mantle cloath'd Litchfield's old town ; 
But at noon all was o'er, when intrepid and bold 
As a train-band commander, or FalftafT of old, 
And proudly defying the wind and the fnow, 
When the danger was pail, I determin'd to go. 
At Stone I reposed, but at Oufley I din'd, 
Where our recVning was cheap, and the landlord: was kind :. 
Next morning we fally'd, and StafFordfhire loft ; 
But not ill entertain'd by a Ceftrian hoft. 
On the banks of the Wever, at Namptwich, renown'd 
For an excellent brine pit, our dinner we found ; 

• A parliament was held here in the reign of Henry IV. called Parlia- 
mentum Indoftorum 5 and another in that of Henry VI. called Diabolicum. 

f Meriden U famous for ale. 

J Campus Cadaver**, was the ancient name for Litchfield, on account of 
a perfecution there in the days of Dioclefian. 

§ King James lit 

Z 2 The 
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The wine was not bad, tho' the ale did difpleafe r 
And an rin&uous defert was ferv'd up of old cheefe ; 
But as time will not tarry, our courfe we refume, 
And St. George's dragoons take their feats in our room * r 
So travelling onwards, with pleafure we fee 
Old Caerleon fo famous o'er-looking the Dee ; 
Four days there we refted ; and, blithefome and gay, 
Forgot the bad weather we met on the way ; 
Then old Chefter, farewel, till I fee thee again, 
And can droll thro* thy ftreets without dreading the rain f ; 
May thy river ftill fwell J, better pleas'd with his charge,. 
Than when Edgar was rowM by eight kings in his barge ! - 
Be the maidens all virtuous who drink of thy tide, 
And each virgin in bloom be affiancM a bride ! 
May the heart and the hand at the altar be join'd, 
And no matron complain that a hufband's unkind ! "■ ■ 

Let their bounty to ftrangers refound in each fong ; 
Be Barnftone § their copy, they cannot go wrong. 
O'er the cuts of the river our track we purfue,' 
And old Flint in the profpeft now rifes to view ; 
How flrange to behold ! here our language is fled ; 
To converfe with thefe people 's to talk to the dead ; 
And a Turk or Chinefe is as well underftood 
By thefe roifters, who boaft of Cadwalladar's -blood, 
As an Englifliman here, who is certainly undone, % 

If he thinks to make ufe of the language of London^ 
From Flirit we depart with our landlord and guide, 
Who fhew'd us that kindneft which courts never try'd ; 

' * General St. George's dragoons were marching up to London, and a p*rty 
of them juft came in when we were leaving it. 

f The ftreets of Chefter have fliops on each fide covered over 5 which* if not 
beautiful to the eye, at leaft preferve one from the rain. 

J People are now employed to make the River Dee navlgatle up to the 
tewn. 

§ Robert Barnftone, Efq. whe rfed me with the utmoft hofpitaltty. 

The 
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The cattle where Richard * his grandeur laid down, 

And betray 'd his own life by furrend'ring the crown: 

Now the well f we furvey, where a virgin J of old 

To all flame bat religion's was lifelefs and cold I 

When in vain princely Cradoc had offered his bed, 

The mercilefs heathen e'en chopp'd off her head : 

Hence the flones are .diftaui'd with the colour of blood, 

And each cripple is cur'd who will bathe in the flood* 

Thus the rankeft abfurdity brain can conceive, 

Superftition impofes, and crowds will believe i 

Turn Jrom legends and nonfcafe to fee a gay fight, 

Where the meadows of Clewyn § the fenfes delight, 

And excufe that I aim not to point out the place, 

Left my numbers too lowly the landscape diigrace* 

At Rhyland we dine, and a caftle we view, 

Whofe founder I'd name if the founder I knew % 

But our hoft gives the word, and we 'harry away, 

Left the length of the journey out-run the fhort day ; 

Now afcend Penmenroie, oh! beware as you rife, 

What a profpeft of horror, what dreadful furprize ! 

See that height more fublime, which no fbotfteps e'er try'd! 

There the ocean roars loudly ; how awful his pride ! 

How narrow the path ! obierve where you tread, 

Nor Humble the feet, nor grow dizzy the head ; 

If you flip, not mankind can avert your fad doom, 

Dafh againft the rough rocks, and the fea for your tomb ! 

The danger is pall, and now Conway's broad beach, 

Fatigu'd and difinay'd, with great gladnefs we reach ; 

In a leaky old boat we were wafted fafe o'er 

(Tho* two drunkards our fteerfmen) to th* oppofite more. 

• It wts at this place that Richard was prevailed tipon to refign the crown. 

t "HolyweU. 

\ St. Winifred, patronefs of Walts. . 

$ The vale of Clewyn. 

Her* 
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Here the town aiid the river are both of a name, 

And boafl the Firft Edward, who xaii'd her to fame : 

There a fapper wat orderM, which no one could tench, 

This too little was boiTd, and that roafted too mock ; . - 

To his chamber foil hungry each pilgrim retreat*, . • 

And forgets his loft meal 'twixt a pair of Welch .fheets. : * 

A caftle hard by I with pleafure behold, 

Which kings had long dwelt in, or giants of old ;..<!:'. 

But the daw, and each night-bird, ncAv builds ap her aet% * 

And with clamours and fhrieks the old manfion infcfb . . 

We wakened at four, and our hoft left us here, ... .\ /■._ / 

As the word ways were pad, fe but finall was our fear a .- :. 

We folio w'd our route, and crofs*d Penmenmaur's fide, . .\ 

Where the prudent will walk, but the bolder will ride. *.- .1 

Still above us old rocks feem to threaten a fall, ' f : \ 

And prefent to fpe&ators the form of a wall. 

Now Bangor, we reach— oh ! if e'er thou hadft fame,! ' ' " ? 

Tho' lawn fleeves thou beftow'ft, on my life, 'tis a flutter fc. - 

There we crofs.o'er an arm of die fqa, and caroufe 

On the oppofite fhore. at an excellent houfe ; 

Thro' Anglefea's ifland we rattle our chaife. 

While the goats all in wonder feem on us to gaze ; 

For be plcas'd to obferve, and with diligence note, 

That 'twas here firft in Wales that I met with a goat* '. :" 

O'er roads rough and craggy our journey we/ped, 

Nor baited again till we rcach'd Holyhead. 

The next day, at noon, in the Wyndham we fail, 
And the packet dane'd briflc with a profperous gale. i 

We at ten pafs'd the Bar * j in the wherry confin'd, 
Which fwims on no water, and fails with no wind. 
Till near two we fat curfing ; in vain they may row, 
Not a fnail is fo fluggi/h, nor tortoife fo flow ; . - , 

Till a boat took us in, and at length fet us down 
At the rjuay of St George in St. Patrick's chief town : 

• Dublin Bar. 

Thence 
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Thence I wrote to my friend* nor believe what thoft fey, 
Or too fond to find fault, or too wantonly gay, . 
Who with taunts coptumeEous this ifland otrioad, 
As with bogs and with blunders and noafenf* lull ftowM ; 
For, believe me, they live not unblefs'd with good air, 
And their daughters are beauteous, and ions debonair : 
Here tho* Bacchus too often difplays his red face, 
Yet Minerva he hol^s in the ftricleft embrace ; 
Nor the maiden is coy ev'ty charm to refign ; 
And the ivy and laurel peep forth from the vine. 

Thus I've tol4 you in verfe the whole progreis I took, . 
As true as if fworn in full cqurt on the book : 
Let me know how in London you meafure your time; 
'Twill be welcome in profe,.but twke welcome in rhyme. 



PRAYER FOR INDIFFERENCE, 

BY MRS. GREVILLE. 

OFT I've implorM the gods in vain, 
And prayM till IVe been weary: 
For once, I'll feek my wim tagain 
Of Oberon the fairy. 

Sweet airy being, waptoa fprite. 

Who lurk'ft in woods unfeen ; 
And oft by Cynthia'sJUrer light, 

Trip'ft gaily o'er the green ; 

Jf e'er thy pitying heart was mov'd, 

As ancient ftoncs tell ; 
And for tfc* Athenian maid * who lov'd, 

Thon fcnght't a wos<droos fpclJ; 

• fee )fidfiiM»cr Ki^hc'i Dfcan. 

04dp 
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O deign once more t' exert thy power ! 

Haply fome herb or tree, 
Sovereign as juice of weftern flower •, 

Conceals a balm for me. 



I a& no kind return of love, 

No tempting charm to pleafc ; A 

Far from the heart thofe gifts remove* 

That figh for peace 'and eafe I 

Nor peace, nor eafe, the heart can know, 

That, like the needle true, 
Turns at the touch of joy or woe 5 

But, turning, trembles too. 

Far as diflrefs the foul can wound, 

*Tis pain in each degree : 
*Tis blifs but to a certain bound ; 

Beyond, is agony. 

Then take this treach'rous fenfe of mine, 

Which dooms me ftill to fmart ; 
Which pleafure can to pain refine, 

To pain new pangs impart. 

O, hafte to fhed the fovereign balm, 

My ihatter'd nerves new firing; - 

And for my gueft, ferenely calm, 

The nymph Indifference bring ! 

At her approach, fee Hope, fee Fear, 

See Expectation fly ! 
And Difappointment in the rear, 

That blafts the promised joy. 

• See Mldflunmti Night*! Dream. 

The 
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th^ tear which Pity taught to flow. 

The eye (hall then difown ; 
The heart that melts for others woe # 

Shall the* fcarce feel itVowm 

The wounds which now each suMmt Metd* 

Bach moment then (hall cfefe; 
And tran^al dap fitatt Mil facte* 

To nights of calm repofe. 

O Fairy Bif! butgrtnt me th!s> # 

This one kind comfort (end * 
And (b may never-fading bH& 

Thy flow 9 !? paths attend! 

80 may the glow-worm's gEnun'ring light 

Thy tiny footftcps lead 
To fbme new region of delight, 

Unknown to mortal tread I 

And be thy acorn goblet fill'd 

With hearVs ambroSal dew; 
Froofweeteft, fieiheft tort* difcill'd* 

That (hed fitih fweeti for you t 

And what of life remains lor me* 

mi pafs in fcber eafc ; 
Half>pleas f d, contented will 1 be, 

Cpw tot half 10 pieaft* 
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THE FAIRY,' S ANSWER 
.TO MRS- GREVILLE, '* 

BY THE COUNtffeSS OF C— u :i 

•' . . *- •.'.*; ..* 

WITHOUT preamble, to my friend, ~ 

Thefe hafty lines.J'm bid to fend, .. ., 

Or give, if I am able ; t • ■ * • •-, 

I dare not hefitate to fay, -* ■ • , ■ „ •> f 

•Tho' I have trembled all the day,, , ' '* 
It looks fo like a fable. 



*Laft night's adventure is my theme, 
Arid mould it ftrike you as a dream,. 

Yet foon it's high import 
Muft make you own the matter fuch, 
So delicate, it were too much 

To be compos'd in fport. 



The moon did ftune ferenely bright, 
And every ftar did deck the night, 

While Zephyr fann'd the trees; 
No more afTail'd my mind's "repofe, 
Save that yon ftream, which murmuring flowsi* .' 

Did echo to the breeze. *. *' ' . *. 

Enrapt in folemn thought, I fate, 
Revolving o'er the turns of Fate, 

Yet void of hope or fear ; 
-When, lo ! behold an airy $ro*g, 
With lighted iteps, and jocund fong, 

Surprised my eye and ear. 



A form 
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A form fuperior to the reft, ■ ■ . _ * • ■ ■ » - 

His little voice to me addrefe'd* . » 

And gently thusJbegan : > 

* I've heard Grange things from one of you, * 
r Pray tell me if you think 'tis true^ * , > 

' Explain it if you can. 

€ Such incenfe has perfum'd my throne, - „ 

* Such eloquence my heart has won, 
' I think I guefs the hand ! 

* I know her wit and beauty too, * ^ 
'But why (he fends a prayer fo nevp 

* I cannot underftand. 

* To light fbme flames, and fome revive^ • -. +* 

* To keep fome others juft alive, 
' Full oft I am implor'd ; 

' But, with peculiar power to pleafe, 

* To fupplicate for nought but eafe, ~ [' 
' 'Tis odd, upon my word I 

€ Tell her, with fruitlefs care I've fought ; 
' And tho' my realms, with wonders fraught* 

' Is remedies *boun4 ? - - v ■ - * « ,- 

* No grain of cold Indifference 
' Was ever yet ally'd to Senfe, 

' In all my Fairy round. 



9 The regions, of the (ky I'd trace, 
' I'd ranfack every .earthly place, 

c Each leaf, each herb, each flower. 
' To mitigate the pangs of. Fear, 
4 DifpeJ the clouds of- black Defpair^ 



Or lull the refllefs hour ! 

* v - 



A a 3 * I would 
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• I would be gencroas, as Pm jnft, 

• But I obey, as others moil, 

• TJpfc laws which Fate has made* 

• My tiny kingdom how defend, ' 

« And what might be the horrid end • 

• Should man my ftate inyafc ! - - 

' Twopld put your mind into ji r*B*?' 

• And foch unequal war to wage 
4 Suits not my legal duty ! 

4 I dare not change a ft* decree, 

• She's doom'd to jfcafe, nor can be frpf f 

• 8pch is the lot of Beauty.' - - 

This Aid, he darted c?qr the plain, 
And after fblJowM a|l Ips train > 

No glimpfe of him I find : 
Put fore I am, the' little iprite, 
Thefe words, before he took ltys flight, 

Imprinted on my mind f 



TO A LADY BEFORE MAHftMOEt 

BY MR. TICKS!. 

OH I ftpm'd by Nature, aigl refinM by Art, 
WUh charms to wb, and i^fe to fa the heart! 
By thouftods fought, Clotilda, can'ft thou fcqe 
Thy crowd of captjWs, a?d defend to me ? 
Content in {hades ofafcure to wafe thy life, 
A hidden beauty, and a country wife ! 
O liftcn while thy fummers sire ay theme ! 
Ah, feqthe thy paptper jg his waking dpeapi ! 

""■ *» 
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tn fome filiatt hsjaJifT #n the lonely plain, 

Where Thames, thro' meadow*, rolk hi* maa;y train; 

Or where high Windier* thick *dth greens arrayM, 

Wares His old oaks, andipneds Jne ample ihade, 

Fancy has fignr'd ant our aritt refeieat : 

Already, round tbevifiaoary iqat. 

Our limes begin to Iboot, our flow'ra^to ipring. 

The brooj$s to murmur, en the sirds to hng. 

Where doft thou lie, thou tbWy*peopled green j 

Thou namelefs lawn, end village yet unfeen ; 

Where fon$, contented with their native ground* 

JJe'er trayej farther than ten furlongs round 3 

And the taan'd pea&at, and his ruddy bride* 

Were born together, and together died 1 

Where early larks heft tejl the moraing-fcgh^ 

And only Philomel difturbs the night! 

'Mjklft gardens here my h*mblc pile {hall rife, 

)Vith fweets furrounded of ten thousand dyes ; 

All favage where th' erahroider'd gardens end, 

The haunt of echoes (hall my woods afcend ; 

And, Q ! if Heaven th* ambitions thought approve* 

A rill fhall warble crofs the gloomy grove $ 

A little rill, o'er pebbly beds conveyM, 

jGuih down the Steep* and glitter ^ro* tfce glade ! ~ " ~ 

What chearing fcents thoft bord'ring banks exhale! 

How loud that heifer lows from yonder vale ! 

That throih, now fhrill t his note fi> clear, fo high, 

He drowns each fcatherM minftrei of the flty. * 

Here let me trace, beneath the purpled morn. 

The deep-mont^'d beagle^ and the fprighdy horn ; 

.Or lure the trout witljL well^finemtyed flies, 

Or fetch the fluttering partridge from the flues : 

Nor fhaQ thy (and diflaio to crop the vine, 

The downy peach, or tevoorM ueaarine ; 

pr rob the bee-hive Of it 's golden hoard, . ^ 

And bear tip unbought luxuriance to thy board. 

$ome- 
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Sometimes my books by day (hall kill the hQirfsi-.-r -t* 
While from thy needle rife the filken flow'rs ; 
And thoT\, by turns, to eafe my feeble fight, 
Rtfume the, volume, and deceive the night. 
O ! when I mark thy twinkling eyes opprefs'd, 
Soft whifp'ring, let me warn my love to reft ; 
Then watch thee, charm'd, while deep locks every fenfe*. 
And to fweet Heav'n commend thy innocence. 
Thus reign'4 our fathers; o'er the rural :foWj 
Wife, hale, and honed, in the days of old ; " • 
Till courts arofe, where fubftance pays for fhew, 
And fpecious joys are bought with, real woe. 
\ See Flavia's pendants, large, well fpread, and right » 
The ear that wears them hears a fool each nights 
Mark how th* embroider'd col'nel fneaks away, 4< 

To fhun the with'ring dame that made him gay* 
That knave, to gain a title, loft his fame ; 
That rais'd his credit by a daughter's fhame : * ■ . 

This coxcomb's ribband coll him half his land ; 
And oaks unnumber'd bought that fool a wand. 
Fond man, as all his forrows were too. few*. 
Acquires ftrange wants that Nature never knewJL , . . 
By midnight-lamps he emulates the day, . . ■■ - - : ' 

And fleeps, pervcrfe, the chearful funs away ; .. . 

From goblets high embofs'd his wine muft glide; . -• 
Round his closM fight the gorgeous curtain Aide ; • ■-.-.- 
Fruits, ere their time, to grace his pomp, muft rife^ 
And three untafted courfes glut his eyes. 
For this are Nature's gentle calls withftood, 
The voice of conference, and the bonds of blood ! . 
This, Wifdom, thy reward for ev'ry .pain ! 
And thw, gay Glory, all thy mighty gam ! 
Fair phantoms, woo'd and fcorn'd fromjjge to age, 
Jvlncc hards began to laugh, or pricfts to> rage : 
And yet, jufl: curfe on man's afpiring. kind, 
Vrznz to ambition, to example blind,. 

Our 



Our children's children fhall our Heps purfue, 
And the fame errors be for ever new ! 
Meanwhile, in hope a guiltlefs country fwain* 
My reed with warblings chears th' imagin -d plaki. 
Hail, humble (hades, where truth and filence dwell I 
Thou, noify town, and faithlefs court, farewel ! 
Farewel ambition, once my darling flame I 
The third of lucre, and the charm of fame ! 
In life's bye-road, that winds thro* paths unknown, 
My days, tho* number'd, fhall be all my own ! 
Here fhall they end (O might they twice begin !) 
And all be white the fates intend to fpin. 



THE CIT'S COUNTRY-BOX. 

BY MR, ROBERT LLOYD, 

Vos fapere et folos aio bene vivere, quorum, 

Confpicitur nitidis fundata J>ecunia villis. itojt. 

TH E wealthy cit, grown old in trade, 
Now wifhes for the rural fhade, 
And buckles to his one-horfe chair 
Old Dobbin, or the founder'd mare ; 
While wedg'd in clofely by his fide, 
Sits Madam, his unwieldy bride, 
With Jacky on a ftool before 'em, 
And out they jog in due decorum. 
Scarce paft the turnpike half a mile, 
' * How all the country feems to fmile !* 
And as they flowly jog together, 
The cit commends the road and weather ; 
While Madam doats upon the trees 4 
And longs for ev'ry houfc fhe fees,. 



"A<1: 
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Admires it's views, it's fituarion. 
And thus flic opens her oration. 
4 What fignifies the loads of wealth, 

* Without that richeft jewel, health ? 

* Excufe the fbndnefs of a wife, 

* Who doats upon your precious life ! 

* Such eafeleis toil, fodt content car*, 

* Is more than human ftrength can bear-: 
' One may obferve it in. your face— 

* Indeed, my dear, yon break apace-; 

* And nothing can your health repair* 

* Bnt exercife, and country air. 

« Sir Traffick has a houfe, yon know, 
c About a mile from Cheney Row : 

* He's a good man, indeed, 'tis true, 
« But not fo warm, my dear, as you ; 

* And folks are always apt to (beer— 

* One would not be out-done, my dear 1* 
Sir Traiiick's name fi> well apply'd, 

Awak'd his brother merchant's pride * 
And Thrifty, who had all his life 
Paid utmoft deference to his wife, 
Confe&'d her arguments had remfim ; 
And by th' approaching fummer fcafim, 
Draws a few hundreds from the flocks, 
And purchafes his Country-box. 

Some three or font miles out of town, 
(An hour's ride will bring you down) 
He fixes on his choice abode, 
Not half a furlong from the road ; 
And fo convenient does it lay, 
The ftages pafs it ev*ry day : 
And then fb fnug, fo mighty pretty, 
To have a houfe fo near the city ! 
Take but your places at the Boar, 
You're fet down at the very door. 

-Wet 
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Well then, fuppofe them fix'd at laft, 
White-waflung, painting, fcrubbing paft ; 
Hugging themfelves in eafe astd cloyer, 
With all the fufs of moving over 5 
Lo, a new heap of whims are bred, . 
And wanton in my lady's head ! 

' Well ; to be Aire, it muft be own'd> 
' It is a, charming fpot of ground : 

* So fweet a diftance for a ride, ...*>"' 

* And all about fo countrify'd .! ." ; - 

* 'Twould come to but a trifling pri«e ' - : 

' To make it quite a paradife [ i : .'. 

* I cannot bear thofe nafty rails, 7 

c Thofe ugly, broken, mouldy pales: 

* Suppofe, my dear, inftead of thefe,, 
' We build a railing all Chinefe ; 

* Altho' one hates to be expos'd, • 

' 'Tis difmal to be thus enclos'd : ..... 

* One hardly any object fees— \ . 
4 I wifli you'd fell thofe odious trees* 

* Obje&s continual paffing by, > . .. ■• t ' 
4 Were fome thing to amufe the eye; 

* But to be pent within the walls* 

* One might as well be at St. Paul's* 

* Our houfe^fcehpiders would adore, 
' Was there a level lawn before, 

4 Nothing, it's views to incommode, 

* But quite laid open to the road ; 

* While ev'ry ttay.'iler in amaze, 

4 Should on our little manfion gaze ; 
' And pointing to the choice retreat, 
< Cry, " That's Sir. Thrifty's country-feat !" . 

No doubt her arguments prevail, ' -^ 

For Madam's taste can never fail. ' . ' 

Blefs'd age ! when all men may procure 
The title of a connoifTeur.;- 

Bb ' ' * Whe% 
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When noble and ignoble herd 
Are govern'd by a u>gle word ; 
Tho*, like the royal German dames, 
Jt bears an hundred Chriftian names-?-* 
As Genius, Fancy, Judgment, Gout, 
Whim, Caprice, Je ne f<pri quo!, Vqtil : 
Which appellation* all describe 
Taste, and the modern taftefu! tribe. 

Now bricklayers, carpenters, and joiners^ 
With Chinese artifts and defigners, 
Produce their fchen^es of alteration, 
"JTo work this wond'rous reformation. 
The ufeful dome, which fecret flood, 
^mbofom'd in the yew-tree's wood, 
The traveler with amazement fee* 
& temple Gothick or Ghinefe, 
With many a bell and tawdry rag Ofy 
And crefted with a fprawling dragon $ 
A wooden arch is bent aftride 
A ditch of water, four feet wide, 
With angles, curves, and ragbag lineS| 
From Halfpenny's exa& defigns : 
In front, a level lawn is feen, 
Without a fhrub upon the green ; 
Where Tafte would want it's firil great law^ 
But for the fkulking, fly ha-ha ; 
By whofe miraculous afiftante 
You gain a profped ttfo fields dilfence. 
And now from Hyde-Park- Corner come 
The gods of Athens and of Rome* 
Here fquabby Cupids take their places^ 
With Venus, and the crumfy Graces ; 
Apollo there, with aim lb clever, 
Stretches bis leaden bow for ever ; 
And there, wkhouc the pWt to fly^ 
Stands foVJ a tip-toe Mercury* 



T** 
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The villa thus compleatly grac'd; 
All own, that Thrifty has a tafte ; 
And Madam's female friends and coufins^ 
With common-council-men, by dozens, 
Flock ev'ry Sunday to the feat, 
To ftare about them> and to eau 



THE HOUSE Ot SUPERSTITION. 

A VI 8 I o *; 
BY MR. DINTOK. 

t 

Wtt £ N*Sieep*s aJl-foothirig hand, with fetters fo^ 
Ties down each fenfe, and lulls to balmy reft* 
^h* internal pow*r, creative Fancy, oft 

Broods o'er her treafiuts in the Jfbrmful oreafb 
Thus, when ho longer duly cares engage, 

The bufy mind purfues th£ darling: theme ; 
Hence angels whttper'd to the flumb'ring fage. 

And gods of old infpir'd the hero's dream : 
Hence, as I flept, thefe images arofe 
To Fancy's tyt ; and join'd> this fairy fcene coiripofc 

n> 

As, when fair morning dries her pearly fibre, 

The mountain lifts o'er mifts it's lofty head ; 
Thus, new to fcght, a Oothick dome appears 

With the grey rnft-of rolling years o'erfpreadt . 
Here Superfbtioa holds her dreary reign* 

And her lip-labour'd orifons'ihe plies 
In tongue "unknown, whta mom bedews the plain* 

Or cv'ning Jkirts with gold die western ikies ; 
To die dumb Sock fke bends, or fculptur'd wall, 
And many a crofs fhe makes, and many a bead lets fall. 

B b t III. Near 
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III. 

Near to the dome a magick pair refide, 

Prompt to deceive, and praclis'd to confound ; 
Here hoodwink'd Ignorance is feen to bide, 

Stretching in darkfome cave along the ground-. 
No object e'er awakes his ftupid eyes, 

Nor voice articulate arrefts his ears, 
Save when beneath the moon pale fpectres rife* 

And haunt his. foul with vifionary fears ; 
Or when hoarfe winds incavern'd murmur round 1 , 
And babbling echo wake?, and iterates the found. 

IV. 

Where boughs entwining form an artful (hade, 

And in faint glimm'rings juft admit the light, 
There Error fits in borrow'd white array'd, 

And* in Truth's form deceives the tranfient fight. 
A thoufand glories wait her op'ning day, 

Her beaming lullre when fair Truth imparts : 
Thus Error would pour forth a fpurious ray, 

And cheat th* unpra&is'd mind with mimick arts^ 
She cleaves with magick wand the liquid fkies, 
Lids airy forms appear, and fceneS fantaftick rife* 



A porter deaf, decrepid, old, and blind, 

Sits at the gate, and lifts a lib'ral bowl 
With wine of wond'rous pow'r to lull the mind, 

And check each- vig'rous effort of the foul : 
Who'er un'wares fhall ply his thirfty lip, 

And drink in gulps the lufcious liquor down,- 
Shall haplefs from the cup delufion fip, 

And objedts fee in features not their own. 
Each way-worn traveller that hither came, 
He lav'd with copious draughts, and Prejudice his same. 



VI. Withia 
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VI. 

Within a various race are feen to wonne, 

Props of her age, and pillars of her ftate, 
Which erft were nurtured by the wither'd cron£, 

And born to Tyranny, her grifly mate : 
The firft appear'd in pomp of purple pride, 

With triple crown erecl, and throned high ; 
Two golden keys hang dangling by his fide, 

To lock or ope the portals of the iky ; 
Crouching and proftrate there (ah ! fight unmeet !) 
The crowned head would bow, and lick his dully feet. 

VII. 

With bended arm he on a book reclin'd, 

Faft lock'd with iron clafps from vulgar eyes ; 
Heav'n's gracious gift to light the wand'ring mind, 

To lift fall'n man, and guide him to the ikies 1 
A man no more, a god he would be thought, 

And 'mazed mortals blindly muft obey ; 
With flight of hand he lying wonders wrought, 

And near him loathfome heaps of reliques lay : 
Strange legends would he read, and figments dire 
Of Limbus' prifon'd fhades, and purgatory fire. 

VIII. 

There meagre Penance fate, in fackcloth clad, 

And to his breaft clofe hugg'd the viper, Sin ; 
Yet oft, with brandifh'd whip would gaul, as mad, 

With voluntary ftripes his fhrivelFd fkin. 
Counting large heaps of o'er-abounding good 

Of faints that dy'd within the church's pale, 
With gentler afpe& there Indulgence flood, 

And to the needy culprit would retail ; 
There too, Grange merchandize ! he pardons fold, 
And treafon would abfolve, and murder purge with gold! 

IX. With 
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IX. 

With (haven crown, in a fequefterM cell, 

A lazy lubbard there was feen to lay ; 
No work had he, (ave fome few beads to tell. 

And indolently (hore the hours away. 
The namelefs joys that blefc the nuptial bed, 

The myftick rites of Hymen's hallowed tye, 
Impure he deems, and from them ftarts with dread* 

As crimes of fouleft (bun, the deepeft dye : 
No focial hopes hath he, no foetal fears* 
But fpends in lethargy devout the lingering yean* 

X. 

Gnafhing his teeth in mood of furious ire, 

Fierce Persecution fate, and with (bong breath 
Wakes into living flame Urge heaps of fire, 

And feafts on murders, maflacres, and death* 
Near him was plac'd Procraies' iron bed 

To ftretch or mangle to a certain fifce : 
To fee their writhing pains each heart tnuft Weed* 

To hear their doleful flirieks and piercing cries } 
Yet he beholds them with unmoiffcen'd eye, 
Their writhing pains his fport, their moans hi* melody* 

XL 
A gradual light diflfuiing o'er the gloom* 

And flow approaching with niajeAkk pacej 
A lovely maid appears in beauty's Moom, 

With native charms and unaffc&ed grace J 
Her hand a clear reflecting mirroux (hows, 

In which all objelb their true features wear J 
And on her cheek a blufh indignant glows 

To fee the horrid fore'ries pra&is'd there : 
She fnatch'd the volume from the tyrant's rage, 
Unlocked it's iron clafps, and op'd the heav'nly page* 



xh- « vtf 
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XII. 

* My name is Truth, and you* ead* holy feer f . 
' That all my fteps with ardent gaze purfue, 

* Unveil,' fhe faid, ' the focred myft'ries here, 

* Give the celeftial boon to publick view, 

* Tho* blatant Obloquy* with lep'rav s month, 

' Shall blot your fame, and blaft the generous deed* 
f Yet in revolving years fome lib'jal youth 

* Shall crown your virtuous ad with glory's meed ; 
f Your names adorn'd in Gilpin's * poli&'d oage . 

f With each hiftorick grace, fl^all fhine thro' tv'ry age \ 

f With furious hate, tho' fierce relentlef* pow'r 

4 Exert of torment all her horrid feill ; 
f Tho 9 your lives meet too foon the fatal hour, 

* Scorching in flames, or writhing on the wheel} 
f Yet when the dragon f in the deep abyfs 

* Shall lie, raft bound in adamantine chain, 
f Ye with the Lamb (hall rife to ceafelefs bli&, 

* Firft-fruits of death, and partners of his reign ; 
f Then fhall repay the momentary tear, 

f The great fabbatick reft, the Millennary Year !' 



♦ Tilt fcev. M*. WUliam Gilpin, author of tft* Lire* of Bernard Gilt** 
•ad Bimop {-atimtr, and of the Livet of Wickliflfc and the principal of hit 
jfblloWert. 

f Set Rev. chap. xx. tad the learned and ingenious BUhop of BriftoTs com- 
fnent upon ife in tl*e third volume of hit Ditfcrtatioa on the Prophecies 
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DUNNOTTER CASTLE, 

BY MISS SCOTT. 

DU N N O T T E R's ruin'd pride, and falling towers, 
I fing, O Walker * ! and the fong is yours. 
With you I wander'd o'er the mofs-grown domes ; 
Still o'er the fcene with you my fancy roams ; 
Still the idea rifes to my view, 
With gloomy grandeur, pleafure ever new ! 
The rolling main, the rock's ftupendous height, 
A ftriking profpeft ! fwim before my fight. 
In flowing verfe now be the fcene difplay'd, 
Mufe, Fancy, Memory, I crave your aid ! 

High on a rock, projefting from the land, 
The cattle ftood, and ftill it's ruins ftand ; 
Wide o'er the German main the profpeft bent, 
Steep is the path, and rugged the afcent ; 
And when with labour climb'd the narrow way, 
Long founding-vaults receive you from the day. 
There hung the huge port-cullis, there the bar, 
Drawn on the ircn-^ate, defy'd the war. 
Ah, great Dunnotter ! once of llrength the feat ! 
pnce deem'd impregnable ! thou yield'ft to Fate ! 
Nor rocks, nor il is, nor arms, thy gates defend ; 
Thy pride is fallen, thy ancient glories end ! 
Up from the gate we climb the flipp'ry way, 
Still falling turrets, mould'ring towers, furvey ; 
The walls and caves with various mofs o'ergrown, 
And threat'ning nods on high the loofen'd ftone. 
Slowly we mount, thro' broken arches creep, 
And gain at lail the fummit of the fleep ; 

♦ The Sev. Mr. Walker, minifter of the parifh of Dunnotter. 

Curious 
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fcurioiis around the airy height we gaze* • 

There the great well it's ample round difplays, 
A vaft circumference, and depth profound, 
Now fill'd with ruins of the falling mound. 
There flood the palace, rais'd in air fublime, 
On rows of vaults that feexn'd to mock at Time ; 
Yet he aflerts his power, and claims his prey ; 
They break, they fall ! what can refift his fway ! 

Here, thro* innumerable vaults we run* 
Cold, dreary, damp, impervious to the fun, 
Brown with the raft of years ; and from their tops 
Inceflantly the oozing moifture drops. 
We leave the gloom, the wheeling fteps afcend> 
Our walk along the rooflefs palace bend ; 
Here, thro' the long apartments as we pafs> 
The foft wind whittles thro' the waving grafs, 
That cloaths the pavement, crowns the naked walls. 
Of broken turrets and deierted halls. 

Here, once the feat of many a mighty name, 
The jack-daws chatter, and the fea-fowl fcream ! 
Here dwelt great Ogilvk, and held the tower, 
The laft that yielded to th* ufnrper's power ; 
By honeft craft from hence the crown con vey'd. 
And Caledonia's gems in fafety laid : 
Nor hopes of favour, nor the threats ot power, 
Could fhake his foul, or his fix'd heart allure. 
Firm as the rocks, . he arid his daring wife 
Endur'd the torture, fceming Shameful life; 
And kept the .charge, till Heav'n their king reftor'd; 
Then fent, uninjux'd, t& their rightful lord* 

Glorious defenders of the regal gold, 
IlluftrioHS Caledonians, patriots bold 1 
With joy your htrmfiai rehearfe, 
And give your mejn'ry all I c*i* — a verfe. 
O may this land your guardian care engage, 
Your great example fire *4th gelt'rous -rage, 
AudTrouze to glorious deeds each future age ! 

C c Thou, 



} 
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Thau, Barras, hear ! and deign t' approve the lays* 
That aim thy valiant anceftors to praife ! 

Now turning fnSm the walls, high o'er the deep 
Impending cliff, we view the boundlefe deep ; 
All round the winding coaft*. black rocks arife, 
And with uncouth variety furprize i 
The waves roll flow and filent to the fhore, 
Then lafh the craggy beach,, and Allien roar; 
'From rock to rock the breaking (urge rebounds. 
While endlcfs echoes catch and fweil the founds* 
The green fca here with- ceafelefs fury raves,' 
And tofles high in air her raging waves ; 
Burning they fall with loud repeated fhock> 
And in white torrents pour along the rock ; 
Whilft oft from more in peace the ocean lies, 
Ting'd with the colour of the glowing ikies, 
The gentle breezes fport upon the deep, 
And, murm'ring foft, the vaft expanfion fweep ? 
Refulgent Phoebus, in meridian height, 
Enrobes the lucid waves with mellow light ; 
The fparkling beams on the fmall furface play, 
And dreams of foam float on the wat'ry way. 
Here let defcription ceafe ; but Hill prolong 
Thy talk, O Mufe ! and moralize the fong. 
Think, all who gaze on fam'd Dunnotter's wall, 
Like it (hall all tcrreftrial glories fall ! 
Youth flies apace, frail beauty meets decay ; 
The mighty's ftrengtfc, like ice; fhall melt away. 
Riches take wings ; and Fame's far-founding boaft r 
Shall die away — the pride of pow'r be loft. 
Health, pleafure, life, fhall pafs, a fading flow'r» 
Sport of a day, and pageant of an hour ! 
Fix not on thefe thy heart ; but rife fublime, 
And feek a blifs, unmov'd by fate or time : 
Virtue alone can give eternal joy, 
No chance can- alter, no pofleflion cloy I 

Vim* 
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Virtue, like this great rock, Hands firmly brave, 
And fcorns the ebb or flow of Fortune's wave ; 
Unmov'd the (torms of life can calmly bear, 
Collected in itfel£ and void of fear ! 
E'en when thefe rocks and feas fhaM pafs away, x 
And that bright orb no longer rule the day, 
Virtue mail ftand the teft, like gold refin'd, 
And beam immortal radiance on the mind ; 
Thro' endlefs ages gain increasing (lore 
Of light and Jife, of joy, and adttve pow'r, 
/Vnd bloom when time and nature are no more ! 



I 



Otf THE DEATH OF LADY COVENTRY. 



WRITTIN IN MDCCLX. 



BY MR. MASON. 



TH E midnight clock has tolPd $ and hark, the bell 
Of death beats flow! heard ye the note profound? 
Jt paufes now ; and now, with fifing knell, 

Flings to the hollow gale it's fullen found. 
Yes ; Coventry is dead. Attend the (train, 

Daughters of Albion ! ye that, light as air. 
So oft have tripp/d in her fantaftick train. 

With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair ; 
For flie was fair ljeyond your brighteft bloom ; 

(This Envy owns, fmce now her bloom is fled j) 
Fair as the forms that, wove in Fancy's loom, 

Float in light vifion round the poet's head. 
Whene'er with foft ferenity (he fmil'd. 

Or caught the orient blufli of quick furprize^ 
pow fweetly mutable, how brightly wild, 

The liquid luftre darted from her eyes I 

C c 2 Each 
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Each look, each motion, wak'd a new-born gnce^ . 

That o'er her form it's tran fieri t glory caft : 
Some lovelier wonder foon ufurp'd the place, 

Chas'd by a charm ftill lovelier than the laft. 
That bell again ! It tells ns what fhe is ; 

On what fhe was, no more the (train prolong : 
Luxuriant Fancy paufe ! an hour like this, 

Demands tlie tribute of a ferious fong. 
Maria claims it from that fable bier. 

Where cold and wan the flumb'rer reib her head x 
In ftill fmall whifpers to Reflection's ear, 

She breathes the folcmn dictates of the dead. 
O catch the awful notes, and lift them loud ! 

Proclaim the theme, by fage, by fool rever'd ; 
Hear it, ye young, ye vain, ye great, ye proud! 

'Tis Nature fpeaks, and Nature will be heard. 
Yes ; ye fliall hear, and tremble as you hear, 

While, high with health, your hearts exulting leap, j 
E'en in the midft of Pleafure's mad career, 

The mental monitor fhall wake and weep ! 
For fay, than Coventry's propitious ftar, 

What brighter planet on your births arofe ; 
Or gave of Fortune's gifts an ampler fhare, 

In life to lavifh, or by death to lofe ! 
Early to lofe ; while borne on bufy wing, 

Ye fip the nettar of each varying bloom : 
Nor fear, while bafking in the l>eams of fpring, 

The wint'ry florm that fwecps you to the tomb. 
Think of her fate ! revere the heav'nly hand 

That led her hence, tho' foon, by ftcps fo flojtf ^ 
Long at her couch Death took his patient fbmd, 

And menae'd oft, and oft withcld the blow ; 
To give Reflection time, v/ith lenieat art, 

Each fond delufion from her foul to ftcal ; 
Teach her from Folly peaceably to part, 

And wean her from a world fhe lov'd fo well. 

Say, 
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Say, are ye fure his mercy (hall extend 

To you fo long a fpan ? Alas, ye figh ! 
$fake then, while yet ye may, your God your friend. 

And learn with equal eafe to ileep or die ! 
Nor think the Mufe, whpfe foher voice ye hear, 

Contra&s with bigot-frown her fullen brow; 
Cafts round Religion's orb the mills of fear, 

Or (hades with horrors, what with fmUes (hould glow* 
No ; Ihe would warm you with feraphick fire, 

Heirs as ye are of heavVs eternal day ; 
Would bid you boldly to that heav'n afpire, 

Not iink and flumber in your cells of clay. 
Know, ye were form'4 to range yon azure field, 

In yon etherial founts of blifs to lave ; 
Force then, fecure in Faith's protecting fliield. 

The fting from Death, the vi&'ry from the Gx&ye I 
Is this the bigot's rant ? Away, ye Vain, 

Your hopes, your fears in doubt, in dulnefs ftcep ; 
Go foothe your fouls in ficknefs, grief, or pain, 

With the fad folape of eternal fleep ! 
Yet will I praife you, triflers as ye are, 

More than thofe preachers of your fav'rite creed, 
Who proudly fwell the brazen throat o£ war, 
. Who form the phalanx, bid the battle bleed ; 
Nor wifli fqr more : who conquer, but to die. 

Hear, Folly, hear ! and triumph in the tale ! 
Like you they reafon, not like you enjoy 

The breeze of blifs that fills your filken fail : 
On Pleafure's glitt'ring (beam ye gaily fteer 

Your little courfe to cold Oblivion's ihqre ; 
They dare the ftonn, and thro' th' inclement year. 

Stem the rough furge, and brave the torrent's roar. 
Js it for glory ? That juft Fate denies : 

Long muft the warrior moulder in his fhroud, 
pre from her trump the heav'n-breath'd accents rife, 

That lift the hero from the fighting crowd ! 

Is 
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Is it his grafp of empire to extend ? 

To cyrb the fury of infulting foes f 
Ambition, ceafe ; the idle conteft end : 

'Tis but a kingdom thou canft win or lofe. 
And why mud murder'd myriads lofe their all ! 

(If life be all ;) why Defolation lour, 
With famifh'd frown, on this affrighted ball, 

That thou may'ft flame the meteor of an hour ? 
Co, wifcr ye, that flutter life away, 

Crown with the mantling juice the goblet high ; 
Weave the light dance, with feftive freedom gay, 

And live your moment, fince the next ye die ! 
Yet know, vain fcepticks, know, th' Almighty mind| 

Who breath* d on man a portion of his fire, 
Bade his free foul, by earth nor lime confined. 

To heav'n, to immortality afpire. 
Nor (hall the pile of hope his mercy rear'd, 

3y vain philofophy be e'er deftroy'd : 
Eternity, by all or wifh'd or fear'd, 

Shall be, by all, or fuffer'd or enjoy'd ! 



Not i, In a book of French verfes, intitled, Ocwvra du Pbihfopbe de fant 
Saudi and lately reprinted at Berlin by authority, under the title of Pof/tts 
Diverfes, may be found an Epiftle to Marihal Keith, written profcffedly 
again ft the immortality of the foul* By way of fpecimen of the whole, talc* 
the following lines. 

De 1'avenir, cher Keith, jugoon* par le patfe* : 
Comme avant que je fufle il n'avoit point penie ; 
De meme, apres ma raort, quand toutes mes parties 
Par la corruption feront aneanties, 
Par un meme deftin il ne penfera plus ! . 

Non, ricn n'eft plus certain, foyons-en convaincu. , , 'jt/^yfl^PsJL^ * 

It is to this Epiftie, that the latter part of the Elegy alludes. ^ 



THE 



BEAUTIES OF POETRYi aoj 

THE SEASONS. 

IN FOUR PASTORALS. 

BY MR. BREREWdOI*. 

I. SiPRINfi. 

WHEN, approach'd by the fair dewy fingers of Spring 
Swelling buds open firft, and look gay ; 
When the birds on the boughs by their' mates fit and firtg, 
And are dane'd by the breeze on each fpray : 

When gently defcending, the rain in foft fhowers, 

With it's moifture refrefhes the ground ; 
And the drops, as they hang on the plants and the flowers, 

Like rich gems beam a luftre around : 

When the wood-pigeons fit on the branches and coo ; 

And the cuckoo proclaims with his voice, 
That Nature marks this for the feafbn to woo, 

And for all that can love to rejoice : 

In a cottage at night may I fpend all my time, 

In the fields and the meadows all day, 
With a maiden whofe charms are as yet in their prime, 

Young as April, and blooming as May ! 

When the lark with thrill notes fings aloft in the morn, 

May my faired and I fweetly wake, 
View the far diftant hills, which the fun-beam* adorn* 

Then arife, and our cottage forfake. 

When 
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When the fun fhines fo warm, that my charmer and t 

May recline on the turf without fear, 
Let us there all vain thoughts and ambition defy; * 

While we breathe the firft fweets of the year. 

Be this fpot on a hill, and a fpring from it's fide 

Bubble out, and tranfparently flow, 
Creep gently along in meanders, and glide 

Thro' the vale ftrew'd with dailies below. 

While the bee flies from bloflbm to bloflbm, and -fipsy 

And the violets their fweetnefs impart, 
Let me hang on her neck, and fo tafte from her lips 

The rich cordial that thrills to the heart. 

While the dove fits lamenting the lot of it's mate. 

Which the fowler has caught in his fnares, 
May we think ourfelves blefs'd that it is not our fate 

To endure fuch an abfcnce as theirs. 

May I liflen to all her foft, tender, fweet hotfcs > ■ - 

When fhe fings, and no founds interfere, 
But the warbling of birds, which in ftretchiag their fkrMtiL' 

Are at ltrife to be louder than her* 

When the daifies, and cowflips, and primrofes* felow^ ■ • * •. 

And chequer the meads and the lawns, 
May we fee bounding there the fwift light-footed "doe* . ." 

And purfue with our eye the young fawns. 

When the lapwings, juft fledgM* o'er the turf take their ftfft* 

And the firftlings arc all at their play, 
And the harmlefs yotmg Iambs fkip about in the fiito; 

Let us then be as frcdick as they. ■ ■ - , 

When 
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When I talk of my love, fhould I chance to efpy 

Thatfhefeems tojiiiitirilftwhitlfty, 
&y a tear that is readjr tcHFall from heir eye* 
s With ifiy lips let tie wijie it away; v 

if we fir, br we walk; niay I caft r<krncl Ay eyes> 

And let no fingle beauty efcape ; 
But fee none to create fo mnch love and furprize> 

As her eyes, aid her face, and Heir fhape. 

*f hus each day let lis pais, till the biids turn to leaves; 

And the nieadows around us are iritfwrt ; 
When tht lafi on the fweet-finellirig haycock receives 

What file al&rwards fclMhca to owiu 

When evening grow cool, and the flow'irs hang their heads 

With the dew, then lib logger well roam ; 
With my ami round her waift^ in a path thro* the meads* 

Let ns fcalftn to find our way home: 

When the birds aire at fob*, with their heads in their wings/ 

Each one b^the fid* 6/ it's mate* 
When a nlift that arifes; a drowfiriefs brings 

Upon all but thfe owl and the bat: 

Wh*n feft reft is re^ulr'd; and the 1 ftars lend their light, 

And all natmfe lies qu&tand M % 
When no ibunj^ breaks the fact ed jrepofi of the nijht, 

But, at da&na, J the clamor 

With peace ^ cfttr pillow; an A free froni all rioife* 

So that voices in whiQ&sf art known ; 
Let os give and receive all the nameiefs fbft joys 

That aremuVd on by lovers alone; 
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II. SUMMER. 

TTTHERE the light cannot pierce, in a grove of tall tree*, 

* * With my fair-one as blooming as May, " 
Undifturb'd by all found, J)ut the fighs of the breeze, 
Let me pafs the hot noon of the day; 

When the fun, lcfs intenfe, to the weft ward. indices* 

For the meadows the groves we'll forfake, 
And fee the rays dance as inverted he mines, . . 

On the face of fome river or lake ; 

Where my faireft and I, on it's verge as we pa&» . 

(For 'tis (he that muift ftill be my theme) 
Our two lhadows may view on the watery glafs, 

While the (ifh are at play in the ftreaou 



May the herds ceafe to low, and the lambkins to bleat. 

When ftie lings me fome amorous ftrain ; 
All be filent, and hum'd, unlets echo repeat • • 

The kind words and fweet founds back agaixu .. 

And when we return to our cottage at night, 

Hand in hand as we fauntering ftray, 
Let the moon's filver beams thro' the leaves give us light a 

Juft direct as, and chequer our way. 

Let the nightingale warble it's notes in oar walfc t 

As thus gently and (lowly we move ; 
And let ne (ingle thought be eicprefs'd in our talk* 

But of friencKhip improv'd into love. 

Thus enchanted each day with thefe rural delights, 

And fecure from ambition's alarms, 
Soft love and repofe (hall divide alt our nights, 

And each morning (hall rife with new charms* 

nx. au- 
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m. AUTUM N. 

*T* H CV the feafons muft alter, ah ! yet let me find, 
A What all muft cbnfefs to be rare, 
A femaje $ill chearful, and faithful and kind, 
The oleflings of Autumn to fhare. 

Let one fide of our cottage, a flourifliing vine 

Overfpread with it's branches and fhade ; 
Whofe clutters appear more tranfparent and fine. 

As it's leaves are beginning to fade. 

When the fruit makes the branches bend down with it's load. 

In our orchard fur rounded with pales ; 
Jn a bed of clean ftraw let our apples be ftow'd, 

For a tart that in winter regales. 

When life Vapours that rife from the earth in the morn 

Seem to hang on it's fulface like fmoke, 
Till difpers'd by the fun that gilds over the corn, 

Within doors let us prattle and joke. 

But when we fee clear all the hues of the leaves, v 

And at work in the fields are all hands, 
Some in reaping the wheat, others binding the (heaves, 

Let us careiefsly flroll o'er the lands. 

How pleaiiqg the fight of the toiling they make, 

To colled what kind Nature has fent ! 
Heaven. grant we may not of their labour partake ; 

But, oh ! give us their happy content. 

And fometimes fen a bank, under made, by a brook, 

Let us filently fit at our eafe. 
And there gaze on the dream., till the fifh on the hook 

Struggles hard to procure it's releafe. 

D d 2. And 
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And now, when the hufbandman fings ] 

And the corn's ill got into the lioqfe i 
When the lone wifh'd-for time of their meetine ia come, 

Tofrolick, and&aft, andcaroufe: 

When the leaves from the trees are begqa^ to be Aid, 

And are leaving the branches all bare, 
Either itrew'd at the roots, jhjivell'd, withered, tad dead* - 

Or elfe blown to and fro in the air. : 

When the ways are (6 miry, that bqgs they might leem,. 

And the arie-tree's ready to break, 
While the waggoner whittles in (topping his team, . 

And then claps the poor jades on the neck; 

In the morning let's follow the cry of the hounds, 

Or the fearful young covey befet ; 
Which tho' (kulking in ftuhble and weed* cm the. groundSj,. 

Are becoming a prey to the net* 

{*et's enjoy all the pleafure retirement affords, 

Still amus'd with thefe innocent fports, 
Nor once envy the pomp of fine ladies and lords* , 

With their grand entertainments in courts. 

• 
In the ev'ning, when lovers are leaning? on ftyles, 

Deep engag'd in fome amorous chat, 
And 'tis very well known by his grin and her (miles., . 

What they both have a mind to be at : 

# ■ •■ »• • ' t 

To our dwelling, tho^ homely, weU-pleas'd to repair, . "** 

Let our mutual endearments revive ; 
And let no Jingle action or look but declare, ... 

How contented and happy we live. . 

• 
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Should i^arifei^ 9^7 J* 13 ^^^^ . 

Let foft nrofick the phantoms remove; 

And unite all t^e paffions in love. 

With h$r cjes *ftt half <S**> haf capaUawjyi 

When the la£ is pteparing for i*d, 
And the fleepy cMU <5kmn, J wbo iits nodding jitft by*- ';' 

Sometimes raufes and fiiratches his head : 

In the night wk6n, 'tis <loody, *nd ratir^ agd dark, * 

And the labourers (qorea* they lie, 
Not a noifqto diftutb ttsyaitfefs a dogbatk- / 

In the farm, or the village hard Igr : 

A} the tflnq-fff firc^trfdt, and of ^nifct like this* 

Ere our eyes areebs'd tip in their Uds> 
Let as welcome the feaftm* and tafte of that felifi 

Which the fun-fliine aqd4ay4ight forbid* i 



IV. WINDER, 

"tirr HEN &$ trees areall bare, not a leaf to be feen, 
^r And the meadows their beauty have loft ; 
When Nature's difrpfr'd of he.r mantle of green, 
And the ftreams are faifcbwnd with the frpft : 

While the peafiwjt igacttve Sands fhivering with cold, - 

As bleak the winds nqr^ierqly j^low j 
4nd the iipapc^ f ocks run for warmth to the fold, 

With their fleece^ be^n^kled with fhow: 

In the yard, when ifc cattle -are fodder'd with (baw, 

And they fend forth £h(& bn?a*^ in a fteam y 
$nd the neat-looking da|ry~jaaid fees fhe muft thaw 
Flakes of ice that fhc finds in the cream : 
r A ' ' ' ' ' When 
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When the fweet country-maiden, as frejh as a rofe* 

As *he carelefsly trips often Hides, 
And the ruiticks laugh loud, 'if by felling fhe {hows 

All the charms that her modefty hides : 

When the lads and the lafles for cdmpany join\L 
In a crowd round the ember*. are m«t, - 

falk of fairies and witches 'that ride on the wind. 
And of gjiofts, till they're' all in a fweat ^ : 

Jleav'n grant, in this feafon^ it piay be my lot, 
With the nymph whom I love and admire ; < 

While the icicle*, hang from the eaves of-my cot^ 
I may thither in fafety retire j. ■ ; ^:. 

Where in neatneft and quiet— and free from farproe. 
We may live, and no hardfhips endure ; 

JJor feel any turbulent paffions arife, 
But fuch as each other may cure J .... 



V E R 5.. E ■$ ,;• 

ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG L A D Y> 

?y wrtt. j. macaulayv 1 

IN vain, dear Flavilla, Hi vain ftill y6u trjry " 
Inconftant, each feminine art? * > - 

Thofe flutt'ring delufions may 'catch the' fond eye,, ' v 

, But they ne'er will entangle the heart. 

The fetters too flender. affection tobindl : '■ 

Our reafon will break with di&ain : 
The heart that to beauty it's freedom refigh'd, * 

From caprice fhall receive it again. 



i'. 
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While down the light dasce, in Pleafure's gay court; 

Fantaftick you trip it along; - 
The faireft allow*d> where the fair ones refbftj 

The gayeft of all the gay throng ; : 

O why in that face, where each .beauty is feen a . 

Should Folly her ftandard difplay ? 
Or wild Affe&ation disfigure that mien, . • 

Where the Graces confpicuoufly play ? 

Ah, no ! to your greater perfections be jtfft ? 

By thefe you may charm at ybur will : 
To youth, wit, and beauty, your conquefts entruft* 

Which levity only can kill. 

For pleafure in vain the incdnffent may rod* . 

Thro' all the wide regions of art : .* ! * 

Their happinefs only can permanent prove, 

Whofe tranfports arifc lrdmthe heart. ': • * 



RET IvR JE M E N'T* 

A,* QBl. 

BY DR. BEATTIE. 

SHOOK from the purple wings of eveii 
When dews impearl the grove, 
And from the dark'ning verge of heaven 

Beams the fweet ftar of Love ; 
Laid on a daify-fprinkled green, 

Bcfide a plaintive ftream, 
A meek-ey'd youth of ferious mica 
, Indulged this fojemn theme. 

* Ye 
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* Ye cliffs* in hoary grandeur jAM 

« High o'er the glimmering dafe i 

* Ye groves,, along whofc windings .wild ' 

* Soft fighs the fadd'ning gal*! ' . 
4 Where oft lone Melancholy ftrays, 

' By wHdtrt Fancy fay'd, 

* What time the wan moon's yellow ray* 

* Gleam thro' the chequer 9 * (had* I 

* To you, ye waftes, whofc aitfefs diarms 
' Ne'er drew Ambition's eye, ; *• 

* 'Scap'd a tumultuous world 9 * alarms* 
« To yoor retreats I fly : 

* Deep in your mod fequefterM bower» . 
' Let me my woes refign ; 

* Where Solitude, mild modeft power, 

* Leans on her ivy'd fhrine* •> 

9 How (hall I woo thee, matchlefc fid* 

* Thy heavenly fmilc how win ! 

* Thy fmile, that fmoothes the brow of Care* 

* And {tills each ftorm within ! 

' O wilt than to thy favourite grove 
' Thine ardent votary bring, 

* And blefs his hours, and bid diem move 
' Serene on filent wing ! 

« Oft let Remembrance foothe his mind 

* With dreams of former days, 

* When foft on Leifure's lap recliri'di 

* He caroll'd fprightly lays : 

« Blefs'd days ! when Fancy fmil'd at Care* 

* When Pleafure toy'd with Truth, 

* Nor Envy, with malignant glare, 

* Had harm'd his iimple youth* 



Twaa 
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9 'Twas then, O Solitude ! to thee 

' His early vows were pud, 
' From heart fincerey and warm, ancf free, . 

' Devoted to the fhade. 
' Ah ! why did Fate his fteps decoy 

r In thorny paths to roam, 
' Remote from all congenial joy ! 

' O take thy wanderer homo ! 

' Henceforth thy awful haunts be mine ! 

' TTic lomgahamdotiM hitt; , 
' The hollow cliff, whole waving pine 

' O'erhangs the darkfome nil ; 
' Whence the fcar'djow}, on pinions grey, 

' Breaks from the ruftling boughs, 
4 And down the kme vale* fails away 

* To fhades of deep repofe, i 

€ O while to that the woodland poors' 
' It's wildly warbling fong, 

* And fragrant from the wafte of flowers 
' The Zephyr breathes along ; 

r Let no rude found invade from far, 

' No vagrant foot be nigh, 
' No ray from Grandeur's gilded car 

' Flafh on the ftartled eye ! 

' Yet if feme pilgrim, 'mid the glade* 

' Thy hallowM bowers etplore, 
« O guard front harm 1 his hoary heat?, 

* And liften to his lore ! 

* For he of joys divine fhall tell, 
' That wean from earthly woe, 

t And tritrarph o'er the mighty fpell 

* That chains thia^eart befow. 

If 'For 



2i8 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 

' For me no more the path invitee 

• Ambition loves to tread ; 

* No more I climb thofe toilfome heights, 

' By guileful Hope milled : 
« Leaps my fond fluttering heart no more 

' To Mirth's enlivening ftrain 3 
' For prefent pleafure foon is o'er, 

• And all the paft is vain 1* 



AMYNTOR AND THEODORA; 

OR, THE HERMIT. 

IN THREE CANTOS. 
ADDRESSED TO THE KAIL OP CMEITBftF lKfc»» 

TO MRS. MALLET. 

rp H OU faithful partner of a heart thy ownj 

Whofe pain or pleafure fprings from thine alone $ 
Thou, true as honour, as companion kind, 
That in fweet union harmonize thy mind; 
Here, while thy eyes for fad Amyntor's woe, 
And Theodora's wreck, with tears overflow, 
O may thy friend's warm wifli, to Heav'n preferred 
For thee, for him by gracious Heav'n be heard ! 
So her fair hour of fortune /hall be thine 
Unmix'd, and all Amyntor's fondnefs mines 
So thro' long vernal life, with blended ray, 
Shall Love light up, and Friend/hip clofe our dajrg 
Till fummon'd late this lower heav'n to kave» 
One figh (hall end us, and one earth receive I 

CANTO I. 

FA R in the wat'ry wafte, where his broad wave 
From world to world the vail Atlantick rolls 
On from the piny fhores of Labrador 
To frozen Thule eaft, her airy height 

Aloft 
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Aloft to heav'n remoteft Kilda lifts, 5 

Laft of the fea-girt Hebrides, that guard. 
In filial train, Britannia's parent coaft. 
Thrice happy landf ! tho' freezing on the verge 
*Of Ar&ick fkies, yet blamelefs ftill of arts 
That poliih to deprave each fofter clime, 10 

With fimple nature, fimple virtue, blefs'd ! 
Beyond Ambition's walk, where never War 
Uprear'd his fanguine ftandard, nor unfheath'd, 
For wealth or pow'r, the defolating fword ; 
Where Luxury, foft Syren, who around 15 

To thoufand nations deals her ne&ar'd cup 
Of pleafmg bane, that foothes at once and kills, 
Is yet a name unknown ; but calm content, 
That lives to reafon, ancient faith, that binds 
The plain community of guilelefs hearts 20 

In love and union, innocence of ill, 
Their guardian genius ; thefe the pow'rs that rul« 
This little world, to all it's fons fecure, 
Man's happieft life ; the foul ferene and found 
From pafiion's rage, the body from difeafe, 25 

Red on each cheek behold the rofe of health, 
Firm in each finew Vigour's pliant fpring, 
By temp'rance brac'd to peril and to pain, 
Amid the floods they Hem, or on the fteep 
Of upright rocks their ftraining fteps furmount, 30 

For food or paftime ; thefe light up their morn, 
And clofe their eve in (lumber fweetly deep, 
Beneath the north, within the circling fwell 
Of ocean's raging found ; but laft and belt, 
What Av'rice, what Ambition, (hall not know, 35 

True Liberty is theirs, the heav'n-fent gueft, 
Who in the cave, or on th' uncultur'd wild, 
With Independence dwells and peace of mind, 
In youth, in age, their fun that never fets. 
Daughter of Heav'n and Nature, deign thy aid, 40 

£ e 2 Spontaneous 
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Spontaneous Mufe ! O, whether from the depth 

Of ev'ning foreft, brown with broadeft fhade, .... 

Or from the brow fublime of vernal Alp 

As morning dawns, or from the vale at noon* 

By fome foft ftream that Aides with liquid foot 45 

Thro' bow'ry groves, where Infpjratiqn fits 

And liftens to thy lore, aufpicious come I 

O'er thefe wild waves, o'er this unharbour'd ifrore, • 

Thy wing high-hovering fpread, and to the gale* 

The Boreal fpirit breathing lib'ral round t 50 

From echoing hill to hill, the lyre attune ..... 

With anfw'ring cadence free, as heft befeemf ( 

The tragick theoie n|y plaintive verfc ui^qlds* . c ; •■ -. 

Here good Aurelius— and a Jco&j? inore wil4 . . 
The world around, or deeper foiitude, .'-...-. . , $£ 
Affliction could not find— Aurelius fyere, <•• r'.\ 

(By fate unequal and the crime of war .!:.•: 

Expell'd his native home, the facred vale 
That faw him blefs'd, now wretched and unknown t) 
Wore out the flow remains of fetting life 6* 

In bitternefs of thought ; and with the furge, 
And with the founding ftorm, his murmur'd moan 
Would often mix — Oft as remembrance fad 
Th' unhappy paft recall'd, a faithful wife, 
Whom love firft chofe, whom reafon long endear'd, 65 

His foul's companion and his fofter friend, 
With one fair daughter, in her rofy prime* 
Her dawn of op'ning charms, defencelefs left . ' . 

Within a tyrant's grafp ! his foe profefs/d, • ■ - ■ 

By civil madnefs, by intemp'rate zeal . '70 

For diff'ring rites, imbitter*d into hate 
And cruelty remorfeleis ! — Thus he liv'd^ -/".'• 

If this was life ! to load the blaft with fijhs, 
Hung o'er it's edge, to fwell the flood with tears, 
At midnight hour ; for midnight frec^e^t heatd 7$ 

The lonely mourner, defolate of heart, . . 

Pour 
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Pour all the hufband, all the father forth 

In unavailing anguiih, ftreteh'd along 

The naked beaph, or roiv'ring on the cHfF, 

Smote with the wint'ry pole in bitter ftorm, 80 

Hail, fnow, and fhow'r, dark-drifting round his head ! 

Such were his hours, till time, the wretch's friend, 
Life's great pl>yfician, &UTd alone to clofe, 
Where forrow long has wak'd, the weeping eye, 
And from the brain, with baleful vapours black, 85 

Each fallen fpe&re chafe, his balm at length, 
Lenient of pain, thro* every fever'd pulfe 
With gentleft hand infus'd. A penfive calm 
Arofe, but unaflur'd ; as after winds 

Of ruffling wing the fea fubfiding flow 90 

* Still trembles from the ftorm. Now Reafon nrft 
Her throne refuming, bid Devotion raife 
To heav'n his eye, and thro' the turbid mills, 
By fenfe dark-drawn between, adoring own, 
Sole arbiter of fate, one Caufe Supreme, 95 

AU-juft, All-wife, who bids what ftill is beft 
In cloud or funihine ; whofe fevereft hand 
Wounds but to heal, and chafteiis to amend. 

Thus in his bofom, ev'ry weak excefs, 
The rage of grief, the fellnefs of revenge, ioO 

To healthful meafure tempered and reduc'd 
-By Virtue's hand, and in her bright'ning beam 
Each error clear'd away, as fen -born fogs 
Before th' afcending fun ; thro' faith he lives 
Beyond Time's bounded continent, the walks W»f 

Of Sin and Death : anticipating heav'n 
In pious hope, he feems already there. 
Safe on her facred fhore ; and fees beyond, 
In radiant view, the world of light and love, 
Where Peace delights to dwell ; where one fair mora tio 

Still orient (miles, and one difrufiv^ fpring, 
That fears' no ftorm, and mall no wijiter know, 

Th' im- 
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TV immortal year empurples. 'If a figh 

Yet murmurs from his breaft, 'tis for the pangs 

Thofe deareft names, a wife, a child, muft feel, 115 

Still fuff'ring in his fate ; 'tis for a foe, 

Who, deaf himfelf to mercy, may of Heav'n 

That mercy, when moft wanted, afk in vain. 

The fan, now ftation'd with the lucid Twins, 
O'er ev'ry fouthern clime had ponrM profuie 110 

The rofy year, and in each pleaiing hue 
That greens the leaf, or thro 9 the bloflbm glows 
With florid light, his faireft month arrayM ; 
While Zephyr, while the filver-footed dews, 
Her foft attendants, wide o'er field and grove 115 

Frefh fpirit breathe, and fhed perfuming balm : 
Nor here, in this chill region, on the brow 
Of winter's wade dominion, is nnfelt 
The ray ethereal, or unhaiTd the rife 

Of her mild reign. From warbling vale and hill, 130 

With wild thyme flow'ring, betony and balm. 
Blue lavender, and carmePs fpicy root *, 
Song, fragrance, health, ambrofiate ev'ry breeze. 

But high above, the feafon full exerts 
It's vernant force in yonder peopled rocks, 135 

To whofe wild folitude, from worlds unknown, 
The birds of paflage tranfmigrating come, 
Unnumber'd colonics of foreign wing, 
At Nature's fummons, their aerial ftate 

Annual to found, and in bold voyage fleer 14* 

O'er this wide ocean, thro' yon pathlefs flcy, 
One certain flight to one appointed more, 
By Hcav'n's dire&ive fpirit here to ra}fe 
Their temporary realm, and form fecure, 



• Thr root otlhU phnt, otherwife namsd argatilit fjlvaticws, is aro- 
naatick. and by the natives reckoned cordial to the ftomach. See Mar- 
tin's Weftern Ifie? of Scotland, p- it?o. 
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Where food awaits them copious from the wave, 145 

And Jhelter from the rock, their nuptial leagues ; 
Each tribe apart, and all on talks of love, 
To hatch the pregnant egg, to rear and guard 
Their helplefs infants, pioufly intent. 

Led by the day abroad, with lonely ftep, ' 150 

And ruminating fweet and bitter thought, 
Aurelius, from the weftern bay, his eye 
Now rais'd to this amufive fcene in air. 
With wonder mark'd ; now call with level ray 
Wide o'er the moving wildernefs of waves, 155 

From pole to pole thro 9 boundlefs fpace difFus'd, « 
Magnificently dreadful ! where at large 
Leviathan, with each inferior name 
Of fea-born kinds, ten thoufand thousand tribes, 
Finds endlefs range for pafture and for (port. . 169 

Amaz'd he gazes, and adoring owns 
The Hand Almighty, who it's channell'd bed 
Immeafurable funk, and pour'd abroad, 
Fenc'd with eternal mounds the fluid fphere, 
With ev'ry wind to waft large commerce on, 165 

Join pole to pole, confociate fever'd worlds, 
And link in bonds of ihtercourfe and love 
Earth's univerfal family. Now rofe 
Sweet ev'ning's folemn hour t the fun declin'd 
Hung golden o'er this nether firmament, 170 

Whofe broad cerulean mirror, calmly bright, 
Gave back his beamy vifage to the (ky 
With fplendour undiminiih'd, and each cloud, 
White, azure, purple, glowing round his throne 
In fair aerial laudfcape. . Here, alone, 17$ 

On earth's remoteft verge Aurelius breath'd 
The healthful gale, and felt the fmiling fcene 
With awe-mix'd pleafure mufing as he hung 
In filence o'er the billows hufli'd beneath ; 
When,lo! t found amid the wave-worn rocks, 180 

Deaf- 
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Deaf-murmuring rofe, and plaintive ToTL'd along- ■ 

From cliff to cavern, as the breath of wind*,- 

At twilight hour, remote and hollow heard "■'.'■ 

Thro' wintry pines high waring o'er the ftee']* 

Of Iky-crown'd Apenine: the fea-pie ceaf'i-' 1S5 

At once to warble ; fcreaming from his sell 

The fulmar foar'd, and (hot a weftward flight ■ ■ 

From more to fea ; on came, before her hour, 

Invading Night, and hong the troubled fkj 

With fearful blacknefs round * ; fad Ocean's fate' 190 

A curling undulation fhiv'ry fwept 

From wave to wave ; and now impetuous rofe 

Thick cloud and $orm, and ruin on his wing, 

The raging South, and headlong o'er the deep 

Fell horrible, with broad defending blaft. 195 

Aloft, and fafe beneath a fhelt'ring cliff, 

Whofe mofs-grown fummit on the diftant flood 

Projected frowns, Aurelius flood appall'd, 

His flunn'd ear fmote with all the thund'rifig triaifly 

His eye with mountains furging to the flats, 200 

Commotion infinite ! Where yon laft wave 

Blends with the fky it's foam, a fhip in view 

Shoots fudden forth, fteep-falling from the clouds, 

Yet diftant fecn and dim, till onward borne 

Before the blaft, each growing fail expands, 10J 

Each mull afpires, and all th' advancing frame 

Bounds on his eye dittinct : with fharpcn'd ken 

It's courfe he watches, and in awful thought 

That Pow'r invokes whofe voice the wild winds hear, 

Whofe nod the furge reveres, to look from heaven, 210 

And fave who clie mull perHh, wretched men, 

In this dark hour, amid the dread abyfs* 

With fears amasr/d, by horrors compafs'd round ! 

But, O \ ill-omcu'd, death-devoted heads ! 



* $1 «s Martip's Voyage to St. KiMa, p. ^S* 
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For Death beftrides the billow, nor your owrt 215 

Nor others offer'd vows Can ftay the flight 

Of inilant Fate. And, lo ! his fecret feat> 

Where never fun-beam giimmer'd, deep amidft 

A cavern's jaws voraginous and vaft, 

The flormy Genius of the deep forfakes, 320 

And o'er the waves* that roar beneath his frown* 

Afcending baleful, bids the tempeft fpread, 

Turbid and terrible with hail and rain, 

It's blackeft pinion, pour it's loud'ning blafts 

In whirlwind forth, and from their loweft depth 225 

Upturn the world of waters. Round and round 

The tortur'd fhip, at his imperious call, 

Is wheel'd in dizzy whirl ; her guiding helm 

Breaks fliort; her malls in cradling ruin fall, 

And each rent fail flies loofe in diilant air. 230 

Now, fearful moment ! o'er the found'ring hull 

Half ocean heav'd, in one broad billowy curve 

Steep from the clouds with horrid (hade impends— ^ 

Ah ! fave them, Heav'n ! it bur lis in deluge down 

With boundlefs undulation! fhore and flcy 23c 

Rebellow to the roar: at once ingulph'd, 

Veflel and crew beneath it's torrent fweep 

Are funk, to rife no more! Aurelius wept 3 

The tear unbidden dew'd his hoary cneek : 

He turn'd his Hep ; he fled the fatal fcene, , 244) 

£nd brooding in fad filence o'er the fight 

To him alone difclofs'd, his wounded heart 

Pour'd out to Heav'n in fighs : € Thy will be done> 

' Not mine, Supreme Difpofer of Events ! 

'But death demands a tear* and man mull feel 245 

* For human woes : the reft fubmiflion checks.' 

Not diflant far, ^here this receding bay * 
Looks northward on the pole, a rocky arch 

• Sec Martin's Voyage to St. KilJa, p. 20. 

F f Expands 
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Expands it\ (Hf- poisM concave; as the gate 

Ample, ami bi\;ad, and pillar'd mafly-proof, *r# 

Of fome unfolding temple : on it's height 

Is heard the tread of daily-climbing flocks, 

That o'er the green roof fpread, their fragrant food 

Untendcd crop. As thro' this cavcrn'd path, 

InvoIvM in pcr.five thought, Aurelius pafs'd, 255 

Struck with fad echoes from the founding vault 

Remnrznur'd fnrill, he ftopp'd, he rais'd his head. 

An! faw th' affembled natives in a ring, 

With wonder and with pity bending o'er 

A fhipwreck'd man. All motionlefs on earth 260 

lie lay : the living lullre from his eye, 

The vermil hue extinguifh'd from his cheek, 

And in their place, on each chill feature fpread, 

The fhadowy cloud and ghaftlinefs of death 

With pale fuffufion fate. So looks the moon, 26 J 

So faintly wan, thro* hov'ring milts at eve, 

Grey autumn's train. Fall from his hairs diflill'd 

The briny wave, and clofe within his grafp 

Was clench'd a broken oar, as one who long 

Had flerom'd the flood with agonizing bread, 27^ 

And Unified flrong for life. Of youthful prime 

He feem'd, and built by Nature's noblefl hand, 

When! bold proportion and where foft'ning grace 

Mix'd in each limb, and harmoniz'd his frame. 

A u re 1 i us from the brcathlefs clay his eye 275 

To Iieav'n, imploring, rais'd ; then, for he knew 
That life, within her central cell retir'd, 
May lurk unfecn, diminifh'd but not quench'd, 
He bid tranfport it fpeedy thro' the vale 

To his poor cell, that lonely flood and low, ago 

Safe from the north, beneath a Hoping hill ; 
An antique frame, orbicular, and rais'd 
On columns rude; it's roof with rev'rend mof* 
Light-lhaded o'er ; it's front in ivy hid. 

That 
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That mantling crept aloft* With pious hand 28; 

They turn'd, they chaPd his frozen limbs, and fum'd 

The vapVy air with aroinatick finells ; 

Then drops of fov'rcign efficacy, drawn 

From mountain plants, within his lips infus'd* 

Slow from the mortal trance, as men from dreams 290 

Of direful vifion, fhudd'ring lie awakes, 

While life to fcarce-felt motion faintly lifts 

His flutt'ring pulfe, and gradual o'er his cheek 

The rofy current wins it's refluent way. 

Recov'ring to new pain, his eyes he turn'd 295 

Severe on heav'n, on the furrounding hills 

With twilight dim, and on the crowd unknown, 

DifTolv'd in tears around, then cjos'd again, 

As loathing light and life. At length, in founds 

Broken and eager, from his heaving breaft 3©0 

Diftraftion fpoke*--* Down, down with ev y ry fail ! 

* Mercy, fweet Heav'n !— ?Ha ! now whoje ocean fweept 

* In tempefto'er our heads — My foul's laft hope ! 

* We will not part***Help ! help ! yon wave, behold | 

* That fwells betwixt, has borne her fron* my fight! 305 

* O for a fun to light this black abyfs ! 

* Gone — loft— for ever loft f ? He ceas'd. Amafce 
And trembling on the pale affiftants fell ; 
Whom now with greeting and the wor4s of peace 

Aurelius bid depart, A paufe enfu'd, 310 

Mute, mournful, folemn. On the ftranger's face 
Obfervant, anxious, hung his fix'd regard ; 
^Watchful, his ear each murmur, ev'ry breath, 
Attentive feiz'd ; now eager to begin 

Confoling ipeech, now doubtful to invade 315 

The facred filence>due to grief fupreme - 9 
Then thus at laft : ' O, from devouring feas 

* By miracle efcap'd! if, with thy life, 

' Thy fenfe, return'd, can yet discern die Hand, 
*. All- wonderful, {hat thro' yon raging fca^ • 320 

?f * ' < Yon 
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"%- -' Yon whirling weft of tempeft, led thee fafe", ;: *- : : " r - •"-■ 

' That Hand divine with grateful awe confefs, 

€ With proftrate thanks adore ! When thou, alas ! 

* Waft numbered with the dead, and clos'd within 

* Th' unfattiom'd gulph ; when human hope was fled, ■ * 325 
. ? And human help in vain — th' Almighty Voice 

' Then bade Deftru&ion fpare, and bade the deep 

f Yield up it's prey ; that by his mercy fav'd, 

' That mercy, thy fair life's remaining race, 

f A monument of wonder as of love, 330 

f May juftify to all the fons of men, ' 

' Thy brethren, ever prefent in their need! 

* Such praife delights him moil- — 

* He hears me not. 

* Some fecret anguifli, fome tranfeendent woe, 335 
* ' Sits heavy on his heart, and from his eyes, 

€ Thro' the clps'd lids, now rolls in bitter ftream ! 
* Yet fpeak thy foul, afflicted as thou art ! • 

* For know, by mournful privilege, 'tis mine, 

* My-felf moll wretched, and in forrow's ways 340 
- , ' Severely train'd, to fhare in ev'ry pang 

' The wretched feel, to foothe the fad of heart, 

' To number tear for tear, and groan for groan, 

' With ev'ry fon and daughter of diftrefs. 

' Speak then, and give thy lab'ring boibm vent ; 345 

f My pity is, my friendfhip fhall be, thine, 

' To calm thy pain, and guide thy virtue back, *• 

' Thro' reafbn's paths, to happinefs and heav'n l' 

The Hermit thus : and, after fome fad paufe ^ 

Of mufing wonder, thus the man unknown. - • 350 

' What have I heard ! — On this untravell'd ihore, 
f Nature's laft limit, hemm'd with oceans round • 

* Howling and harbourlefs, beyond all faith 

* A comforter to find, whofe language wears 

* The garb of civil life 5 a friend whofe bread '355 
f The gracious jneltiags of fweet pity irioye I' v 

- • * * r Amaxe- 
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f Amazement all ! my grief to filence charm'd, 

* Is loft in wonder. But, thou good unknown! 
.* If woes for ever wedded to defpair; 

c That wifli no cure, are thine, behold in me 360 

' A meet companion : one whom earth and Heav'n 

* Combine to curfe ; whom never future morn 
' Shall light to joy, nor ev'ning with repofe 

* Defcending ihade — O, fon of this wild world! 

' From focial converfe tho* for ever barr'd, 365 

' Tho' chill'd with endlefs winter from the pole, 

* Yet warm'd by goodnefs, form'd to tender fenfe 

* Of human woes beyond what milder climes, 
4 By fairer funs attemper'd, courtly bpaft; 

c O fay, did e'er thy breaft, in youthful life, • 370 

' Touch'd by a beam from beauty all-divine, 
4 Did e'er thy bofom her fweet influence own, 

* In pleafing tumult pour'd thro' ev'fy vein, 

f And panting at the heart, when firft our eye 

* Receives impreffion ? then, as paflion grew, '37$ 
4 Did Heav'n, confenting to thy wifh, indulge 

' That blifs no wealth can bribe, no pow'r beftow, 

' That blifs of angels, love by love repaid? 

f Heart ftreaming full to heart in mutual flow 

€ Of faith and friendfhip, tendernefs and truth! — 380 

' If thefe thy fate diftinguifli'd, thou wilt then, 

* My joys conceiving, image my defpair, 

' How total ! how extreme ! for this, all this, 
' Late my fair fortune, wreck'd on yonder flood, 

* Lies loft and bury'd there! — O, awful Heav'n ! 385 
' Who to the wind and to the whelming wave 

* Her blamelefs head devoted, thou alone 

f Canft tell what I have loft !— O, ill-ftarr'd maid ! 

' O, moft undone Amyntor!'— Sighs and tears, 

And heart-heav'd groans, at this his voice fupprefs'd : 390 

The reft was agony and dumb defpair. 

Now o'er their heads damp night her ftormy gloom 

Spread, 
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Spread, ere the glimm'ring twilight was expir'd, 

With huge and heavy horror doling round 

In doubling clouds on clouds. The mournful feene, 395 

The moving tale, Aurelius deeply fek; 

And thus reply'd, as one in nature fkill'd, 

With foft-aflenting forrow in his look, 

And words to foothe, not combat hopelefs love^ 

' A my n tor ! by that Heav'n who fees thy tears* 400 

* By faith and friendfhip's fympathy divine, , 

* Could I the forrows heal I more than (hare, 

* This bofom, truft me, fhould from thine transfer 

* It's fharpeft grief. Such grief, alas ! how juii 1 

* How long in filcnt anguifh to deicend, 40$ 

* When reafon and when fondnefs o'er die tomb 
4 Are fellow-mourners ! He who can refign, 

* Has never lov'd ; and wert thou to the fenfe, 
« The facred feeling of a lofs like thine, 

* Cold and infenfible, thy breaft were then -410 

* No manfion for humanity, or thought 

* Of noble aim. Their dwelling itf with love 

* And tender pity, whofe kind tear adorns 

* The clouded cheek, and fan&ines the foul 

' They foften, not fubdue. We both will mix, * 415 

f For her thy virtue lov'd, thy truth laments, , ' 

'Our facial iighs ; and, Hill as morn unveils «• 

* The bright'ning hill, or ev'ning's mifly fhade 
f It's brow obfcures, her gracefulnefs of form, 

* Her mind all lovely, each ennobling each, 4x0 
« Shall be our frequent theme : then fhalt thou hear *' 

? From me, in fad return, a tale of woes 

* So terrible— Amyntor, thy pain'd heart, 
! Amid it's own, will fhudder at the ills 

f That mine has bled with !— But, behold ! the dark 425 

f And drowfy hour fteals faft upon our talk : 

* Here break we off; and thou, fad mourner ! try 
' Thy weary limbs, thy wounded mind, to balni 

« With 
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* With tiaiefy Heep : each gracious wing from heav'n, 

• Of thofe that minifter to erring man, 430 

* Near-hov'ring, hnfh thy paffions into calm ; 
' Serene thy flambers with prefented fcenes 

' Of brighteft vifion ; whifper to thy heart * 

• That holy peace which goodnefs ever fhares; 

' And to us both be friendly as*we need !' 435 

CANTO IX. 

VTOW midnight rofe, and o'er the gen'ral fcene, 

Air, ocean, earth, drew broad her blackeft veil, 
Vapour and cloud. Around th* unfleeping ifle 
Yet howl'd the whirlwind, yet the billow groan'd, 
And in mix'd horror to Amyntor's ear 5 

Borne thro 9 the gloom, hi* mrinking fenfe appall'd. 
Shook by each blaft, and fwept by ev'ry wave, 
Again pale mem'ry labours in the florm ; 
Again from her is torn whom more than life 
His fondnefs lov'd. And now another ihow'r i 10 

Of forrow o'er the dear unhappy maid 
Effufive ftream'd, till late, thro* ev'ry pow'r 
The foul fubdu'd rank fad to flow repofe ; 
And all her dark'ning fcenes, by dim degrees, 
Were quench'd in total night : a paufe from pain 15 

Not long to laft; for Fancy, oft awake 
While Reafon deeps, from her illuiive cell 
Call'd up wild fhapes of viiionary fear, 
Of viiionary blifs, the hour of reft 

To mock with. mimick {hews. And, lo! the deeps 20 

In airy tumult (well : beneath a hill. 
Amyntor heaves off overwhelming ieas, 
Or rides, with dizzy dread, from cloud to cloud* 
The billow's back : anon, the fhadowy world 
Shifts to fome boundlefs continent unknown; 25 

Where fblkary, o'erth* ftarlefi void. 

Dumb 
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Dumb Silence broods. Thro* heaths of dreary length* 

Slow on he drags his ftagg'ring flep infirm 

With breathlcfs toil; hears torrent floods afar 

Roar thro' the wild; and, plung'd in central caves, 30 

Talis headlong many a fathom into night. 

Yet there, at once, in all her living charms, 

And bright'ning with their glow the brown abyfs, 

Rofe Theodora. Smiling, in her eye 

Sate, without cloud, the foft-confenting foul, 55 

That, guilt unknowing, had no with to hide; 

A fpring of fadden myrtles flow'ring round • - 

Their walk embower'd ; while nightingales beneath 

Sung fpoufals, as along th' enamell'd turf 

They feem'd to fly, and interchang'd their fouls, 40 

Melting in mutual foftnefs. Thrice his arms 

The fair encircled ; thrice me fled his grafp, 

And fading into darknefs mix'd with air — 

' O, turn! O, flay thy flight !' — fo loud he cry'd, 

Sleep and it's train of humid vapours fled. 45 

He groan'd, he gaz'd around ; his inward fenfe 

Yet glowing with the vifion's vivid beam, 

Still on his eye the hov'ring fhadow blaz'd ; 

Her voice ftill murmur'd in his tinkling car, 

Grateful deception ! till returning thought 56 

Left broad awake, amid th' incumbent lour 

Of mute and mournful night, again he felt 

His grief in flam'd throb frefh in ev'ry vein. 

To frenzy flung, upftarting from his couch, 

The vale, the fhore, with darkling flep he roam'd, 55 

Like fomc drear fpe&re from the grave unbound ; 

Then fcaling yonder cliff, prone o'er it's brow 

He hung, in aft to plunge amid the flood. 

Scarce from that height difcern'd. Nor Reafbn's voicey 

Nor ow'd fubmiflion to the will of Heav'n, to 

Retrains him ; but as paffion whirls his thought, 

Fond expectation, that perchance efcap'd, 

. Tho* 
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Tho' paffing all belief, the frailer fltifF, 

To which himfelf had borne th* unhappy fair, 

May yet be feen. Around o'er fea and fhore 6$ 

He roll'd his ardent eye, but nought around 

On land or wave within his ken appears, 

Nor fluff, nor floating corfe, on which to fhed 

The laft fad tear, and lay the cov'ring mold ! 

And now, wide open'd by the wakeful hours , 70 

Heav'n's orient gate, forth on her progrefs comes 
Aurora flailing, and her purple lamp 
Lifts high o!er earth and fea ; while, all unreil'd, 
The vail horizon on Amyntor's eye 

Pours full it's fcenes of wonder, wildly great, 7$ 

Magnificently various. From this fteep 
Diffus'd immenfe, in rolling profpeft lay 
The northern deep : amidft, from fpace to fpace. 
Her num'rous ifles, rich gems of Albion's crown, 
As (low th' amending mifts difperfe in air, 80 

Shoot gradual from her bofom ; and beyond. 
Like dtftant clouds blue-floating on the verge 
Of ev'ning ikies, break forth the dawning hills. 
A thoufand landscapes, barren fome and bare, 
Rock piPd on rock, amazing, up to heav'n, . 85 

Of horrid grandeur : fome with founding afh* 
Or oak broad fhadowing, or the fpiry growth 
Of waving pine high-plum'd ; and all beheld 
More lovely in the fun's adorning beam, 
Who now, fair rifing o'er yon eaftern cliff, ... 90 

The vernal verdure tinctures gay with gold, * » 

Meanwhile Aurelius, wak'd from fweet repofe, 
Repofe that Temp'rance fheds in timely dews 
On all who Hve to her, his mournful gueft 
Came forth to hail, as hofpitable rites < t 95 

And virtue's rule enjoin ; but firft to Him, % 

Spring of all charity, who gave the heart 
With kindly fenfc to glow, his matin fong, 

G g Superior 
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Superior duty, thus the (age addrefi'd 2 
* Fountain of light I from whom yon orient fas too 

* Firft drew his fplendour ! Source of life and lore ( 

* Whofe fmile now wakes o'er earth's rekindling fict 
« The boundlefs blufh of fpring ; O Firft and Beft I 

* Thy eflence tho' from human fight and fcarch, 

* Tho' from the climb of all created thought • 105 

* Ineffably remov'd, yet man hirofelf, 

« Thy loweft child of Reafon, man may read 

* Unbounded pow'r, intelligence fupreme, 

4 The Maker's hand, on all his works imprefi'd 

' In characters coeval with the fun, ri* 

* And with the fun to laft ; from world to world, 

* From age to age, in ev'ry clime, difdos'd, 

* Sole revelation thro' all time the fame. 

' Hail, univerfaf Goodnefs ! with full ftream 

* For ever flowing from beneath the throne 115 
' Thro' earth, air, fea, to all things that have fife; . 

* From all that live on earth, in air and fea, 
' The great community of Nature's fons, 

* To thee, firft Father, ceafelefs praife afcend ! 

* And in the rev'rent hymn my grateful voice 120 
4 Be duly heard, among thy works not leaft, >■ 

* Nor loweft, with intelligence inform'd, 

* To know thee, and adore ; with free-will cnown'd, 

* Where Virtue-leads, xo follow and be blefi'd. "i - " . • 

« O, whether by thy .prime decree ordain'd 1*5 

* To days of future life ; or whether now-. 

* The mortal hour is inftant, ftill vouchfafe, 

* Parent and friend, to guide me blamelefs on 

* Thro' this dark fcenl of error and of ill, 

* Thy truth to light n%e, and thy peace to chear: . ijo 

* All elfc, of me unafk'd, thy will fopreme 

* Withold or grant* and let that will be done. 9 

This from the foul in fitence breath'd fincere, •-■ • , 
The hill's fteep fidfwith firm elaftick ftep .... . ..' 

He 
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He lightly fcaM ; Aich health die frugal board, 135 

The morn's frefh breath that exerdfe refpires 

In mountain walks, and cbrifciehce free from blame, 

Our life'lbeft cordial can thro* age prolong. 

There, loll iii thought, and felf-abattdon'd, lay 

The man unknown^ nor heard approach his hoft, 140 

Nor rais'd his drooping head. Aurelius, mov'd 

By foft companion, which the favage fcene, 

Shut up and barr'd amid furrounding feas 

From human commerce, quicken'd into fenfe 

Of fharper ibrrow, thus apart began. 145 

< O fight, that from the eye of Wealth or Pride, 
' E'en in their hour of vaineft thought, might draw 

* A feeling tear ! whom yefterday beheld 

« By love and fortune crown'd, of all poflefs'd 

* That fancy, tranc'd in faireft rifion, dreams ; ijo 
' Now loft to all, each hope that foftens life, 

* Each blifs that ch^ars ; there on the damp earth fpread, 

* Beneath a heav'n unknown, behold him now ! 
4 And let the gay, the fortunate, the great, 

* The proud, be taught what now the wretched feel, 155 

* The happy have to fear. O man forlorn ! 

* Too plain I read thy heart, by fondnefs draws 
' To this fad fcene, to fights that but inflame 

€ It's tender aaguifh !'— 

' Hear me, HeavV ! exclaimM t6o 

The frantick moorWer. * Could that anguifli rile 

* To madnefs and to mortal agony, 

r I yet would blefs my fate ; by one kind pang, 

* From what I reel, the keener pangs of thought 

€ For ever freed. To me the fun is loft ; $65 

c To me the future flight of days and years 

* Is darkmefr, is defpatr— -But who complains, 

* Forgets that he can die. O, fainted maid ! 

* For fcch in heav'n thou art, if from th^ feat 

c Of holy reft, beyond thefe changeful fitWs, 17a 

Ggx 'If 
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* If names on earth moil facred once and dear, 
4 A lover and a friend, if yet thcfe name* 

* Can wake thy pity, dart one guiding ray 

' To light me where, in cave or creek, are thrown 

* Thy lifelefs limbs, that I — O grief fupreme I 175 
4 O fate remorfelefs ! was thy lover fav'd 

' For fuch a talk ! — that I thofe dear remains, 

* With maiden rites adorn 'd, at laft may lodge 

* Beneath the hallow'd vault, and weeping there 

* O'er thy cold urn, await the hour to clofe 180 
' Thefe eyes in peace, and mix this dull with thine I* 

4 Such, and fo dire,' reply'd the cordial friend 
In Pity's look and language, ' fuch, alas ! 
' Were late my thoughts : whate'er the human heart 
4 Can mofl afflict, grief, agony, defpair, 185 

* Have all been mine, and with alternate war 

' This bofom ravag'd. Hearken then, good youth ! 
4 My ilory mark ; and, from another's fate, 
' Pre-eminently wretched, learn thy own, 
r Sad as it feems, to balance and to bear ! 190 

' In me, a man behold whofe morn ferene, 

* Whofe noon of better life, with honour ipent, 
4 In virtuous purpofc or in honeft act, 

« Drew fair diftinftion on my publick name 

* From thofc among mankind, the nobler few, 195 

* Whofe praife is fame ; but there, in that true fourcc 

* Whence happinefs with purefl flream defcends, 
'In home-found peace and love, fupremely blefs'd ! 

* Union of hearts, confent of wedded wills, 

* By friendfliip knit, by mutual faith fecur'd, 200 
' Our hopes and fears, our earth and heav'n, the fame ! 

* At lafl, Amyntor, in my failing age 

4 Fall'n from fuch height, and with the felon herd, 

« Robbers and outlaws, numbered — thought that ftill 

' Stings deep the heart, and cloathes the cheek with flume! 205 

* Then doom'd to feel what guilt alone fhould fear, 

• The 
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' The hand of publick vengeance ; arm'd by rage, 

' Not juftice j rais'd to injure, not redrefs 5 

* To rob, not guard ; to ruin, not defend ; 

* And all,, O (bv'reign Reafon ! all deriv'd a 10 

* From pow*r that claims thy warrant to do wrong ! 
€ A right divine to violate unblam'd 

' Each law, each rule, that, by himfelf obfervM, 

* The God prefcribes whofe fan&ion kings pretend ! 

c O Charles ! O monarch ! in long exile train'd, 115 

* Whole hopelefs years th' oppreilbr's hand to know 
' How hateful and how hard ; thyfelf relieved, 

* Now hear ! thy people, groaning under wrongs 

* Of equal load, adjure thee by thofe days 

' Of want and woe, of danger and defpair, 22$ 

* As Heav'n has thine, to pity their diitrefs ! 

* Yet from the plain good meaning of my heart 
' Be far th' unhaUow'd licenfe of abufe ; 

* Be far the bitternefs of faintly zeal, 

* That impious hid behind the patriot's name 225 

* Mafques hate and malice to the legal throne, 

* In jufHce founded, circumfcrib'd by laws, 

c The prince to guard — but guard the people too ; 

* Chief, one prime good to guard inviolate, 

' Soul of all worth, and fum of human blifs,- 239 

* Fair Freedom ! birthright of all thinking kinds ; 
4 Reafon's Great Charter, from no king deriv'd, 

* By none to be reclaimed, man's right divine ; 

* Whicji God, who gave, indelible pronounc'd ! 

* But if, difclaiming this his heav'n-owh'd right, 235 

* This firft, beft tenure, by which monarchs rule ; 
' If, meant the bleffing, he becomes the bane, 

« The wolf, not fhepherd, of his fubjea-flock, 

< To grind and tear, not ihelter and protect, 

9 Wide-waftiag. where he reigns — to fuch a prince 240 

* Allegiance kept were treafon, to mankind, 
4 And loyalty revolt £ron> virtue's law : 

« For 
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* For fay, Amyntor! does juft Heaven enjoin - 

* That we mould homage hell ? or bend the knee 

* To earthquake or volcano, when they rage, 24J 

* Rend earth's firm frame, and in one boumflefe grave 

* Ingulpb their thousands ? Yet, O grief to tell ! "- r 

* Yet fuch, of late, o'er this devoted land 

* Was publick rnfe Our fervile ftripes and chain*; •• 
' Our fighs and groans refbtmtfihg from the fteep ' -"* L 250 

* Ofwint'ry hill, or wafte untravellM heath, 

* Laft refuge of our wretchediiefi, not guilt, 
4 Proclaim'd it loud to Heav'n : the arm of poW^ 

* Extended fatal but to cruih the head - • 

* It ought to fcreen, or with a parents love '"* * " - "* * 25 j 

* Reclaim from error ; not with deadly hate, 
« The tyrant's law, exterminate Who ert. ""' i: * 

* In this "wide -ruin were my fortunes fimkj ' 

* Myfelf, as one contagious to ins kind, : . ' 
' Whom Nature, whom the fecial life, renotmtM; ; " :1 "' 260 

* Unfummon'd, unimpleaded, was to death, "' ' : 

* To lhameful death ! adjudg'd $ agahtft my fcead '- 

* The price of btood proclaimed, and at my heels *" 

* Let loofe the murd'rous cry of human hoondst • 
' And this blind fury of commiffion*d rage, ' *'•"•' 2*65 

' Of party vengeance, to a fatal foe, 

J Known and abhorrM for deeds of direft name, 

' Was giv'n'in charge ; a foe whom blood-fhmrM 2eal 

* For what — O hear it not, all-righteous Heav*n i : * 
' Left thy rous'd thunder bnrffc^lbr what wis deem'd^ ■'• 270 

* Religion's cade, had favag'd'to a hnrte * ■■ *- : 

* More deadly fell than himger ever -fttmf : «'■'' 

* To prowl in* wood or wild. His baad he afffl'd, 

* Sons of perdition ! mifcrestnts^wtth all gnHt • • 

* Familiar, and in each dire art of death « 275 

* Train'd ruthleis up : a* tigers oh their prey 

* On my defencekfs hmds thofe fiercer beafb 

* Devouring fell; nor that-feqneterM Jbftfef - - 

c xtmz 
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* That fwect reccfs, where Love and Virtue long *■ ,\ 

4 In happy league had dwelt, which War idelf *fc 

4 Beheld with fev'rence, could their fury 'fcape; 

* Defpoil'd, de&c'd, and wrapp'd in wafteful flakes : 
' For flame and rapine their containing march 

4 From hill to vale by daily ruin xnark'd, 

' So, borne by winds along, in baleful cloud, at j 

4 Embody'd locufls from the wing de&end 

* On herb, fruit, flow'r, and kill the rip'ning year i 
4 While, wafte behind, deftru&on pn their track 

* And ghaftly famine wait. My wife and child 

' He dragg'd, the rufia* dragg'd— O Heav'n ! do J» a$o 

* A man, furvive to tell it I At the hour 
4 Sacred to reft, amid Ac figks and tears 

* Of all who faw and ctirs'd his coward rage, 

* He fore'd, unpitying, from their midnight-bedy 

* By menace, or by torture, from their reals *9S 
4 My laft retreat to learn, and ftMl detains 

4 Beneath his roof 4ccufVd, that beft of wrWs, 
' Emilia ! and oar only pkdge of love, 

* My bleotohtg Theodora !— Manhood there 

* And nature bleed*-— Ah ! let not bufy thought 300 

* Search thither, but avoid the fatal coafl : 

4 Diicov'ry there, one* more my peace of mind 

* Might wreck, once more to deiperation fink 

4 My hopes in HeaVa V He faid : but, O (ad Mufe! 

Can all thy moving energy of pow'r 305 

To fhake the heart, fty fcttte th 9 arretted blood, 

With words that weep, nod ftrains that agonise* 

Can all this moqmfol magkk of thy voice 

Tell what Amyntoi feeb ! ■* O Heav'n ! art thou— 

* What have I heard ?— Attreiius ! art thou he f— 3x0, 

* Confufioni horror!— that moft wrong'd of men ! 

* And, O moft wretched tool" '4hto ! no mote, 
4 No more a father— on that fatal flood 

* Thy Theodora*-* Atthsfr wo**s1* frit* 

»* " . A deadly 
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A deadly cold ran freezing thro' his veins, 315 

And life was on the wing, her loath'd abode 
For ever to forfake. As on his way 
The traveller, from heav'n by lightning (truck, 
Is fix'd at once immoveable, his eye 

With terror glaring wild, his fti/Pning limbs 32# 

In fudden marble bound ; fo flood, fo look'd, 
The heart-fmote parent at this tale of death, 
Half utter'd, yet too plain ! No figh to rife. 
No tear had force to flow ; his fenfes all, 
Thro* all their pow'rs fufpended, and fubdu'd 325 

To chill amazement. Silence for a fpace— 
Such difmal filence faddens earth and fey 
Ere fir ft the thunder breaks— on either fide 
Fiird up this interval fevere. At laft, 

As from fome vifion that to frenzy fires 33a 

The fleeper's brain, Amyntor waking wild, 
A poniard, hid beneath his various robe, 
Drew furious forth — ' Me, me !' he cry'd, ' on me 
' Let all thy wrongs be vifited, and thus 
' My horrors end !' — then madly would have plung'd 335 

The weapons hoftile point. His lifted arm 
Aurelius, tho' with deep difmay, and dread, 
And anguifli Ihook, yet his fuperior foul 
Collecting, and refuming all himfelf, 

Seiz'd fudden ; then perufing, with ftrift eye, 340 

And beating heart, Amyntor's blooming form. 
Nor from his air or feature gath'ring aught 
To wake remembrance, thus at length befpoke : 
< O dire attempt ! who'er thou art, yet ftay 

* Thy hand felf-violent, nor thus to guilt, 345 
< < If guilt is thine, accumulating add 

* A crime that Nature fhrinks from, and to which 

* Heav'n has indulg'd no mercy. Sov'reign Judge ! 

* Shall man firft violate the law divine, " ' 

1 That plac'd him here dependent an. thy nod, . 350 

• RefignM, 
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< RefignM, unmurm'rittg, tt await his hour 

* Of fair difmiflion hence ; (hall man do this, 

* Then dare thy prefence, rum into thy fignf, 

* Red with the fin, and recent from the ftain, 

' Of unrepented blood ! Call home thy fenfe; 355 

' Know what thoii art, and Own his han<l moA juft 

4 Rewarding «r aMi&ifig. But, fay oh : 

' My foul, yet trembling at thy frantick deed, 

* Recals thy word*> recals their dire import ; 

4 They urge mtf 6ft, they bid me aflt ft© more 1 . 360 

' What wtfald % alk ? My Theodora'* fate, 

' Ah, me i is k&m too plain. Hare I then fmn'd, 

* Good Heav'n ! beyond all grace ! But (hall I blame 
« His rage of grief} and in myfelf admit 

4 It's wild excels ? Heav'n gave her to my wim ; 365 

4 That gift Heav'n has refum'd ; righteous in both : 

* For both, his providence be ever blefs'd !* 
By fhame reprefs'd, with fifing wonder filPd, 

Amyntor, flow-recovering into thought, 
Submiflive on his knee the good man's hand 370 

Grafp'd clofe, and bore with ardour to his lips. 
His eye, where ftaf, confufion, rev*rence, fpoke, 
Thro' fwelling tears, what language cannot tell, 
. Now rofe to meet, now ffiunn'd the Hermit's glance, 
Shot awful at him, till the' various rVell . 375 

Of paffion ebbing, thus he ffcult'rirtg fpoke : 
* What haft thoA dofce f why fevM a wretch unknown ? 

* Whom knowing, e'en thy goodnefs mutt abhor. 

* Miftakeh man ! the honour of thy name, 

* 'thy love, truth, duty, afl muft be my fees. 380 

* I am— ~Aurelius ! turn that look afide, 

* That brow of terror, while this wretch can fay, 
4 Abhorrent lay, he is — Forgive me, Heav'n ! 

4 Forgive the',- Virtue ! if If would renounce 

4 Whom Natote Bids me : rev , renee~-by her bond, 38$ 

* Rolando's fenV ty fottt m*re fatred ties, 

Hh 'As 
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* As to his crimes an alien to his Wood; 

' For crimes like his ' *. 

* Rolando's fon ! Juft Heav'n ! 

' Ha ! here, and in my pow'r ! A war of thoughts, , 390 

* All terrible, ariiing, (hakes my frame 

* With doubtful conflid.:SBy one ftroke to reach 
€ The father's heart, thb' leas are fpread between, 

« Were great revenge!— Away! Revenge? on whom? 

* Alas ! on my own foul ; by rage betray'd 395 
' E'en to the crime my reaibn moft condemns 

* In him who ruin'd me !' Deep-movM he fpoke, 
And his own poniard o'er the proftrate youth 
Sufpended held; but as the welcome blow, 

With arms difplay'd, Amyntor.fecm'd to court, 400 

Behold, in fudden confluence gath'ring round. 

The natives flood, whom kindnefs hither drew, . . . 

The man unknown with each relieving aid 

Of love and care, as ancient rites ordain. 

To fuccour and to ferve. Before them came 405 

Montano, venerable fage! whofe head . ■ ., 

The hand of Time with twenty winter's fnow 

Had Ihower'd, and. to whofe intelle&ual eye 

Futurity, behind her cloudy veil, 

Stands in fair light difcios'd. Him, after paufe, 410 

Aurelius drew apart, and in his care 

Amyntor plac'd, to lodge him and fecure; 

To fave him from himfelf, as 011$ with gijef . / - 

Tempeftuous, and with rage, diftemper'd deep : 

This done, nor waiting for reply, alone 415 

He fought the vale, and his calm cottage gain'd* ' 

C A If Tt) III. 

\\T HERE Kilda's foa thera hills their fummit lift 

With triple fork to heaven, the mounted fun 

Full, from the midmoft, (hot in dazzling ftream ■ ' 

1 His 
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His noon-title ray : and now, in lowing train, 

Were feen flow-pacing weftward o'er the vale, 5 

The milky mothers, foot purfuing foot. 

And nodding as thy move, their oozy meal, 

The bitter healthful herbage of the fhore, 

Around it's rocks to graze * ; for, ftrange to tell ! 

The hour of ebb, tho* ever varying found, io 

As yon pale planet wheels from day to day 

Her courfe inconftant, their fure inftindt feels, 

Intelligent of times, by Heav'n's own Jiand, 

To all it's creatures equal in it's care, 

Unerring mov'd. Thefe figns obferv'd, that guide 15 

To labour and repofe a ample race, 

Thefe native figns to due repaft at noon, 

Frugal and plain, had warh'd the temp'rate ifle, 

All but Aibelius : he, unhappy man ! 

By Nature's voice folicited in vain, 20 

Nor hour obferv'd, nor due repaft partook. 

The child no more ! the mother's fate untold ! 

Both in black profpeft rifing to his eye : 

'Twas anguifh there ; 'twas here diftra&ing doubt ! 

Yet after long and painful conflict borne, 25 

Where nature, reafon, oft the doubtful fcale 

Inclin'd alternate, fummoning each aid 

That virtue lends, and o'er each thought infirm 

Superior riling, in the might of Him 

Who ftrength from weaknefs, as from darknefs light, 30 

Omnipotent can draw, again refign'd, 

Again he facrinVd to HeavVs high will 

Each foothing weaknefs of a parent's breaft, 

* The cows often feed on the alga marina, and they can diftlngui/h exactly 
the tide of ebb from the tide of flood, though, at the fame time, they are not 
within view of the (bore. When the tide has ebbed about two hours, then 
they ftcer their courfe directly to the neareft more, in their ufual order, one 
after another. I had occafion to make this obfervation thirteen times in one 
week* Martin's Weftern Ifles of Scotland, p. 156. 

H h 2 The 
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The figh foft mem'yy prompts, the tender tear,. 

That ftreaming b*er an objeft lov'd and loft 3 J 

With mournful magick tortures and delights. 

Relieves us whfle it's fweet oppreffion loads, 

And by admitting, blunts t)\e fHng of woe. 

As reafonthus the mental Harm feren'd, 
And thro* the dark nefs ibot her fun-bright ray 4a 

That ftrengthens while it chears, behold from fair 
Amyntor flow approaching ! Qft his, front 
O'er each funk feature forrow had diifos'd 
Attra&ion fweetly fad : his nobis port, 
. Majeflick in diftrefs, Aurelius mark'd ; 45 

And, unrefifting, felt his boibm flow 
With focial foftnefs. Straight before the doofc 
Of his mofs-fdver'd cell they fate them dowq 
In counterview ; and thus the youth began, ; 

* With patient ear, with calm attention, mark JQ 

' Amyntqr's ftory ; then, as Juftice fees, 
c On either hand her equal balance weigh, 

* Abfolve him or condemn. But, oh ! may I 

* A father's name, when truth forbids to pratfe* 

' Unblam'd pronounce ! that name to ev'ry fpn . 55 

* By Heav'n made facred, and by Nature's hand* 

* With honour, duty, love, her triple pale, 

€ Fenc'd ftrongly round, to bar the rude approach 

* Of each irrev'rent thought ! — Thefe eyes, alas I 

' The curs'd effe&s of fanguinary zeal $0 

* Too near beheld, it's madnefs how extreme, 

' How blind it's fury ! by the prompting prieft, 
' Each tyrant's ready inftrument of ill, 

* Train'd on to holy mifchief : fcene abhorr'd ! 

* Fell Cruelty let loofe in Mercy's name ; $g 

* Intolerance, while o'er the free-born mind 

€ Her heavieft chains were caft, her iron fcourge 
c Severeft hung, yet daring to appeal 

* That Pow'r whofe law is meeknefs, and for dwds 

' < That 
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f That outrage H^av'n, belying HeavV* command! 70 

' Flexile of will, misjudging, tho' fincere, 

* Rolando caught t)ie fpread infe&ion, plung'd 

* Implicit into guih, and headlong urg'd 
f. His courfe ijnjuft to violence and rage ; 

' Unmanly rage ! when nor the charm divine ,jrj 

* Of beauty, nor the matron's facred age, 

f Secure from wrongs, could innocence fecurflj 
« Found rey'rence pr dUUnSion ; yet, fuftain'd 

* By confcious worth within, the matcJ4efs pair 

f Their threaf'ning fate, imprifonment, and fcorn, So 

* And death denounced, unihrinking, unfubdu'4 
f To murmur or complaint, fuperior bore, 

' With patient hope, with fortitude reiign'd, 

f Not built on pride, not courting vain applaule ; 

' But calmly confUnt, without effort great, Sj 

* What Reafon dictates, and what Heav'n approve?, 
'But how proceed, Aurelius i in what founds 

* Of gracious cadence, of afluafiye pow'r, 
' My farther ftory cloath i O could I Heal 

' From Harmony her fofteft-warbled drain. .90 

t Of melting air, or Zephyr's vernal voice, 
' Or Philomela's fang, when love di/Tolves 

* To liquid blandishment his ev'ning lay, 

'■ All nature £niling round! then might I fpeak \ 

< Then might Amyntor, unoffending, tell 95 

' How unperceiv'd and fecret thro' his breaft^ 

' As morning rifes o'er the midnight (hade, 

* What firft was ow'd humanity to both^ 
f Affifting piety and tender thought, 

f Grew fwift and filent into love for one ; iqq 

' My fole offence— rif love can then offend, 
f When virtue lights, and rev'rcnce guards it's flame, 
' O Theodora ! who thy world of charms, 

* That foul of fweetnefs, that foft glow of youth, 

5 Warm on thy cheels, and beaming from thine eye, 105 

* Unmov'd 
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' Unmov'd could fee ! that dignity of cafe, 
' That grace of air, by happy nature thine ! 

* For all in thee was native ; from within 

' Spontaneous flowing, as fome equal flxeam 

' From it's unfailing fource ! and then, too, feen no 

* In milder lights ; by Sorrow's (hading hand 
' Touch'd into pow'r more exquifitely (oft, 

4 By tears adorn'd, intender'd by diftrefs. 

4 O fweetnefs without name ! when Love looks on 

* With Pity's melting eye, that to the foul 115 
' Endears, ennobles, her whom Fate affli&s, 

* Or Fortune leaves unhappy ! paffion then 

* Refines to virtue ; then a purer train 

* Of heav'n-infpir'd emotions, undebas'd 

4 By felf-regard, or thought of due return, 1 2a 

* The breaft expanding, all it's pow'rs exalt 

* To emulate what Reafon boft conceives 

* Of love celeftial, whofe prevenient aid 

' Forbids approaching ill, or gracious draws, 

' When the lone heart with anguifh inly bleeds, 125 

* From pain it's iHng, it's bitternefs from woe ! 
' By this plain courtlhip of the honed heart 

* To pity mov'd, at length my pleaded vows 

* The gentle maid, with unrelu&ant ear, 

* Would oft admit ; would oft endearing crown 13^ 

* With fmiles of kind alien t, with looks that fpoke, 

* In blufhing foftnefs, her chafte bofom touch'd 
4 To mutual love. O Fortune'-* faireft hour ! 

4 O fcen, but not enjoy 'd ; juft hail'd, and loft 

* It's llatt'ring brightnefs ! Theodora's form, 135 
' Event unfear'd ! had caught Rolando's* eye ; 

* And Love, (if wild Defire, of Fancy born, 

* By furious pailions nurs'd, that facred name 

' Profanes not) Love his (hibborn breaft diflblv'd 

' To tranfient goodncls. But my thought fhrinks back, 140 

' Rclu&ant to proceed : and filial awe, 

' With 
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* With pious hand, would o'er a parent's crime 
4 The veil of filence and oblivious night 

* Permitted throw. His impious fuit repell'd, 

* Aw'd from her eye, and from her lip fevere 145 
< DaftVd with indignant fcorn each harbour'd thought 

* Of foft emotion, or of focial fenfe, 

' Love, pity, kindnefs, alien t6 a foul 

9 That bigot rage embofoms, fled at once, 

' And all the f&vage re-aflum'd his breaft. 150 

« 'Tis juft !" he cry'd ; " who thus invites difdain, 

** Deferves repulfe; he who, by flave-like arts, 

" Would meanly fteal what force may nobler take, 

" And, greatly daring, dignify the deed : 

" When next we meet, our mutual blulh to fpare, 155 

" Thine from diflemblnig, from bafe flatt'ry mine, 

" Shall be my care." This threat, by brutal fcorn 

* Keen'd and imbitter'd, terrible to both, 

« To one proved fatal. Silent-wafting grief, 

' The mortal worm that on Emilia's frame 160 

' Had prey'd unfeen, now deep thro' all her pow'rs 

* It's poifen fpread, and kill'd their vital growth* 

* Sick'ning, flie funk beneath this double weight 

* Of fhame and horror.— Dare J yet proceed? 

' Aurelius ! O moil injur 'd of mankind ! 165 

' Shall yet my tale, exafperating, add 

* To woe new anguiih ! and to grief defpair ! 
' She is no more !'— — 

' O Providence fevere !' 

Aurelius fmote his breaft, and groaning cry'd ; 170 

But curb'd a fecond groan, repell'd the voice 
Of froward grief, and to the Will Supreme, 
In jufhce awful, lowly bending his, 
5 Nor ugh, nor murmur, nor repining plaint, 
By all the war of Nature tho' aflail'd* 175 

Efcap'd his lips. ' What ! ihall we from HeavVs grace 

* With life receiving fcappinefs, our (hare 

• Of 
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• Of ill refufe ? and are affli&ions aaght 

• But mercies in difguife ? th* alternate cup, 

• M'-d : cinal tho' bitter, and prepared l8o 

• By Love's own hand for falutary ends. 
'But, were they ills indeed, can fond complaint 

• Arrcft tji.~ wing of time > Can grief command 
' This no..- -Jay fun to roll his flaming orb 

' Back to yon eaftern coaft, and bring again 185 

• The hours of yeftcrday ? or from the womb 
' Of that unfounded deep the bury'd corfe 

' To light and life reilore ? Blefs'd pair ! farewd ! 

• Yet, yet a few fhort days of erring grief, 

• Of human fondnefs fighing in the breait, v loo 
' And forrow is no more. — Now, gentle youth I 

' And let me call thee fon, (for, O that name 

• Thy faith, thy friendship, thy true portion borne 

• Of pains for me, too fadly have deferv'd!) 

' On with thy tale : 'tis mine when Heav'n aflli&s 195 

' To hearken and adore.* The patient man 
Thus fpoke. Amyntor thus his flory clos'd : 
' As dumb with anguifh round the bed of death 

• Weeping we knelt, to mine (he faintly rais'd 

• Her clofing eyes, then fixing, in cold gaze, foo 
'On Theodora's face — " O fave my child !'* 

' She faid ; and, fhrinking from her pillow, flept 

• Without a groan, a pang ! In hallow'd earth 
' I faw her ihrouded ; bade eternal peace 

4 Her fliadc receive ; and, with the trueft tears 2*03 

• AfFcltion ever wept, her dull bedew'd. 

4 What then rcmain'd for honour or for love ? 
' What, but that fcene of violence to fly, 

• With guilt profan'd, and terrible with death j 

• Rolando's fatal roof. Late at the hour, aic 
f When made and filcnce o'er this nether orb 

4 With drowxicft influence reign, the waining mdOfl 

• Ai'cchdiu" mournful in the midnigjit fphere, 

• On 
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c On that drear (pot, within whofe cavern'd womb 

* Emilia fleeps, and by the turf that veils 215 
' Her honour'd clay, alone and kneeling there 

' I found my Theodora ! thrilFd with awe, 

' With facred terror, which the time, the place, 

* Pour'd on us, fadly-folemn, I too bent 

' My trembling knee, and lock'd in her's my hand 220 

* Acrofs her parent's grave. — e€ By this dread fcene ! 
" By night's pale regent ! by yon glorious train 

t( Of ever-moving fires that round her burn ! 

" By Death's dark empire ! by the flieeted duft 

" That once was man, now mould'ring here below ! 225 

" But chief by her's, at whofe nocturnal tomb 

" Rev'rent we kneel ! and by her nobler part, 

" Th' unbody'd fpirit hov'ring near, perhaps 

€€ As witnefs to our vows ! nor time, nor chance, 

" Nor aught but Death's inevitable hand, 230 

'* Shall e'er divide our loves !" — I led her thence, 

€ To where, fafe ftation'd in a fecret bay, 

* Rough of defcent, and brown with pendent pines 
c That murmur'd to the gale, our bark was moorM. 

c We fail'd : But, 6 my father J can I fpeak 235 

' What yet remains ! Yon ocean, black with ftorm, 
c It's ufelefs fails rent from the groaning pine ! 

* The fpeechlefs crew aghaft ! and that loft fair ! 
c Still, fHll I fee her ! feel her heart pant thick ! 

* And hear her voice, in ardent vows to Heav'n 240 
' For me alone preferr'd ! as on my arm 

' Expiring, linking with her fears, (he hung! 

* I kifs'd her pale cold cheek ; with tears adjur'd, 

* And won at laft with fums of profFer'd gold, 

' The boldeft mariners this precious charge 245 

' Inftant to fave, and in the fkiff fecur'd, 

* Their oars acrofs the foamy flood to ply 

' With unremitting arm. I then prepar'd 
' To follow her.— That moment from the deck 

I i « A fea 
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' A fea fwell'd o'er, and plung'd me in the gulph \ 25* 

' Nor me alone ; it's broad and billowing fweep 

* Muft have involv'd her too. Myfterious Heav'n ! 

* My fatal love on her devoted head 

€ Drew down — it muft be fo ! — the judgment due 

€ To me and mine; or was Amy n tor fav'd 255 

c For it's whole quiver of remaining wrath ! 

€ For dorms more fierce ! for pains of iharper fting! 

€ And years of death to come !' — Nor farther voice 

Nor flowing tear his high-wrought grief fupply'd ; 

With arms outfpread, with eyes in hopelefs gaze 26* 

To heav'n uplifted, motionlefs and mute 

He flood, the mournful femblance of defpair. 

The lamp of day, tho' from mid-noon declin'd, 
Still flaming with full ardour, fhot on earth 
Oppreffive brightnefs round, till in foft fteam, 265 

From Ocean's bofom his light vapours drawn, 
With grateful intervention o'er the fky 
. Their veil diffufive fpread, the fcene abroad 
Soft-fhadowing, vale and plain and dazzling hill. 
Aurelius with his gueft the wcftern cliff 270 

Afcending flow, beneath it's marble roof, 
From whence in double ftream a lucid fource 
RolPd founding forth, and where with dewy wing 
Frefh breezes play'd, fought refuge and repofe, 
Till cooler hours arife. The fubje& ifle 2 75 

Her village capital, where Health and Peaee 
Are tutelary gods, her fmall domain 
Of arable and pafture, vein'd with ftreams 
That branching bear refrefhful moifture on 
To field and mead ; her ftraw-roof 'd temple rood, 2S0 

Where Piety, not Pride, adoring kneels; 
Lay full in view : from fcene to fcene around 
Aurelius gaz'd, and fighing, thus began. 

' Not we alone ; alas ! in ev 9 ry clime 
' The human race are fons of fo/row born; 285 

• Heirs 
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' Heirs of tranfmitted labour and difeafe, 

* Of pain and grief, from fire to fon derived, 

' All have their mournful portion ; all muft bear 

* Th' impos'd condition of their mortal ftate, 

« Viciffitude of fufPring. Call thine eye 29© 

* Where yonder vale, Amyn tor, floping fpreads i 
*■ Full to the noon-tide beam it's primrofe lap, 

' From hence due eaft.' Amyntor look'd, and faw, 
Not without wonder at a fight fo ftrange, 
Where thrice three females, earneft each, and arm'd 29J 

With rural inftruments, the foil prepared 
For future harveft. Thefe the trenchant fpadc, 
To turn the mould, and break th' adhefive clods, 
Employ'd afliduous ; thofe, with equal pace, 
And arm alternate, ftrew'd it's frefli lap white 300 

With fruitful Ceres ; while, in train behind, 
Three more th' incumbent harrow heavy on 
O'er-labour'd drew, and clos'd the toilfome talk. 
' Behold !* Aurelius thus his fpeech renew'd, 

* From that foft fex, too delicately fram'd 305 
' For toils like thefe, the tafk of rougher man, 

s What yet neceflity demands fevere. 

* Twelve funs have purpled thefe encircling hills 
< With orient beams, as many nights along 

' Their dewy fummits drawn th' alternate veil jto 

' Of darknefs, Jlnce, in unpropitious hour, 

' The hufbands of thofe widow'd mates, who now 

' For both muft labour, launch'd, in queft of food, 

4 Their ifland-fltiff advent'rous on the deep : 

* Them,' while the fweeping net fecure they plung'd 315 
g The finny race to fnare, whofe foodful fhoals 

' Each creek and bay innumerable croud, 

* As annual on from more to more they move 
4 In wat*ry caravan ; them, thus intent, 

' Dark from the fouth a guft of furious wing, 320 

' Upfpringing, drove to fea, and left in tear* 

I i 2 « This 
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' This little world of brothers and of friends ! 

'But when, at eV'ning hour, disjointed planks, 

' Borne on the furging tide, and broken oars, 

c To fight, with fatal certainty, reveal'd 325 

c The wrecff before furmis'd, one gen'ral groan 

' To heav'n afcending, fpoke the gen'ral breaft 

* With (harped anguifh pierc'd. Their ceafelefa plaint, 

* Thro* thefe hoarfe rocks on this refounding fhorc, 

4 At morn was heard ; at midnight too, were feen, 330 

' Difcon folate on each chill mountain's height 

' The mourners fpread, exploring land and fea 

' With eager gaze ; till from yon lefler ifle, 

f Yon round of mofs-clad hills, Borera nanVd, 

' Full north, behold ! above the foaring lark 335 

' It's dizzy cliffs afpire, hung round and white 

' With curling mills — at laft, from yon hoar hills, 

' Inflaming the brown air with fudden blaze 

' And ruddy undulation, thrice three fires, 

' Like meteors waving in a moonlcfs fky, 340 

' Our eyes, yet unbelieving, faw diftinft, 

' Succeflive kindled, and from night to night 

' Rcnew'd continuous, joy, with wild excefs, 

' Took her gay turn to reign ; and Nature now 

' From rapture wept ; yet ever and anon 34.5 

* By fad Conjecture damp'd, and anxious thought, 

* How from yon rocky prifon to releafe 

* Whom the deep fea immures (their only boat 
€ Deflroy'd) and whom th* inevitable fiege 

« Of hu.igcr ;:iu(t afTault. — But hope fuftains 350 

4 Th? human heart \ and now their faithful wives, 

' With love-taught (kill, and vigour not their own, 

' On yonder field th* autumnal year prepare *.' 

* The Author who relates this ftory adds, that the produce of grain that 
fcafon was the moft plentiful tbey had fcen for many yeare before* Vide 
Martin's Dcfcription of the Wcftcrn Jfles of Scotland, p. z86. 

Amyntor, 
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Amyntor, who the tale diftrefsful heard 
With fympathizing forrow on himfelf, 355 

On his feverer fate, now pond'ring deep, 
Rapt by fad thought the hill unheeding left, 
And reach'd, with fwerving ftep, the diftant ftrand. 
Above, around, in cloudy circles wheel'd, 
Or failing level on the polar gale 360 

That cool with ev'ning rofe, a thoufand wings, 
The fummer nations of thefe pregnant cliffs, 
Play'd fportive round, and to the fun outfpread 
Their various plumage, or in wild notes hail'd 
His parent-beam that animates and chears 365 

All living kinds : he, glorious from amidft 
A pomp of golden clouds, th' Atlantick flood 
Beheld oblique, and o'er it's azure breaft 
Wav'd one unbounded blufh ; a fcene to ftrike 
Both ear and eye with wonder and delight ! 370 

But, loft to outward fenfe, Amyntor pafs'd 
Regardlefs on, thro' other walks convey'd 
Of baleful profpeft, which pale Fancy rais'd 
IncefTant to herfelf, and fabled o'er 

With darkeft night, meet region for defpair ! 3^5 

Till northward, where the rock it's fea-wanYd bafe 
Projects athwart, and (huts the bounded fcene, 
Rounding it's point, he rais'd his eyes, and faw, 
At diftance faw, defcending on the more, 
Forth from their anchor'd boat, of men unknown 380 

A double band, who by their geftures ftrange 
There fix'd with wond'ring ; for at once they knelt 
With hands upheld ; at once to Heav'n, as feem'd, 
One gen'ral hymn pour'd forth of vocal praife ; 
Then flowly rifing, forward mov'd their fteps : 385; 

Slow as they mov'd, behold ! amid the train, 
On either fide fupported, onward came, 
Pale, and of piteous look, a peniive maid, 
As one by wafting ficknefs fore afTail'd, ' 

Or 
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Or plung'd in grief profound. « Oh ! all ye Powers I 9 $y&- 
Amyntor, ftartling, cry'd, and mot his foul 
In rapid glance before him on her face : 

* Illufion I no, it cannot be. My blood 

* Runs chill ; xny feet are rooted here ! and, fee ! 

* To mock my hopes, it wears her gracious form ! 595 

* The fpirits who this ocean wafte and wild 

* Still hover round, or walk thefe ifles unfeen, 
' Prefenting oft in pi£ur'd vifion flrange 

' The dead or abfent, have yon fhape adorn'd 

* So like my love, of unfubftantial air, ^.o# 
« Embody'd, featur'd it with all her charms ! 

* And, lo ! behold, it's eyes are fix'd on mine 

' With gaze tranfported! — Ha ! lhe faints ! ihe falls !* 

He ran, he flew ! his clafping arms receiv'd 

Her finking weight : ' O earth, and air, and fca ! 405 

* 'Tis fhe I 'tis Theodora ! Pow'r Divine, 

' Whofe goodnefs knows no bound, thy hand is here, 

* Omnipotent in mercy I' As he fpoke, - 
Adown his cheek, thro' fhiv'ring joy and doubt, 

The tear fall-falling ftream'd. « My love ! my life ! 410 

* Soul of my wifhes ! fav'd beyond all faith ! 

* Return'd to life and me ! — O fly, my friends ; 
' Fly, and from yon tranflucent fountain bring 

* The living ftream! — Thou dearer to my foul 

' Than all the fumlefs wealth this fea entombs/ 415 

* My Theodora ! yet awake ; 'tis I* 

* 'Tis poor Amyntor calls thee!' At that name, 
That patent name, her fpirit from the verge 

Of death recalled, ihe, trembling, rais'd her eyes ; 
Trembling, his neck with eager grafp entwin'd, 420 

And murmur'd out his name, then funk again ; 
Then fwoon'd upon his bofom, thro' excefs 
Of blifs unhop'd, too mighty for her frame* 
The rofe-bud thu9> that to the beams ferene 

Of 
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Of morning glad unfolds her tender charms, 425 

Shrinks and expires beneath the noon-day blaze. 

Moments of dread fufpenfe — but foon to ceafe ! 
For now, while on her face thefe men unknown 
The ftream, with cool afperfion, bufy call, 
His eyes beheld, with wonder and amaze, 43 a 

Beheld in them, his friends ! th' advent'rous few, 
Who bore her to the fkiff ! whofe daring fkill 
Had fav'd her from the deep ! As o'er her cheek 
Rekindling life, like morn, it's light diffus'd 
In dawning purple, from their lips he learn'd 435 

How to yon ifle, yon round of mofs-clad hills, 
B or era nam'd, before the iempeft borne, 
Thefe iflanders, thrice three, then prifon'd there, 
(So Heav'n ordain'd) with utmoft peril run, 
With toil invincible, from (helve and rock 440 

Their boat preferv'd, and to this happy coaft 
It's prow directed fafe. He heard no more ; 
The reft already known, his ev'ry fenfe, 
His full-collected foul, on her alone 

Was £x'd, was hung enraptur'd, while thefe founds, 445 

This voice, as of an angel, pierc'd his ear. , 

* Amyntorl O my life's recover'd hope ! 
€ My foul's defpair and rapture ! — Can this be ! 
' Am I on earth ; and do thefe arms indeed 
' Thy real form infold ?— Thou dreadful deep ! 450 

' Ye mores unknown ! ye wild -impending hills ! 
' Dare I yet truft my. fenfe ! — O yes, 'tis he ! 
' 'Tis he himfelf ! My eyes, my bounding heart, 
' Confefs their living lord ! What mail I fay ! 

* How vent the boundlefs tranfport that expands 455 
' My lab 'ring thought! th' unutterable blifs, 

' Joy, wonder, gratitude, that pain to death 

* The breafl they charm ! — Amyntor ! O fupport 
c This iwimming brain ; I would not now be torn 

' Again from life and thee, nor caufe thy heart 460 

' A fecond 
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' A fecond pang \ f At this dilated high 

The fwell of joy, mod fatal where it's force 

Is felt moll exquifite, a timely vent 

Now found, and broke in tender dews away 

Of heart-relieving tears. As o'er it's charge, 465 

With fhelt'ring wing, folicitoufly good, 

The guardian Genius hovers ; fo the youth, 
, On her lov'd face affiduous and alarm'd, 

In filent fondhefs dwelt, while all his foul 
v With trembling tendernefs of hope and fear 470 

Pleafingly pain'd, was all employ'd for her ; 

The rous'd emotions warring in her breaft, 

Attemp'ring, to compofe, and gradual fit 

For farther, joy her foft impreffive frame. 

* O happy ! tho' as yet thou know'ft not half 47$ 

* The blifs that waits thee ! But, thou gentle mind, 

* Whofe figh is pity, and whofe fmile is love, 
' For all who joy or forrow, arm thy breaft 

* With that beft temp'rai\ce, which from fond exce(s, 

* When rapture lifts to dang'rous height it's powers, 480 

* Reflective guards/ Know then — and let calm thought 
c On wonder wait — fafe refug'd in this ifle, 

' Thy godlike father lives ! and, lo ! — but curb, 

* Reprefs the tranfport that o'erheaves thy heart ; 

* 'Tis he — look yonder — he, whofe rev'rend fteps 485 

* The mountain's fide defcend!' Abrupt from his 
, Her hand flic drew ; and, as on wings upborne, 

Shot o'er the fpace between. He favv, he knew, 

Aftonifh'd knew, before him, on her knee, 

His Theodora ! To his arms he rais'd 490 

The loft, lov'd fair, and in his bofcm prefs'd. 

* My father!' — * O my child!' at once they cry'd; 
Nor more : the reft extatick filence fpoke ; 

And Nature from her innfoft feat of knie 

Beyond all utt'rance mov'd. On this blefs'd fcene, 495 

Where emulous in either bofom ftrove 

Adoring 
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Adoring gratitude, earth, ocean, air, 
Around with foft'ning afpecl feem'd to fmile, 
And Heav'n, approving, look'd delighted down. 

Nor theirs alone this blifsful hour ; the joy', 500 

With inftant flow, from fhore to fhore along 
DifFufive ran, and all th* exulting ifle 
About the new-arriv'd was pour'd abroad, . 
To hope long loft ! by miracle regained ! 
In each plain bofom Love and Nature wept; 505 

While each a fire, a hufband, or a friend, 
Embracing, held and kifs'd. 
Now, while the fong, 
The choral hymn, in wildly-warbled notes, 
What Nature dictates when the full heart prompts, 510 

Bed harmony, their grateful fouls effus'd 
Aloud to Heav'n, Montano, rev'rend feer ! 
(Whofe eye prophetick, far thro* Time's abyfs, 
Could (hoot it's beam, and there the births of Fate, 
Yet immature, and in their caufes hid, 51^ 

Illumin'd fee) a fpace abftracled flood ; 
His frame with fhiv'ry horror ftirr'd, his eyes 
From outward vifion held, and all the man 
Entranced in wonder at th' unfolding fcene, 
On fluid air, as in a mirror feen, * 52* 

And glowing radiant to his mental fight. 

* They fly !' he cry'd ; • they melt in air away, 
' The clouds that long fair Albion's heav'n o'ercaft ! 

* With tempeft delug'd, or with flame devour'd, 

* Her drooping plains ; while dawning rofy round 52 j 

* A purer morning lights up all her ikies ! 

* He comes ! behold, the Great Deliv'rer comes ! 
' Immortal William ! borne triumphant on, 

* From yonder orient, o'er propitious feas, 

' White with the fails of his unnumber'd fleet, 53* 

* A floating foreft, ftretch'd from fhore to fhore ! 
« See ! with fpread wing Britannia's Genius flies 

K k * Before 
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Before his prow, commands the fpeedbg gakt 

To waft him on, and o'er the hero 9 ! head, 

Inwreath'd with olive, bean the laurel crows ; ; $35 

Blefs'd emblem, peace with liberty resWd I 

And, hark! from either ftrand, whkh nations bidf, '* 

To welcome in true Freedom's day renew*d. 

What thunders of acclaim !— Aurelius ! ma* 

By Heav'n belovM, thou, too, that fared fu 549 

Shalt live to hail ; flult warm thee in his mine I 

I fee thee on the flowery lap diffused f 

Of thy lov'd vale, amid a fmiling race 

From this blefs'd pair to fpring; whoa equal faith. 

And equal fondnefs, in foft league mail hold 54J 

From youth to reverend age, the calmer hours 

Of thy lafl day to fweeten and adorn, 

Thro' life thy comfort, and in death thy crown I 9 



L A U R A 1 

oa» 
THE COMPLAINT. 

A N E L E C Y. 
BY DR. MARRIOTT. 

YE groves, with venerable moft array'd, 
That o'er yon caverns ftretch your pendent (had*, ' 
Where facred Silence lulls the rural vale, 
And Love in whifpers tells his tender tale;' 
Ye lonely rocks ; ye ftreams that ever flow, a 
Still as my tears, and conftant as my woe 1 
To you, behold, the wretched Laura flies, * . 

And haunts thofe feats from whence her farrows Jrifc ; 

^yAcrc 
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Where, loft to lpve> how often his fee ftrayM ! 

When the fond lorer led his blufhing maid, 

When his foft lips, ' too eloquent his art, 

PonrM the warm with, and breath'd out all Us heart ( 

Ah, once brtt feats 1 your pleating fcenes arc o'er, 
Nor can yon charm, fincc he can love no more ; 
' Tho' fmile your lawns with vernal glories crown'd, 
In vain gay Nature paints th* enameH'd ground; 
While thro' joor folitary paths I rove, 
A prey to grief, to ficknefs y and to love. 
Tho' gentle zephyrs fen the bending bowers, 
Tho' breathes the ntcenfe of your opening flowers, 
N<5r opening flowers, nor gentle zephyrs charm, 
Nor beauteous fcenes a grief like mine di&rm : 
Fade every flower, -and languiih ev'ry fenfe, 
Ye have no fweets for fallen innocence ! 

Torn by remorfe, fad viAim of defpair, 
Where (hall I turn ? or where addrefs my prayer ? 
Far as the morn it's early beam difplays, 
Or where the ftar of evening darts it's rays ; 
Far as wide earth i» ftretch'd, or oceans roll, 
Where blow the winds, or heaven invefts the pole. 
In vain my fluttering foul would wing it's way ; 
Stern Care purines, where'er the wretched ftray. 

Soft God of Sleep, whole ever-peaceful reign 
Lulls earth, and heav'n, and al| th' extended main, 
Powerful to give the. labouring heart to reft, 
To wipe the tear, and heal the wounded breaft. 
Say, by what crime offended, flies from me, 
Invok'd, thy unpropitious deity ? 
Or dooms, on racks of wildeft Fancy torn, 
In dreams, my agonizing foul to mourn ? 
Why am I oft on angry billows tofi'd, 
Now in fome wide and dreary defart loft? 
Why yet in life infernal tortures feel, 
Bound by fierce demons to fome rapid wheel ? 

K k 2 Now 
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Now feem to climb, while hills on hills arife, 
In vain ; or fall in tempefb from the ikies : 
Tread burning plains, or fwim in feas of fire, 
J uft: reach the fhore, then fee the more retire ! 
As oft, dear youth ! thy pleafmg form appears; 
I ftretch my amis, and wake diflblv'd in tears ; 
Yet waking Fancy all that lofs fqpplies, 
And ftill I view thee with a lover's eyes ; 
Entranced in thought, o'er all thy charms I gaze, 
See thy bright eyes diffufe their fofteft rays, 
Hang on thy hand, and on thy breaft reclk'd, . 
Play with thy locks that waver with the wind ; 
v Joy in thy joy, or in thy forrows join, 
And on thy lips my fpirit mix with thine. 
Now o'er dark wilds or rugged rocks we (tray, 
Love lights the gloom* and fmooths the dreary way ; 
Now on foft banks- bur weary limbs repofe, 
Where every flower of vernal beauty glows ; 
But light as air, each plcafing vifion flew, 
Swift as the fun difpels the morning dew ; 
While with the day returns the fenfe of woe :■ 
We wake more wretched when the cheat we know. 

Imagination ! miftrefs of the foul, 
What powers, unfeen the active mind controul ? 
And fill the waving thought, or bufy fleep ? 
Where not a breeze difturbs the tranquil deep, 
Nor lofty pines thro' all the foreft move, 
Why flir the motions of refiftlefs love ? 

Urg'd by the golden morn, the night recedes, 
And year to year in changeful courfe fucceeds ; 
Nor night, nor mom, nor years to me reftore 
The peace which Laura's heart poflefs'd before ; 
Involv'd in clouds one darkfome fcene I view; 
Bleed the fame wo u rids, and all my pains renew. 

O boaft of Laura's long-forgotten praife ! 
Paft are the triumphs of my happier days, 



Whea 
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When prac'd fu£rem? on Beauty's radiant throne, 
I faw with confcioui pride each heart my own ;. 
Where'er I turn'd, a thoufand nymphs admir'd ; 
Whene'er I fmil'd, a thoufand fwains expir'd : 
I fpoke, 'twas mufick dwelt upon my tongue; 
I mov'd a gpddefs, and an angel fung. 
My carelefs fteps in joys were taught to rove ; 
Each voice was flattery, and each look was love; 
But Beauty's power, too mighty long to laft, 
Fled on the wings of rapid time, is paft t 

As fome proud veffiel to the profperous gale 
Her ftreamer waves, and fpreads the filken fail, 
While filver oars, to flutes foft breathing, fweep, 
With meafur'd ftrokes, the fcarcely heaving deep ; 
But foon tempefluous clouds the fcene deform, 
And the loud furge remurmurs to the ftorm : 
Thus big with hope, from dark fufpicion free, 
I fail'd with transport on Life's fummer fea ; 
The gay attendants of my happy Hate, 
The Smiles, the Graces round were feen to wait, 
And all the moments, as they fwiftly flew, 
Shower'd down foft joys, and pleafures ever new- 
How chang'd this fleeting image of a day ! 
How fets in awful gloom the ev'ning ray ! 
While, fix'd on earth her eye in fad fufpenfe, 
Pours the deep figh^ inceflant Penitence. 

If youthful charms decay with age or pain, 
Beauty, thy crouded worfhippers how vain ! 
Why then fuch crowds of incenfe round afcend ? 
Why proftrate monarchs a^thy altars bend ? 
Why earth's and ocean's mighty bounds explore 
At once to win thee, and increafe thy power i 
Let fad example Reafon's di&ates aid ! 
Here fee what ruin grief and love have made ; 
E'en Love, who lives by Beauty's fmiles carefs'd, 
Balks in her eyes, and wantons on her breafr, 

Witk 
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With cruel force the fatal (haft employs, 
And fboneft what he moft adores deftroys. 

How cold I feel life's idle current flow, 
Where once the dancing fpirits lov'd to glow f 
No more thefe eyes with youthful rapture mine, 
Nor cheeks foft blufhing fpeak a warmth divine ; 
Graceful no more amid the feftive dance 
My fteps with eafy dignity advance, 
And all the gloffy locks, whole ringlets fpread, 
O'er my fair neck, the honours of my head, 
Ceafe the neat labours, of my hand to know ; 
IB fuits the care of elegance with woe i 

Why did not Nature, when me gave to charm 
With unrelenting pride my bofom arm ? . :; / 

Why was my foul it's tender pity taught, ♦•■■;. 

Each foft afFe&ion, and each generous thought? ... \ 

Hence fpring my forrows, hence with fighs I prove 
How feeble woman, and how fierce is love I I 

In unavailing ftreams my tears are fhed ; 
Sad Laura's blifs is with Lorenzo fled. 
For thee, falfe youth, was every joy refign'd, • 

Young health, fweet peace, and innocence of mind ? 
Are thefe the conflant vows thy toifgue profefs'd, 
When firft thy arms my yielding beauties prefe'd t 
Thus did thy kiis difpel my empty fears, 
Or winning voice delight my raptur'd ears ; 
Thus fwore thy lips, by ocean, earth, and fky ; 
By hell's dread powers, and Heaven's all-piercing eye * 
Yawns not the grave for thee ? why fleeps the ftorm 
To blaft thy limbs, and rend thy perjur'd form ? 
Unmov'd, O fakhlefe 1 canft thou hear my pain, 
.Like the proud rocks which brave th' unwearied main * 
Sooner the fhrpwreck'd pilot fhall appeafe 
With fighs and howling winds, with tears the feas, 
Than Laura's prayers thy heart unfeeling move, 
Q loft to feme, to honour, and tp love I 

NorsV* 
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Nurs'd in dark caverns, on fome mountain wild, 
To cruel manhood grew the daring child, 
No female breall fupply'd thy infant food. 
But tygers growling o'er their favage brood. 
Curs'd be that fatal hour thy charms were feen, 
While yet this mind was guiltlefs and ferene ! 
With thee, falfe man, I urgM-jny hafty flight, 
And dar'd the horrors of texnpeftuous night, 
Nor fear'd with thee thro' plains unknown to rove. 
Deaf to the di&ates of paternal love. 
In vain for me a parent's tears were ftied, 
And to the grave defcends his hoary head ! 

When at my feet entranc'd my lover lay, 
And pour'd in tender fighs his foul away, 
Fond, fooliih heart ! to think the tale divine; 
Why ftarted not my hands when prefs'd in thine ? 
Too well remembrance paints the fatal hour 
When Love, great conqueror, fummon'd all his power ; 
When bolder grown, your glances fiafh'd with Ere, 
And your pale lips all trembled with defire ; 
Back to my heart my blood tumultuous flew, 
From every pore difHU'd the chilling dew, 
When Shame pre&g n * fpoke each future pain, 
And ftruggling Virtue arm'd my foul in vain I 
But, O let filence all my weaknefs veil, 
And burning blufhes only tell the tale ! 

Ah, faithlefs man ! and thou more wretched maid 1 
To guilt, and grief, and mifery betray'd ! 
Far flies thy lover : to fome diftant plain 
Now cleaves it's bounding bark the peaceful main ; 
Avenging Heaven, that heard the vows he fwore, 
Bid howl the blackening ftorm, and thunder roar, 
Till waves on waves in tumbling mountains roll, 
Now fink to hell, and now afcend the pole ; 
Then on feme plank o'er foaming billows borne, 
Trembling, his perjur'd faith the wretch (hall mourn ; 

But 
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But mourn in vain — his vigorous arm mail fail, 
Guilt fink him down, and angry Heav'n prevail ; 
No friendly hand to earth his limbs convey, 
But dogs and vultures tear the bloated prey ! 

Yet, ah, fond heart ! avert, kind Heaven, the fboke, 
My heart denies what trembling lips have fpoke. - "* 

The varying accents real nature prove, 
And only fhew how wild a thing is love. 
Go, much-Iov'd youth ! with every blefling crowhM, 
And Laura's wifhes ever guard thee round. 
Me to the filent fhades, and fad retreat, 
Where love's expiring flames forget their heat, 
Death wooes all-powerful : ere he parts the clew, 
Once more thy Laura bids her love adieu ; 
Bids health and affluence every blifs afford, 
Bids thee be Iov'd, be happy, and ador'd ! 
In eafe, in mirth, glide each glad hour away ; 
No pain to fpot thy fortune's cloudlefs day ; 
No figh to fwell, no tear to flow for me ! 
O grant, Heaven, all ! — but grant thee conflancy ! 

Yet from my hand this laft addrefs receive j 
This lafl addrefs is all that hand can give. 
In vain thy bark with fpreading canvas flies, 
If thefc fad lines fhall meet thy confeious eyes, 
And, taught with winning eloquence to move, 
The winds and waters waft the voice of love ; 
That voice, (O grant what dying lips implore !) 
Afks but one tear from thee, and afks no more ! 

Then world, farewel ! farewel life's fond defires, 
Falfe flattering hopes, and love's tormenting fires. 
Already, Death, before my clofmg eyes 
Thy airy forms and glimmering fhades arife. 
Hark ! hear I not for me yon paffing bell 
Toll forth, with frequent paufe, it's fullen knell I 
Waits not for me yon fexton on his fpade, 
Blithe whittling o'er the grave his toil has made? 

' Say, 



$a^, why yon hearfe with fading flowers is crpwn'd* 
And midnight gajes. tfef 4 e ^"*W 3f *iV4 dirge ?e (bung 1 
Hail, fifcer worms ! aid thou jay kindred 4afc 
Secure to you my weary limbs I triUL 
Dim burns life's lamp ; O Death ! thy work compleat> 
And give my foul to gain her laft retreat* 
Such as before the birth of Nature fway'd* 
Ere fpringing right the firft Great Word obty'd. 
Let filence reign ; come, Fate> exert thy mights 
And, Darknefs, wrap me in eternal night! 



FIKE 8I6HTS5 
OR, THE COlfNTESS OF COVENTRY I» ihYSTUM. 

W1ITT1M llf TH* T*AJt ll^fJ^X. 

tY DR. KENRICK. 

ON the brinks of the Styx* as a beautiful gho^ 
In refemblanpe the fhade of the Goddefs pf |jpye> 
Was revolving the days when a epijjitefs apA tpafl: 
She flaunted about ia the regions ftbov* ; • • 

News arriv'd, which foon made all EJyfipm to whg> 
Th^t the fates a great monarch had fummon'd to rpft>. 

In calling Qld England's late father and king 
.To $ crown pf reward in the realnts pf the ble&'d. 

My lady wju vex'd to be rpbb'd of th* occ^ftpn* 

By dying before him fo mal-a-propps, 
Of feeing his royal young heir's coronation* . > 

And making a p^rty herfelf in the fljow-. 

il She 
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She therefore in hafte (kipp'd away to the ferry— 

* Here, Charon! you're empty ; come, take over toe* j- 

• I'm refolv'd to go back to the world in ydur wherry, 
« The only fine fight I e'er mifs'd of, to fee** 

Old Charon moft civilly bow'd to my lady; 

Stepp'd out of his wherry, and handed her in j 
But finding Ae wanted a pafc, was as ready 

Her ladylhip roughly to turn dut again. 

Then (kudding away to the court in a hurry, 

Direft, for a paflport, to Pluto fhe ran ; 
And put Madam Proferpine into a flurry, 

Who thought (he was come to feduce her good man* 

Gloomy Dis grimly fmil'd at the lady's requeft, 
But more at herwhimfical motive and reafon; 

And, having malignly a mind for a jeft, 

Reprefented her fuit as a thing out of ieafbn. 

* I cannot,' faid he, € lady fair,' with a frown, 
' Indulge ev'ry ghoft in it's wanton defire ; 

' But if for their fakes wife or hulband come down, 
' I then might reftore the fond fouls they require* 

r Since Orpheus, however, in rifque of his life, 

* Long ago made us flare with his mufick and paffion, 
' Not a foul hath come down, or for hufband or wife ; 

• ' So that journies of this kind are quite out of famion. 

4 Yet, as you're a beauty, the favour I grant ye ; 

* But wherefore again mould you covet on earth, 
c To mix with a crowd, that perhaps only want ye 

* To make you the theme of impertinent mirth ? 



* Befides, 
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* Befides, pretty lady, youVe greatly miflaken, 

* If pleafure you promife yourfelf in the fight ; 

* For, unfeen by your friends, by admirers fbrfaken, . 
c There's none will regard an impalpable fprite.' 

* Nay, nay !' quoth the countefs, * if that be the cafe; 

' Take your paflport again ; I'll have no more chagrin : 
f A fig for fine fights, if unfeen one's fine face ! 
« What fignifies feeing, if one is not feen !* 



THE CONTENTED PHILOSOPHER. 



PY THE REV. MR. CUNNINGHAM!. 



DE E N P filence reign'd, and dewy Night * 
Her filver veftment wore ; 
The weftern gale breath'd calm delight, 
And bufy day was o'er ; 

To hail Reflexion's honr I rofe, 

Each throbbing care at reft ; 
for (acred Peace in mild repofe 

{lad Jull'd mv anxious breaft, 

f he breezy mount, the mifty vale. 

Alternately I ftray'd ; 
The Gothick fpire, the lonely cell, 

tyly wandering eye furvey'd : 

Till, where the trembling beams of night 

O'er limpid currents play'd, 
Meandering— fix'd my roving fight 

Qn deep Retirement's (hade. 

t I i the 



*et BEAUTIES OF FOETRUV 

The unambitious ddme, conCeal'd* 

Fear*d lib intrufive foes ; 
From de^'-embowering trefea tfcveaPd 

The feat of calm repofe^ 

'Twas Sophron's grove> an aged fire. 
Who* verVd in Wifdom** lore* 

Jfow tufi'd hk {ftnfeonated iyrc t 
To clofe the fiient hoar. 

The hallow'd (brain inflam'd my breaft^ 

I gain'd {he rollick cell ; 
The *b*AeoAs : father &efsM 'his gteft, • 

Then gave th* inftrudive talc. 

< How falfe the aim of erring life ! 

c How frmtfcflfs the employ 1 
« That treads the pompous maze of ^lafe* 

« Inqueftofftlid joy! 

* The plumy tribes unceafmg roam, 

* Each verdant bough 6irVey ; 
« But fix at laft their leafy ho»e> 

« Where filence Wooes .their flay ; 

* Where no alarming hinds invade, 

* No fear their peace deiferoys j . 

* Remote in the fequefter'd made, 

* They rear ikeir tallow joys, 

f Thus reftlefs Nature loves to range, 

* Thro* life's gay fcenes to rove ; 

9 Till Reafon prompts the happier change/ 
< To Con tejpphttioil's, grove ! 



« When 
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* When Fortune finil'd, when PJeafufe woo'4, 

* How indolently gay ? 

* Life's tranfitory ftream I view'4 
' Unheeded wafle away } 

* The gay dejufive dream once o'er, 

* Calm Reafon's thoughts arife ; 
' O^ey'd the monitorial power, 

« That whifper'd, " Now, be wife!" 

* This filent grove my fearch furvey'd, 
' Where Peace difplays her charms ; 

* How free Contentment's humble &a4e< 

* Prom Fortune'sVild alarms ! 

' Now free from each fantafticfc ftrife, 
' Untroubled and ferene, 

* I wait the AofCiitg hour of life, 

* To leave it's empty fcene : 

' For tides of blifs, that boundleft roil 

« Around Hh* Eternal throne, 
f Shall wife ft& perfeverifig foil 

* To Joys on «lr Al unknown ! 

* But, lo! the frying ftars declare, 

* The eaftef n herald blows, 

f The hour of rofy morn is near, 

* And Nature claims repofe.' 

J figh'd, and thought it foon to part 

From Wifdom's ivy'd cell 5 
Jiow ill my fympathizing heart 

Could bid the fage ? Farewel, 

for 
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For wealth, be {killing peace my fhare^ J 
With friendfhip's generous love ; 

And, loft to each ambitious care f 
Be mine the ilowery grove ! 

There ftudious thought would wear the day f 

In each inftru£tive page ; 
Qt happier fpeed the hours ^wav f 

In cpnverfe with the fage. 

*f aught by the awful voice of Truth, 

Life's fyren fiiares to fly, 
Py Reafon's card conduct my youth, *■ ■ 

And Jil^e my Sophron die ! 



THE JAS T A R I>, 

)BY RICHARD SAVAGE, ESQ^ 

IN gayer hours, when high my fancy ran, \ 

The Mufe exulting, thus her lay began. 

* Blefs'd be the Baftard's birth I %o' wond'rous ,ways t 

* He mines excentrick, like a comet's blaze J 

* No fickly fruit of faint compliance He. ! 

* He ! itamp'd in Nature's mint of extafy ! 

* He lives to build, not boaft a generous race ; 
f No tenth tranfmitter of a foolifh face. 

* His daring hope no fire's example bounds ; 

* His fir it-born lights no prejudice confounds. 

* He, kindling from within,, requires no flame ; 

* He glories in a Baftard's glowing name. 

* Born to himfelf, by no pqfleflion led, 

f In freedom fqfter'd, and by Fortune fed j 

<N*r 
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4 Nor guides, nor rules, his (bv'reign choice controul, 

( His body independent as his fool. 

' Loos'd to the world's wide range ; enjoin'd no *im ; 

* Prefcrib'd no duty, and afftgn'd no name : 
' Nature's unbounded fon, he {lands alone, 

' His heart unbiafs'd, and his mind his own ! 

4 O Mother, yet no mother ! 'tis to you, 
' My thanks for fuch diftinguifh'd claims are due. 

* You, unenflav'd to Nature's narrow laws, 

4 Warm championefs for Freedom's facred caufe, 

' From all the dry devoirs of blood and line, 

' From ties maternal, moral and divine, 

' Difcharg'd my grafping foul, pufh'd me from more, 

' And launch'd me into life without an oar, 

' What had I loft, if conjugally kind, 
' By nature hating, yet by vows confin'd, 
4 Untaught the matrimonial bounds to flight, 

* And coldly confcious of a hufband's right, 

' You had faint-drawn me with a form alone, 

* A lawful lump of life by force your own ! 

4 Then, while your backward will retrench'd defire, 
' And tmconcurring fpirits lent no fire, 
' I had been born your dull, domeflick heir ; 
' Load of your life, and motive of your care : 
' Perhaps been poorly rich, and meanly great ; 
€ The flave of pomp, a cypher in the ftate; 
4 Lordly neglectful of a worth unknown, 
4 And flumb'ring in a feat — by chance my own. 
' Far nobler bleffings wait the Ballard's lot ; 

* Conceiv'd in rapture, and with iire begot ! 
4 Strong as Neceffity, he ftarts away, 

4 Climbs againft wrongs, and brightens into day !* 

Thus, tmpfophetick, lately mifinfpir'd, 
I fung ; gay flutt'ring Hope my fancy fir'd ; 
Inly fecure, thro' confcious fcorn of ill, 
Nor taught by Wifibm how to balance will, 

Ralhly 
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Raftily dcceiv'd, I faw no pits to fhun ; 
But thought, to purpofe, and to aft, were one; 
Heedlefs what pointed cares pervert his way, 
Whom caution arms not, and whom woes betray % 
But now expos'd, and fhrinking from diftreTs* 
I fly to fhclter, while the tempefts prefs ; 
My Mufe to grief refigns the varying tone, 
The raptures languifh, and the numbers groan 1 

O Memory ! thou foul of joy and pain ! 
Thou actor of our paflions o'er again ! . 
Why doft thou aggravate the wretch's woe ? 
Why add continuous fmart to every blow ? 
Few are my joys ; alas ! how foon forgot I 
On that kind quarter thou invad'ft me not ; 
While (harp and numberlefs my forrows fall* 
Yet thou repeat'ft and multiply'ft 'em all ! 

Is chance a guilt ; that my difaft'rous heart, 
For mifchief never meant, mull ever fmart ? 
Can felf-defence be fin?— Ah, plead no more ! 
What tho' no pnrpos'd malice flain'd thee o'er; 
Had Heav'n befriended thy unhappy fide, 
Thou had'ft not been provok'd — or, thou had* ft died* 

Far be the guilt of homefhed blood from all, 
On whom, un fought, embroiling dangers fall ! 
Still the pale dead revives, and lives to me; 
To me ! thro' Pity's eye condemn'd to fee. 
Remembrance veils his rage, but fwells his fate ; 
Griev'd I forgive, and am grown cool too late. 
Young, and unthoughtful then ; who knows, one day* 
What ripening virtues might have made their way ! 
He might have liv'd, till Folly died in fhame, 
Till kindling Wifdom felt a thirft for fame. 
He might perhaps his country's friend haveprOv'd | 
Both happy, gen'rous, candid, and belov'd : 
He might have fav'd fome worth, now doom'd to fall J 
And I, perchance, in him, have murder'd all* 

O fate 
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O fate of late repentance ! always vain : , 
Thy remedies but lull undying pain. 

Where (hall my hope find reft ! No mother's care s 

Shielded my infant innocence with prayer ; 
No father's guardian hand my youth maintain'd* 
Call'd forth my virtues^ or from vice reftrain'd*. 
Is it not thine to fnatch fome pow'rful arm, 
Firft to advance, then fcreen from future harm? 
I am return'd from death, to live in pain ; 
Or would imperial Pity feve in vain? 
Diftruft it not : what blame can Mercy find, 
Which gives at once a life, and rears a mind ? 

Mother, mifcall'd, farewel !-^of foul fevere, 
This fad reflection yet may force one tear : A 

All I was wf etched by, to you I ow'd ; 
Alone from ftrangers ev'ry comfort fiow'd ! 

Loft to the life you gave* your foh no more* 
And now adopted* who was doom'd before j 
New-born, I may a nobler mother claim, 
But dare not whifper her immortal name : 
Supremely lovely, and ferenely great ! 
Majeftick mother of a kneeling ilate ! 
Queen of a people's heart* who ne'er before 
Agreed— yet now with one confent adore ! 
One conteft yet remains in this defire, 
Who moft fhall give applaufe* where all admire. 

R o B In. 

A PASTORAL ELEGY. 
BY CAPT. JOHN DOBSON. 

DO W N by fche brook which glides thro* yonder vale, 
His hair all matted, and his cheeks all pale, 
Robin, fad (wain> by love and forrow pain'd, 
Of (lighted vows, and Sufan, thus complain'd. 

Mm * Hear 
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4 Hear me, ye groves, who faw me blefi'd fo late? 
( Echo, you hills, my fail reverfe of fate ; 
' Ye winds, that bear my iighs, foft murmurs fend £ 
' Come pay me back, ye ilreams, the drops I lend : 
' And you, fweet Sufan, fource of all myimart, 
' Bcftow fome pity on a broken heart. 

* Happy the times, by painful memory blefi'd, 
4 When you pofleffing, Robin all po&fi'd 1 

4 Pafs'd by your fide, each day brought new delight* 

( And one fweet (lumber ftiorten'd every night. - 

4 My play your ferrice, for no toil feem'd hard, 

* When your kind favour was the hopM reward, 

' I rdfe to milking, though 'twas ne'er fo cool £ % 

* I call'd the cows up ; I kept off the bull r 

' Home on my head I bore the pail upright % 
4 The pail was heavy, but love made it light ; 

* And when you fpilt the milk, and 'gan to cry, 

4 I took the blame, and fimply faid— " 'Twas V* 

4 When by the haycock's fide you fleeping lay, 

4 Sent by good angels, there I chane'd to ftray, 

4 Juft as a loathfome adder rear'd his creft, 

4 To dart his poifori in your lily breaft, 

4 Straight with a ftone I crufh'd the monitor's head ; 

4 You wak'd, and fainted, though you found him dead I 

4 Then, from the pond, I water brought apace, 

* My hat brimful, and dafli'd it in your face : 

* Still, blue as bilberry, your cold lips did quake, 
' Till my warm kifles call'd the cherry back. 

* When, looking thro' his worfhip's garden-gate, 
' Ripe peaches tempted, and you long'd to eat ; 

4 Tho' the grim maftifFgrowPd, and fternly ftalk'd, 

' Tho' guns were loaded, and old Madam walk'd ; 

4 Nor dogs nor darknefs, guns or ghofls, could fright, 

' When Robin ventur'd for his Sue's delight : 

4 Joyful of midnight, quick I poll away, 

4 Leap the high wall, and fearlefs pluck the prey ; 

# Down 
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* Down in your lap a plenteous fhower they fall ; 

* Glad you receiv'd them, and you eat them all. 

* When fair-day came, I donn-'d my Sunday fuit, 

* Brufh'd the beft pillion clean, and faddled Cutt. 
€ Then up we got ; you clung about my waift; 

4 Pleas'd to be hugg'd, I charg'd you clip me faft ; 

* And when you loos'd your hold, and backwards flipp*d, 
' I held your petticoats, and never peep'd. 

' The pofied garters, and the top-knot fine, 

* The golden gingerbread, and all was mine: 

' I paid the puppet-fhow, the cakes, the fack ; 

' And, fraught with fairings, brought you laughing back. 

€ Sufan but fpcjke, and each gay flower was there, 

f To drefs her bough-pot, or adorn her hair 5 

* For her the chokeft of the woods I cdll, * 

* Sloes, hips, ai*d ftrawberries, her bellyful : 

* My hoard of apples I to her confefs'd ; 

* My heart was her's, well might me have the reft. 

* And Sufan well approy'd her Robin's care : 

* Yes, you was pleased ; at leaft you faid you were, 

* In love's foft fire you feem'd like me to burn, 

* And footh'd my fondnefs with a kind return. 
f At our long table, when we fat to dine, 

* You ftretch'd your knees, and mingled feet with mine } 

With fatteft bacon you my trencher pjy'd, ^ 
' And flic*d my pudding from the plummy fide : ■' 

* And well I wot, when our fmall-beer was ftale, 
' You ftole into the barn, and brought me ale. 

* But, oh ! the fojdier, blatter of my hopes, ! 

' (Curfe on pretending kings, and Papifh popes !) 

* He came from Flanders with the red-coat crew^ » 
€ To fight with rebels, and he conquered you. 

' His dowlas ruffles, and his copper lace, 

f His brickduft (lockings, and his brazen face \ 

€ Thefe are the charms for which you flight my yputh 9 

1 Charms much too potent for a maiden's truth ! 

M m 2 * Soon 
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Soon on the featherM fool you torn'd your eyet * 
Eager yon liften'd to the braggart's lyes ; 
And, fcorning me, your heart to him refign. 
Your faithlefs heart, by vows and fervice mine* 
True, he is gone, by our brave duke's croimmnd^ 
To humble Britain's foes in foreign land : 
Ah, what is that ! the fpoiler bears away 
The only thing for which 'twas worth to flay. 
But furrow's dry ; Til Hake it in the brook— 
O v. cll-a-day ! how frightful pale I look S 

' Care's a confumer," (fo the faying fpeaks ;) 
The faying's true, I read it in my cheeks, 
Fye ! I'll be chearful, 'tis a fancied pain ; 
A flame fo conftant cannot meet difdain : ' 
I'll wafh my face, and ihake off foul defpair 3 
My love is kind! — alas, I would fhe wege! 
Well fays our parfon ; and our parfon faid, . 

r True love, and tithes, fhould ever well, be p*id.'4 
Sufan, from you my heart (hall never roam, 
If your's be wandering, quickly call it home,' 



TO THI RIGHT HON. 

LADY ANNE COVENTRY, 

UPON VIEWING HER FINE CHIMNEY-PIECE OF SHBtf 
WORK. 

BY MR. SOMERVILLE. 

TH E greedy merchant plows the fea for gain,, 
And rides exulting o'er the watery plain ; 
While howling tempefts, from their rocky bed, 
Indignant break around his careful head. 

The royal i'leet the liquid wafte explores, 
And fpeaks in thunder to the trembling mores ; 

Tit 
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The voice of wrath awak'd, the nations hear, 
The vanquifh'd hope, and* the proud vi&ors fear ; 
Thofe quit their chain, and thefc refign their palm, 
While Britain's awful flag commands a calm. 

The curious fage, nor gain nor fame purfues. 
With other eyes the boiling deep he views ; 
Hangs o'er the cliff inquilitive to know . 
The fecret caufes of it's ebb and flow ; 
Whence breathe the winds that ruffle it's fmooth face, 
Or ranks in daffes all the fifhy race, 
From thofe enormous monflers of the main, 
Who in their world, like other tyrants, reign, 
To the poor cockle-tribe, that humble band, 
Who cleave to rocks, or loiter on the ftrand. 
Yet even their fhells the Forming Hand divine 
Has, with diftinguifh'd luftre, taught to fhine. 
What bright enamel ! and what various dyes ! 
What lively tints delight our wondering eyes ! 
Th' Almighty Painter glows in every line : 
How mean, alas ! is Raphael's bold defign, 
And Titian's colouring, if compar'd to thine! 
Juftly Supreme ! let us thy power revere, 
Thou fill'ft all fpace ! all-beauteous every where ! 
Thy rifing fun with blufhes paints the morn ; . 
Thy fhining lamps the face of night adorn ; 
Thy flowers the meads, thy nodding trees the hills j 
The vales thy paftures green, and bubbling rills : 
Thy coral groves, thy rocks that amber weep f 
Deck all the gloomy mansions of the deep ; 
Thy yellow fands, diftinft with golden ore. 
And thefc thy variegated fhells, the fhore ! 
To all thy works fuch grandeur haft thou lent, 
And fuch extravagance of ornament. 
For the falfe traitor, man, this pomp and fhow ? 
A fcene fo gay, for us poor worms below ? 

No! 



i 
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No ! for thy glory all thefe beauties rife ; 
Yet may improve the good, inftruft the wife. 

You, Madam, fprung from Beaufort's royal line, 
Who, loft to courts, can in your clofet fliine, 
Beft know to ufe each bleffing he beftows, 
Beft know to praife the Power from whence it flows. 
Shells in your hand the Parian rock defy, 
Or agate, or Egyptian porphyry ; 
More glofly they, their veins of brighter dye. 
See ! where your riimg pyramids afpire; 
Your guefts, furpriz'd, the mining pile admire ! 
In future times, if fbme great Phidias rife, 
Whofe chiflel with his miftrefs Nature vies, 
Who, with fuperior (kill, can lightly trace, 
In the hard marble block, the fofteft face ; 
To crown this piece, fo elegantly neat. 
Your well-wrought bufto (hall the whole compleat | 
O'er your own work from age to age prefide, 
It's author once, and then it's greateft pride, 

THE YOUNG WIDOW, 

BY MR. CHARLES DENIS. 

HU L S E fhook his head ; poor Damon lay a dying ; 
And clofe by his bed- fide his wife fat crying : 

* O (lay !• me faid; ' and mull we part ! 
' My foul, like thine, is on the wing : 

* Methinks, I feel Death's iron dart ; 

* But, oh ! 'tis that which wounds thy heart, 
c That bears to mine the ding !' 

Her grief was great, fo was her moan, 

And much to die fhe feem'd inclin'd ; 
Howe'er, ihe let him go alone, 

And prudently remain'd behind. 
A week, or fo, was paft and gone, 
Still (he continu'd weeping on, 

When 
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When to her lioufe her father came, 
And thus addrefs'd the mournful dame : 

* My child,' faid he, ' enough of tears you've fhed ; 
' Think of the living, and forget the dead. 

' Another fpoufe— don't ftartle at the word, 

* *Tis but a fecond ; you may have a third ! 
' As foon as decency permits, 

c I have a hufband to propofe ; 

* Young, handfome, rich, juft one of thofe 
' That's form'd to cure a widow's fits.' 

* Ah, Sir ! is this a father's part, 

' To wound afrelh a bleeding heart ? 
' Shall I another hufband wed ? 
' Oh, no ! my only love is dead : 
c Nor will I other wedding have, 

* Till I am bedded in his grave !' 
The father left her to digeft 

The wife and prudent things he faid ; 
He put the hufband in her head, 

And Time, he knew, would do the reft* 
The cares of mourning next took place, 
To drefs her grief, and fuit her face : 
'Twas Cupid's thought ; for what exceeds 
A pretty widow in her we|ds ! 
And now each looking-glafs could tell 
That black became her vafUy well. 

The fmiles and graces, that were fcar'd away, 
With all the band of little loves, 
And Cytheraea's doves, 

Came dropping in each day. 
The father, if report fays true, 

Another vifit made, ere mourning over ; 
c I'm glad, my dear,' faid he, * fo well to find you !' 

But mention'd not a word of the new lover : 
At which (he bluuVd— « Mufi I then, Sir, remind you ? 

• The 
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* The thing's too ferious to be made a joke of: 
^ * Where is the hufband, pray, that once you fpoke off* 
Wide is the difference, as you fee it here, 
'Twixt widow of a day, and widow of a year. 
All lenient Time expands his wings, 

Away he flies with human cares ; 

Then back, full fraught with joy, repairs* 
And every balmy comfort brings. 
Time checks the mourning hufband's fighs $ 

'Tis he congeals the falling tear, 

To form the lovely lucid leer, 
Which fparkles in a widow's eyesi. 



ON OCCASION OF THE PEACE* 

, WRITTEN IN TH.E Y£AR M DC$ JL*II. 

BY THE REV* MR. FRANCIS JFAWKES> 

^eace o'er the world her olive wand extends, 

And white-rob'd Innocence from heaven defcends. POP*. 

ADIEU, the horrors of deftruftive war A 
And mad Bellona in her iron car ! 
But welcome to our fmiling fields again, 
Sweet Peace ! attended with thy jocund train* 4 
Truth, Virtue, Freedom, that can never cloy, 
And all the pleafing family of Joy. 
Thofe fchemes purfu'd, which Pitt fo wifely plann'd* 
Conqueft has fhower'd her bleflings on the land ; 
And Britain's fons more laurels have obtain'd, 
Than all her Henry's, or her Edward's gainM. 
George faw with joy the peaceful period given* 
And bow'd obedient to the will of Heaven : 



Awful 
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Awful he rofo to bid distention ceafe, 

And all the warring world was calm'd to peace ; 

Thus did the roaring waves their- rage compofe, 

When the great father of the floods arofe. 

Then came Aftrea mild, our ifle to blefs, 

Fair queen of virtue, and of happinefs ! 

Then came our troops, in fighting fields renown'd, 

And mark'd with many an honourable wound. 

The tender fair one, long by fears opprefs'd, 

Now feels foft raptures rifing in her breaft, 

The blooming hero of her heart to view, 

And hear him bid the dangerous camp adie$.. , 

The widow'd bride, that long on grief had Jed, 

And bath'd with weeping the deferted bed, 

Glad that the tumults of the war are o'er, 

That terror, rage, and rapine are no more, ' 

Greets her rough lord, fecure from hoftile harms, 

And hopes an age of pleafure in his arms : 

While he, with pompous eloquence, recites 

Dire fcenes of caftles ftorm'd, and defperate fights ; 

Or tells how Wolfe the free-born Britons led, 

How Granby conquer'd, and the Houfhold fled ^ 

She, to the pleafing dreadful tale intent, 

Now fmiles, now trembles, for the great event, 

O curs'd ambition, foe to human good, 

Pregnant with woe, and prodigal of blood ! 

Thou fruitful fource, whence llreams of forrow flow, 

What devaluations to thy guilt we. owe ! 

Where'er thy fury riots, all around 

Confuiion, havock, and dread deaths abound : 

Where Ceres flourifcVd, and gay Flora fmil'd, 

Behold a barren, folitary wild ! 

To ftately cedars, thorns and briars fucceed, 

And in the garden fpreads the noxious weed ; 

Where cattle paftur'd late, the purple plain, 

Sad fcenc of horror ! teems with heroes flain ; 

N n N Whert 
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Where the proud palace rear'd it's haughty head* 
Deep in the duft, fee crumbling columns fpread ; 
See gallant Britons in the field expire, 
Towns turn'd to afhes, fanes involved in fire ! 
Thefe deeds the guilt of rafh Ambition tell, 
And bloody Difcord, furious fiend of hell ! 
Ye baneful fitters, with your frantick crew, 
Hence fpeed your flight, and take your laft adieu* 
Eternal wars in barbarous worlds to wage ; 
There vent your inextinguilhable rage. 
But come, fair Peace, and be the nation's bride* 
And let thy filler Plenty grace thy fide ; 
O come ! and with thy placid prefence chear 
Our drooping hearts, and flay for ever here. 
Now be the fhrill ftrtfe-ftirring trumpet mute ; 
Now let us liften to the fofter lute : 
The fhepherd now his numerous flocks fhall feed. 
Where war relentlefs doom'd the brave to bleeds 
On ruin'd ramparts fhall the hawthorn flower, 
And mantling ivy clafp the nodding tower ; 
Unufual harvefls wave along the dale, 
And the bent fickle o'er the fword prevaiL 
No more fhall ftates with rival rage contend* 
But Arts their empire o'er the world extend ; 
Ingenuous Arts, that humanize the mind, 
And give the brighteft polifh to mankind ! 
Then fhall our chiefs in breathing marble Hand* 
And life feem ftarting from the fculptor's hand $ 
Then lovely nymphs in living pi&ure rife, 
The faireft laces, and the brighteft eyes : 
There polifh'd Lane * no lofs of beauty fears ; 
Her charms, ftill mellowing with revolving years, 
Shall, e'en on canvas, youthful hearts engage, 
And warm the cold indifference of age f 

• The Hon. Mrs. Lane, daughter of the Right Hon. Lord Chancellor 
Henley, and wife to the Hon. Mr. J.ane» 

Then 
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Then the firm arch fliall ftem the roaring tide, 
And join thofe countries which the dreams divide ! 
Then villas rife of- true Palladian proof, 
And the proud palace rear it's ample roof; 
Then ftatelier temples to the fkies afcend, 
Where mix'd with nobles mighty kings may bend* 
Where Poverty may fend her fighs to Heaven, 
Atid Guilt return, repent, and be forgiven. 
Such are the frttits which facred Peace imparts* 
Sweet nurfe of liberty and learned arts ! 
Thefe fhe reftores — O ! that fhe could reftore 
Life to thofe Britons who now breathe no more; 
Who in th' embattled field undaunted flood* 
And greatly perlfh'd for their country's good ; 
Or who, by rage of angry tempefts tofs'd, 
In whirlpools of the whelming main were loft. 
Ye honour'd fhades of chiefs untimely flain ! 
Whofe bones lie fcatter'd on fome foreign plain 5 
That now perchance by lonely hind are feen 
In glittering armour gliding o'er the green ; 
Ye ! that beneath the cold cerulean wave 
Have made the watery element your grave, 
Whofe wandering fpirits haunt the winding fhore, 
Or ride on whirlwinds while the billows roar, 
With kind protection ftill our ifle defend, 
(If fouls unbodied can protection lend) 
Still o'er the king your fhadowy pinions fpread, 
And in the day of danger fhield his head ; 
Your bright examples (hall our pattern be, 
To make us valiant, and to keep us free, 



Nat « AMINTA. 



284 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 

A M I N T A. 

AN ELEGY. 

BY THE REV. MR. GERHARD. 

AN o'crgrown wood my wandering fteps invade, 
With fur face mantled in untrodden fnow ; 
Dire haunt ! for none but favage monflers made, 
Where frofts dcfcend, and howling tempefls blow. 

Jlere, from the fearch of bury mortals flray'd, 
My woe-worn foul ihall hug her galling chain : 

For fure, no foreft boafls too deep a fhade, 
No haunt too wild, for mifery to remain. 

O my Aminta ! dear dillracting name ! 

Late all my comfort, all my fond delight ; 
Still writhes my foul beneath it's torturing flame, 

Still thy pale image fills my aching fight ! 

When (hall vain Memory (lumber o'er her woes? 

When to oblivion be her tale refign'd ? 
When fhall this fatal form in death repofe, 

Like thine, fair victim, to the duft confignM ? 

Again the accents faulter on my tongue ; 

Again, to tear the confeious tear fucceeds ; 
From fharp reflection is the dagger fprung, 

And Nature, wounded to the centre, bleeds. 

Ye bitter fkies ! upon the tale defcend ; 

Ye blafts, tho' rude your vifits, lend an ear ; 
Around, ye gentler oaks, your branches btnd ; 

And, as ye liften, drop an icy tear ! 



'Two 
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*Twas when the ftep with confcious pleafure roves, 

Where round the fhades the circling woodbines throng ; 

When Flora wantons o'er th' enamell'd groves, 
And feather'd choirs indulge the amorous fong : • 

Infpir'd by duteous love, I fondly ftray'd, 

Two milk-white doves officious to enfnare ; 
Beneath a filcnt thicket as they play'd, 

A grateful prefent for my fofter fair. 

But, ah ! in fmiles no more they met my fight, 
Their ruffled heads lay gafping on the ground ; 

Where — my dire emblem ! — a rapacious kite 

Tore their foft limbs, and flrew'd their plumes around. 

The tear of pity ftole into my eye ; 

While ruder paffions in their turn fucceed ; 
Forbid the victims unreveng'd to die, 

And doom the author of their wrongs to bleed. 

With hafty ftep, enrag'd, I homewards ran ; 

Curfe on my fpeed ! th' unerring tube I brought ; 
That fatal hour ray date of woe began, 

Too fliarp to tell, too horrible for thought ! 

Difaft'rous deed ! irrevocable ill ! 

How (hall I tell the anguifh of my fate ! 
Teach me, remorfeleft monfters, not to feel, 

Inftruft me, fiends and furies, to relate ! 

^Wrathful behind the guilty fhade I ftole, 

I rais'd the tube — the clamorous woods refound— 

Too late I (aw the idol of my foul, 

Struck by my aim, fall Shrieking to the ground ! 

No 
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No other blifs her foul allow'd but me ; 

(Haplefs the pair that thus indulgent prov* !) 
She fought concealment from a fhady tree, 

In amorous filence to obferve her love. 



I ran * but O ! too foon I found it true ! 

From her ftain'd breaft life's crimfon ftreamM apace } 
From her wan eyes the fparkling luftres flew ; 

The fhorMiv'd rofes faded from her face !' 

Gods ! could I bear that fond reproachful look, 
That ftrove her peerlefs innocence to plead 1 

But partial death awhile her tongue forfook, 
To fave a wretch that doom'd himfelf to bleed* 

While I, diftra&ed, prefsM her in my arms> 
And fondly ftrove V imbibe her-lateft breath $ 

• O fpare, rafh love !' fhe cry'd, * thy fatal charms* 

* Nor feek cold Ihelter in the arms of death. 

• Content beneath thy erring hand I die ! 

f Our fates grew envious of a blifs fo true ; 

• Then urge not thy diflrefs when low I lie, 

• But in this breath receive my laft adieu 1* 

No more (he fpake, but droop'd her lily head I 
In death fhe ficken'd— *breathlefs — haggard — pale ! 

While all my inmoft foul with horror bled, 

And afk'd kind vengeance from the paffing gale* > 

Where flept your bolts, ye lingering lightnings fey I 
Why riv'd ye not this felf-condemned breaft 1 

Or why, top paffive Earth, didft thou delay ! 
To ftretch thy jaws> and crufti me into reft? 



Low 
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Low in the duft the beauteous corfe I plac'd, 
Bedew'd and (qh with many a falling tear ; 

With fable yew the riling turf 1 grac'd, 
And bade the cyprefs mourn in filence near. 

Oft as bright morn's all-fearching eye returns, 
Full to my view the fatal fpot is brought ; • 

Thro' fleeplefs night my haunted fpirit mourns, 
No gloom .can hide me from diftra&ing thought. 

When, fpotlefs victim, ^fhall my form decay ! 

This guilty load, fay, when mall I refign I 
When ihall my fpirit wing her chearlefs way, 

And my cold corfe lie treafur'd up with thine ! 



THE AFRICAN PRINCE, 

IN ENGLAND, TO ZARA AT HIS FATHERS COURT, 
^RITTIM IN TK TIAI M DCC XLIX, 

BY DR. DODD. 

PRINCES, my fair, unfortunately great, 
Born to the pompous vaflalage of ftate, 
Whene'er the publick calls, are doom'd to fly 
Domeftick blifs, and break the private tie ; 
Fame pays with empty breath the toils they bear, 
And Love's foft joys are chang'd for glorious care j 
Yet confcious Virtue, in the filent hour, 
Rewards the hero with a noble dow'r ; 
For this alone I dar'd the roaring fea, 
Yet more — for this I dar'd to part with thee ! 
But while my bofom feels the nobler flame, 
Still unreprov'd, it owns thy gentler claim* 



w 
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Tho* Virtue's awful form my foul approves* 
*Tis thine, thine only, Zara, that it loves ! 
A private lot had made the claim but one, 
The prince alone muft love for virtue fliun. 
Ah ! why diflinguifh'd from the happier crowd, 
To me the blifs of millions difallow'd ? 
Why was I fingled for imperial fway, 
Knee love and duty point a different way ? 

Fix'd the dread voyage, and the day decreed, 
When, duty's victim, love was doom'd to bleed ; 
Too well my mem'ry can thefe fcenes renew, 
We met to figh, to weep our laft adieu. 
That confeious palm, beneath whofe tow'ring fhade 
So oft our vows of mutual love were made a 
Where hope Co oft anticipated joy, 
And plann'd, of future years, the beft employ ; 
That palm was witnefs to the tears we fhed, 
When that fond hope, and aH thofe joys were fled. 
Thy trembling lips* with trembling lips I prefs'd^ 
And held thee panting to my panting breaft : 
Our fbrrow, gro\yi* too mighty to fuftain, 
Now fnatch'd us, fainting, from the fenfe of pain. 
Together finking in the trance divine, 
I caught thy fleeting foul, and gave thee mine ! 
O blefs'd oblivion of tormenting care- 1 
O why recaird to life, and to defpair ! 
The dreadful fummons came, to part— and\ w,hy J 
Why not the kinder fummons, but to die £ 
To die together, were to part no more, 
To land in fafety on fome peaceful more, 
Where love's the bufinefs of immortal life, 
A»d happy fpirits only guefs at flrife. 
* If in fome diftant land my prince fhould find 
** Some nymph mere fair,' you cryM, * as Zara kind—-** 
Myfterious doubt ! which coukl at once impart 
Relief to nun* , and anguifli to thy heart. 

Still 
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Still let me triumph in die fear exprefs'd, 

The voice of love that whifper'd in thy bread : 

Nor call me cruel ; for my truth fhall prove * 

'Twas but the vain anxiety of love. 

Torn from thy fond embrace, the flrand I gain, 
Where mourning friends inflift fuperfluous pain ; 
My father there his ftruggling fighs fupprefe'd, 
And, in dumb anguim, clafp'd me to his breaft; 
Then fought (concealed the confll& of his mind) 
To give the fortitude he could not find ; 
Each life-taught precept kindly he renew'd, 
' Thy country's good/ faid he, * be ftill purfu'd ! 
< If, when the gracious gods my ion reftore, 

* Thefe eyes fhall fleep in death, to wake no more ; 

* If then thefe limbs, that now in age decay, 

' Shall mouldering mix with earth's parental day ; 
' Round my green tomb perform the facred rite, 
« Affume my throne, and let thy yoke be light ; 

* From lands of freedom glorious precepts bring, 

* And reign at' once a father and a king V 
How vainly proud the arrogaritly great 

Prefume to boaft a monarch's godlike ftate ! 
Subjeft, alike, the peafant and the king, 
To life's dark ills, and care's corroding (ting. 
From guilt and fraud, that ftrike in filence fure, 
No ihield can guard us, and no arms fecure : 
By thefe, my fair, fubdu'd, thy prince was loft, 
A naked captive on a barb'rous coaft ! 

Nurtur'd in cafe, a thoufand fervants round, 
My wants prevented, and my withes crown'd, 
No painful labours ftretch'd the tedious day. 
On downy feet my moments dane'd away. 
Where'er I look'd, officious courtiers bowM, 
Where'er I pafs'd, a fhouting people croud ; 
No fears intruded on the joys I knew ; 
Each man my friend, my lovely miftrefs you 1 

O o What 
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What dreadful change ! abandon'd and alone, 
The fhouted prince is now a (lave unknown j. 
- To watch his eye no bending courtiers wait, 
No hailing crowds proclaim his regal ftate ; 
A Have condemn'd, with unrewarded toil, 
To turn, from morn to eve, a burning foil. 
Fainting beneath the fun's meridian heat, 
Rouz'd by the fcourge, the taunting jeft I meet : 
' Thanks to thy friends,' they cry, ' whofe care recalls 
' A prince to life, in whom a nation falls 1' 
Unwholefome fcraps my flrength but half fuftain'd, 
From corners glean'd, and e'en by dogs difdain'd ; 
At night I mingled with,a wretched crew, 
Who, by long ufe, with woe familiar grew ; 
Of manners brutifli, mercilefs, and rude, ....... 

They mock'd my.fufFerings, and my. pangs renew'd: 
In groans, not fleep, I pafs'd the weary night, 
And rofe to Jabour with the morning light. 
Yet, thus of dignity and eafe beguil'd, 
Thus fcorn'd and fcourg'd, infultecf and revil'd, 
If Heav'n with thee my faithful arms had blefs'^l, 
And fill'd with love my intervals of reft, 
Short tho' they were, my foul had never known 
One fecret wiflv to glitter on a throne ; 
The toilfome day had heard no figh of mine, 
Nor ftripes, nor fcorn, had urg'd me to repine. 
A monarch, ftill beyond a monarch blefs'd, 
Thy love my diadem, my throne thy breaft ; 
My courtiers, watchful of my looks, thy eyes, 
Should fhine, perfuade, and flatter, and advife ;" 
Thy voice my mufick, . and thy arms mould be— 
Ah ! not the prifon of a flave in me ! 
Could I with infamy content remain, 
And wifh thy lovely form to fhare my chain ? 
Could this bring eafe ! Forgive th' unworthy thought, 
And let the love that finn'd atone the fault* 

Could 
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Could I, a Have, and hopelefs to be free. 
Crawl, tamely recent from the fcourge, to thee ? 
Thy blooming beauties Could thefe arms embrace ? 
My guilty joys enflave an infant race ? 
No ! rather blafl me lightnings, whirlwinds tear, 
And drive thefe limbs in atoms thro' the air ! 
Rather than this, O curfe me ftill with life ! 
And let my Zara fmile a rival's wife ! 
Be mine alone th' accumulated woe, 
Nor let me propagate my curfe below ! 

But, from this dreadful fcene, with joy I turn : 
To truft in Heav'n, of me let Zara learn. 
The wretch, the fordid hypocrite, \vho fold 
His charge, an unfufpecting prince, for gold, 
That Juftice mark'd, whofe eyes can never fleep, 
And death commiffion'd, fmote him on the deep. 
The gen'rous crew their port in fafety gain, 
And tell my mournful tale, nor tell in vain ; 
The king with horror of th* atrocious deed, 
In hafte commanded, and the ilave was freed. 
No more Britannia's cheek, the blufh of ihame, 
Burns for my wrongs, her king reftores her fame ! 
Propitious gales, to Freedom's happy more 
Waft me triumphant, and the prince reftore ; 
Whate'er is great and gay around me fhine, 
And all the fplendor of a court is mine ! 
Here Knowledge, too, by piety refin'd, 
Sheds a bright radiance o'er my bright'nihg mind ; 
From earth I travel upward to the iky ; 
I learn to live, to reigrt, yet more — to die. 1 
O ! I have tales to tell of Love Divine ; 
Such blifsful tidings ! they mall foon be thine. 
I long to tell thee, what, amaz*d, I fee, 
What habits, buildings, trades, and polity ! 
How art and nature vie to entertain 
In publick ihows, and mix delight with pain. 

Ooa OZaral 
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Zara ! here, a ftory like my own *, 
With mimick fkill, in borrowed names, was fhown ; 
An Indian chief, like me, by fraud betray'd, 
And partner in his wots an Indian maid. 

1 can't recal the (cenes, 'tis pain too great ; 
And, if recall'd, fhould fhudder to relate ! 

,To write the wonders here, I fbive in vain ; 
Each word would afk a thoufand to explain. 
The time fhall come, O fpeed the lingering hour ! 
When Zara's charms fhall lend defcriptio* pow'r ; 
When plac'd beiide thee in the cool alcove, 
Or thro' the. green favannahs as we rove, 
The frequent kifa (hall. interrupt the tale, 
And looks fhall fpeak my fenfe, tho' language fail. 
Then fhall the prodigies that round me rife, 
Fill thy dear bofom with a fweet furprize ; s 

Then all my knowledge to thy faithful heart. 
With danger gain'd, iecurely.I'll impart. . 

' Methinks I fee thy changing looks exprefs 
Th' alternate fenfe of pleafure and diftrefs ; 
As all tlie windings of my fate I trace, . 

And wing thy fancy fwift from place to place. 

Yet where, alas.! has flatt'ring thought convey'd 
The ravifh'd lover with his darling maid ? 
Between us ftill unmeafur'd oceans roll, 
Which hoftile barks infeft, and florms controul. 
Be calm, my bofom, fince th' unmeafur'd main, 
And hoftile barks, and ftorms, are God's domain : 
He rules refiftlefs, and his pow'r fhall guide 
My life in fafety o'er the roaring tide ; 
Shall blefs the love that's built on Virtue's bafe, . . . 
And fpare me to evangelize my race. •.•-,- 

Farewel ! thy prince ftill lives* and ftill is free ; i 

Farewel! hope all things, and remember ,^6. 

* He alludes to the play of Onxmoko; at which hewaeprtfent,:aJl<Mbai > - 
fe&ed as to be uoablc to continue, during it's fexrbrmanct, In thebouft. . 

ZARA, 
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Z A R A, 

AT THE COURT OP ANAMABOB, TO THE AFRICAN PRINCE 
WHEN IK ENGLAND. 

BY, THE SAME. 

SHOULD I the language of my heart conceal, 
Nor warmly paint the paffion that I feel ; 
My rifing wilh ihoiild groundless fears confine, 
And doubts ungen'rous. chill the glowing line ; 
Would not my prince, with nobler warmth, dxJdaut 
That love, a* languid* which could ftoop ta feign t 
Let guilt <Hflerfnble-Mm my faithful breafc - 
Love reigns onblamtt, and be that love confefs'cL 
I give my bofcrm naked to thy view, 
For what has fluifrie with innocence to do? 
Infancy now I clafp thee tony heart, 
Exchange my vows, and all my joys impart. 
I catch new tranfport from thy. fpeaking eye*** 
But whence this-Jail involuntary figh ? ■.'. : 

Why pants iny hofem with intruding fears ? . 
Why from my eyes di&il unbidden tears ? 
Why do my fcanda thus tremble ai I write ? 
Why fades thy lof'd idea! from my fight ? 
O ! art thou fafe on. Britain's happy ihore, 
From winds that belMw, and from feas that roar ? 
And has my prince— (oh, more than mortal pbin !) 
Betray'd by rufisns, felt the captive's chain ? 
Bound were thofe limbts, ordain'd alone to prove 
The toils of empire, and the fweets of love ? 
Hold, hold 1 barbarians of the fierceft kind ! 
Fear HeavVs ted lightning—' m a prince ye bind \ 
A prince whom no indignities could hide, 
They knew, prefnpptnous ! and the gods defyM. 

Where^r 
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Where'er he moves, let love-join'd reverence rife, 
And all mankind behold with'Zara's eyes ! 

Thy breaft alone, when bounding o'er the waves 
To Freedom's climes, from flavery and flaves ; 
Thy breaft alone the pleafmg thought could frame 
Of what I felt, when thy dear letters came : 
A thoufand times I held them to my breaft, 
A thoufand times my lips the paper prefs'd : 
My full h^art panted with a joy too ftrohg* 
And * Oh, my prince!' dy'd fault'ring on my tongue; 
Fainting, I funk, unequal to the ftrife, 
And milder joys fuftain'd returning, life. . 
Hope, fwe& enchantrefs! round my love-fick head ... "" 
Delightful fcenes of blcfs'd delufion. fpread. . . > . . . i 

« Come, come, my prince! my charmer! hafte^awar; I 

* Come, come \ r Icry'd,* «thy Zara blames thy ftay. . 

* Foe thee the fhrubs their richeft fweets retain; . 
« For thee riew colours wait to paint the plain ; 

* For thee cool breezes linger in the grove ;^ i. . * 
4 The birds expect thee in the green alcove; i ;•■:./ .*' 

* Till thy return, the rills forget to fail, « • v 
' Till thy return, the fun, the foul of all! — It. - - 

* He comes, my maids, in his meridian charms, 
' He comes refulgent to his Zara's arm&! 

* With jocund fongs proclaim my love's return ; 

' With jocund hearts his nuptial bed adorn! ' 

* Bright as the fun, yet gentle as the dove, 

* He comes, uniting majefty with love !* ' 
Too foon, alas ! the blefs'd delufion flies ; 

Care fwells my breaft, and forrow fills my eyes.- -:.\ 

Ah! why do shy fond words fuggeft a fear ; *"•■.".-. : . .« 

Too vaft, too numerous, thofe already here '!;> ^ • •'• i' 

Ah ! why with doubts torment my bleeding breaft, ■ '- 

Of feas which ftorms controul, and foes infeft !•'"'" ' 
My heart, in all this tedious abfenee, knows *•'"- 
No thoughts but thofe of ftas/ and ftorms, and^ foes. 

Each 
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Each joylefs morning, with the rifing fun, 
Quick to the ftrand my feet fpontaneous run i 
€ Where, where's my prince ! what tidings have ye brought !' 
Of each I met, with pleading tears I fought. 
In vain I fought ; fome, confcious of my pain, 
With horrid filence pointed to the main. 
Some with a fneer the brutal thought exprefs'd, 
And plung'd the dagger of a barb'rous jell. % 

Day follow'd day, and ftill I wifh'd the nex$, 
New hopes ftill flatter'd, and new doubts perplex'd ; 
Day follow'd day, the wifh'd to-m6rrow came, 
My hopes, doubts, fears, anxieties, the fame : 
At length—* O Power Supreme ! whoe'er thou art, 
' Thy fhrine the Iky, the fea, the earth, or heart ; 
c Since every clime, and all th' unbounded main, • 
' And hoflile barks, and ftorms, are thy domain, 

* If faithful paffion can thy bounty move, 

' (And goodness fure muft be the friend of lpve !) 

* Safe to thefe arms my lovely prince reftore, 
' Safe to his Zara's arms, to part no more ! 

' O grant to virtue thy protecting care, 

* And grant thy love to love's availing pray'r ! 
' Together then, and emulous to praife, 

' A flowery altar to thy name we'll raife ; 
' There, firft and laft, on each returning day, 
' To thee our vows of gratitude we'll pay !' 

Fool that I was, to all my comfort blind ! 
Why, when thou went'ft, did Zara ftay behind ? 
How could ^ fondly hope one joy to prove, 
'Midft all the wild anxieties of love? 

Had fate in other mould thy Zara form/d, 
Anfl my bold breaft in manly friend fhip warni'd. 
How had I glow'd exulting at thy fide ! 
How all the (hafts of adverfe fate defy 'd ! 
Or yet a woman, and not nerv'd for toil, 
With thee> O had I turn'd a burning foil ! 

Ik 
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In the cold prifon had I lain with thee, 
In love Hill happy, we had fHll been free ; 
. Then fortune brav'd, had own'd fuperior might, 
And pin'd with envy, while we forc'd delight. 

Why ihouldft thpu bid thy love remember thee f 
Thine all my thoughts have been, and {till (hall be. 
Each night the cool favannahs have I fought, 
And breath'd the fondnefs of enamourM thought ; 
The curling breezes murmur' d as I figh'd, 
And hoarfe, at diftance, roar'd my foe, the tide : 
My-breaft fHll haunted by a motley train, 
Now doubts, now hopes prevail'd, now joy, now pain ! 
Now fix'd I ftand, my fpirit fled to thine, 
lior note the time, nor fee the fun decline ! 
Now rouz'd I ftart, and wing'd with fear I run ; 
In vain, alas ! for 'tis myfelf I fhun ! 
When kindly fleep it's lenient balm fupply'd, 
And gave that comfort waking thought denyM. 
Lail night — but why, ah Zara.! why impart, 
•The fond, fond fancies of a love-fick heart ! 
Yet true delights on fancy's wings are brought. 
And love's foft raptures realiz'd in thought— 
Laft night I faw — methinks I fee it now !— 
Heaven's awful concave round thy Zara bow ; - 
When fudden thence a flaming chariot flew, 
Which earth receiv'd, and fix white couriers drew: 
Then, quick tranfition, did thy Zara ride, 
Borne to the chariot, wond'rous, by thy fide ; 
All glorious both, from clime to clime we flew. 
Each happy clime with fweet furprize we view. 
A thoufand voices fung, * All blifs betide 
' The prince of Lybia, and his faithful bride !* 
' 'Tis done, 'tis done !' refounded through the ikies, 
And quick aloft the car began to rife ; 
Ten thoufand beauties crouded on my fight, 
Ten thoufand glories beam'd a dazzling light. 

My 
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Kty thoughts could bear no more, tfre v#on fled, 
And wretched Zar* view'd her loAely bed. 
Come, fweet interpreter, and ea£ my foil; 
Come to my bofom, and explain the whole. 
Alas, my prince !— yet hold, my ftruggling breaft ; 
Sure we (hall meet again, again be blefs'd. 
v Hope all/ thou fa^'ft, c I live, and ftill am Jree ;' 
O then prevent thofe hopes, and hafte to me ! % 
Eafe all the doubts thy Zara's bofom knows, 
And kindly (top the torrent of her woes. 

But, that I know too well thy gen'rous heart, 
One doubt, than all, more torment would impart : 
'Tis this. In Britain's happy, courts to fhine, 
Amidft a thtttfand blooming maids, is thine : 
But thou a thoufand blooming maids among, 
Art ftill thyfelf, incapable of wrong ; 
No outward charm can captivate thy mind, 
Thy love is iriendfltip heighten'd and refined ; 
*Tis what my foul, and not my form infpires, 
And burns with fpotlefs and immortal fires. 
Thy joys, like mine, 60m conicious truth arife, 
And, known thefe joys, what others caaft thou prize ? 
Be jjealous doubts the curfe of fordid minds ; 
Hence, jealous doubts, I give ye to the winds ! 

Once more, O come ! and fnatch me to thy arms ! 
Come, fhield my beating heart from vain alarms !. 
Come, let me hang enamoured on thy breaft, 
Weep pleafing tears, and be with joy diftreis'd ! 
Let me ftill hear, and ftill demand thy tale, 
And, oft renew'd, ftill let my fuit prevail ! 
Much ftill remains to tell and to enquire, 
My hand ftill writes, and writing prompts defire ; 
My pen denies my laft fercwel to write, 
Still, ftill « Return,* my wifhful thoughts indite: 
O hear, my prince, thy love/ thy miftrefs call, 
Think o'er each tender name, and hear by all 1 

P p ' O pleafing 
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O pleafing intercourfe of foul with foul ! 
Thus, while I write, I fete, I clafp thee whole } 
And thefe kind letters trembling Zara drew, 
In eve*y line (hall bring her to thy view. 
Return, return ! in love and truth excel ; 
Return! I write $ I cannot add — Farewel S 



ON MR. NASH's PICTURE 

AT FULL LENGTH, BETWEEN THE BUSTS OP SIR ISAAC? 
NEWTON AND MR. POPE, AT BATH. 

BY THE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD, 

TH E old Egyptians hid their wit* 
In hieroglyphick drefs, 
To give men pains in fearch of it, 
And pleafe themfelves with guefs. 

Moderns, to hit the felf-fame path, 

And exercife their parts, 
Place figures in a room at Bath : . 

Forgive! them, God of Arts ! 

Newton, if I can judge aright, 

All Wifdom does exprefs ? 
His knowledge gives mankind delight. 

Adds to their happinefs. 

Pope is the emblem of true Wit, 

The funfhine of the mind ; 
Read o'er his works in fearch of it, 

You'll endlefs pleafure find. 

... Nafh 
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Nafh reprefents man in the mafs, 

Made up of wrong and right ; 
Sometimes a king, foraetimes an afs ; 

Now blunt, and now polite. 

The picture plac'd the bufts between, 

Adds to the thought much ftrength ; 
Wifdom and Wit are little feen, 

But Folly's at full length. 



AMABEI,LA*. 

WRITTIN BY TH£ D£SIRJE 07 MRS. MONTAGU*. 

BY MR- JEfcNINGHAM, 

HARMODIUS breath'd the rural air, nor found 
His rud4y health with length of years decreafe : 
JJy duty prompted, Amabella crown'd 

His filver forehead with the wreath of peace : 

By partial Nature fyam'd }n Beauty's mould, 

Adorn *d with every grace, unfpoil'd by art, 
To Friendfliip's circle 1U11 did (fee unfold 

The lovelier beauties of a feeling heart, 

Endear'd to all fke met, each welcome day, 
By Fortune's hand, with various bleffings fraught t 

When, lo ! her gaiety's accnftom'd ray 

Was quench'd, untimely, with the gloom of thought, 

• The fubjcd of th}s poem is founded qn 3 cUgumftanca that happened du- 
ring the late war. A young lady, not meeting with the concurrence of her 
relations in favour of an officer for whom flic expreifcd her regard, was prevailed 
upon, by his foiicitatfons, to, content to a clandeftine marriage} which took 
place on the day he fet out to join his regiment abroad, where he was unfor- 
tunately killed in an engagement 

f p 2 What 
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What fiVd the bofom-thorn, aflli&ion knows, 
Where Peace fat brooding as the gentle dove J 

What blafted on her check the fumraer rofe, 
Or flow difeafe, or unfuccefsful love, 

Remain'd unknown, 'Twos by the many gueft'd^ 
That love to her (oft vows had prov'd unkind $ 

Beyond the power of her weak frame opprefs'd, 
Infanity o'erthrew her lovely mind. 

At length recovering, yet to grief devote, 
To folitude fhe gave th* unlbcial day ; 

Like a pale vot'ry from the world remote, 
Unchear'd, unvtfited of Pleafure's ray. 

Oft did Harmodius (at her ftate difmay'd) 
Solicit from his child her fecret pain : 

Her vague reply dill from his queflion ftray'd,, 
And each, repeated effort prov'd in vain. 

To fpeed the moments of the loitering hour, 
Ani by their plaintive drains perchance allur'd, 

Within a fpacious myrtle- woven bower, 
Two turtle doves the penfive fair fecur'd. 

' Ye little captives,' would me often fay, 
' Tho* here fecluded from the fields of air, 

' Thro' yonder vernal grove forbid to ftray, 

4 And join the kindred train that wanton there \ 

• 'Gainft you the gunner never lifts his arm, 
' Nor o'er this manfion does the falcon fail ; 

« You live unconfeious of the ftorm's alarm, 
4 The rain impetuous, and the beating hail. 



Nor 
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* Nor here, by kind Compamon unimprefs'd, 

' The fchool-boy ever rears his impious hand, 
« To fill with agony the feather'd breaft, 

* And raze the little domes that love had plann-'d,' * 

Their harmlefc joys difeafe too foon effac'd t 

One fetal morn, her Turturella's mate 
ghe found, with flagging wing fubdu'd, opprefs'd, 

And juft, juft finking at the blow of Fate : 

While down her cheek Companion's ihower diftUl'd* 

She gently rais'd it to her anxious breaft ; 
But Deaths cold blaft life's crimfori current chill'd* 

And thus the fair her brea&lefs bird addrefs'd : 

* Ill-fated turtle, round whpfe peaceful bower 

* The jocund loves fo lately wont to play ;* 
f How funk, alas \ in youth's exulting hour; 

•To fell difeafe, to death th' untimely prey I 

* How filent is the voice, which, void of art, 
f Along the fender day was heard to coo ! 

f How ftill, how frozen is the conftant heart, 

* Which to it's dear companion beat fo true ! 

f That dear companion, that now widow'd dove, 

' To fcreen from every harm be mine the care ; • 
f And while fhe mourns her ne'er-reviving love, 

* Her grief to me the mourner will endear : 

f Like thee, a widow too, condemn 'd to mourn ; 

' No more to me does life unfold it's charms ! 
f Death, death forbids him ever to return !' 

She faid — and funk into th' attendant's arms, 

Per, 
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Her, fwift relapfmg to her former ftate, 

With boding fears, approach'd the ferving train ; 

Thi$ fcene's dread period tremblingly they wait, 
Nor were their boding fears indulg'd in vain* 

Awakening from her trance, around flie threw, 

Diftrefsful fair, her much diforder'd eyes ; 
And wildertng faid-r-' Repeat that kind adieu ? 

c Ah, no! frpm love, to war, to death heftier 

< Did ye not hear tfy* ciafh of hoftile fpear* ?, 

* Ah, mark ye not that hreafiVplate ftain'd with gore J 

' * What grow* was that which pierc'd thefe fearful ears ) . 
« He falls, he falls I-r-my wfljrior is no more ! 

' Nor was, O Heaven ! his Amabella near, 
' To foothe his pain, and echo &gk tp %h ; 

* Drop on the gaping wound a balniy tear, 

* Kifs his cold Up, and doie his fading eye !* 

Of her diflrefs th* ajarm'4 Harmodius taught, 
With trembling fteps approach'd th* unconfcious fair ; * 

* Give me,* he cry 'd, with grief paternal fraught, 
4 Give me, 1 O Annabel! to foothe^hy care. 

' Say, what affli^ion has. thy foul imprefs'd ? 

* Reveal what ftorm thy hofom'd calmnefs breaks \ * 

' Reveal — and thus relieve this angutih'd hreaft I ' \ > 

* The tender father to his daughter fpeaks !* . 

AMABELLA. 

« Ah, what. avails the praife the brave obtain. ! . : 

< Thro' his white bofom rufh'd the hoftile fteel $ 

* 'Twas his to fweli the number of the (lain, 

' And mine Aifli&ion's k©eneft point to feel !* 

r.:M »ar. 
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HARMODIVS. 

* Her roving thought no trace of reaibn bears : 

' To her racked mind, O Heay'n ! thy peace impart !-*• 
4 A loving parent bathes thy cheek with tears ; 

* Harmodius holds thee to his breaking heart !' . 

AMABBLLA. 

4 To thee, I grateful kneel, O generous feer ! 
4 Who doll, to one unknown, thy care extend ! 

* Along thy path may Peace her olives rear, 

' And Heaven, in battle, wield thy deareft friend ! 

4 For me, who droop beneath Misfortune's fhower, 

4 I had a father — now, alas ! a foe — 
4 ThouPt blufli to hear— in forrow's darkeft hour, 

4 He leaves his child abandon'd to her woe I 

c But to thy heart, that's framM of ibfter mould, 
4 What can to thee a wretch like me endear ! 

* The fpring, the motive of thy love unfold ; 

4 Say, fay, for me why flows that friendly tear! 

* Yet foft awhile — methinks that hoary brow, 

4 That plaintive voice— Ah, bear with my diftrefs I 
4 Or much remembrance is effac'd, or now, 

* A tender father's tear-dew'd cheek I prefs !' 

HARMODIUS. 

4 On knees of gratitude I blefs the fkies, 

* That Amabella to herfelf reftore ! 

AMABELLA. 

' Ah, wherefore doft thou joy ! thy daughter dies : 

* Support me to yon couch— I can no more— 

* I feel, I feel the pulfe of life retire ! 

' Ah, deign to hear thy dying child reveal, 
' What, in rebellion to thy juft defire,' 
4 Lock'd in her breaft, (he dar'd fo long conceal ! 

<Bv 
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' By thee unfandtion'd, did I plight my love, 
' And, all to thee unknown, a bride became** 

HAHMODIV6. 

' Harmodius will to both a father prove.' 

AMABELLA. 

' To him thy pardon thou canft aie'er proclaim ! 

. * Three fleeting hours had fcarcely callM rae bride, 
€ When he was fummon'd to the martial plain ; 
9 And there — forgive thefe tears, — in beauty's pride, 
* The much,-lamented valiant youth was flaim 

• What tho* unworthy of thy care I prove, 

' To thy remembrance let thy child be dear $ 

* Thy kind compaflion let the daughter move, 

« When this weak frame ihall prefs th' untimely bier** 
* 
More would me fay— her voice began to fail, 

From her faint eye life's lingering fpark retir'd ; 
The ripening cherry on her lip grew pale, 

She heav'd a figh— and in that figh expir'd. 



A BRITISH PHILIPPICK:' 

OCCASIONED BY THE INSULTS 0-F THE SPANIARDS, ANSI 
THE FRESENT PREPARATIONS FOR WAR. 

WklTTIN IN THI YEAR MDCC XXXVIII. 

BY DR. AKENSIDE. 

WHENCE this unwonted tranfport in my breaft ? 
Why glow ray thoughts, and whither would the iMufe 
Afpire with rapid wing? Her country's caufe 
Deniands her efforts ; at that facred call 
She fummons all her ardour* throws aiule 

The 
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The trembling lyre, and with the warrior's trump ...... 

She means to thunder in each Britifh ear i 

And if one fpark of honour or of fame* . . « 

Difdain of infult* dread of infamy, 

One thought of publUk virtue yet furvive> 

She means to wake it, rouie the generous flame> 

With patriot fceal infpirit ev'ry bread, 

And fire each Britilh heart With Britifli wrongs ! ■ . 

Alas, the vain attempt ! what influence now 
Can the Mufe boaft ? or what attention now 
Is paid to fame or virtue? Where is now 
The Britifli fpirit, generous, warm and brave | 
So frequent wont from tyranny and wo£ 
To free the fuppliant nations ? Where, indeed ! 
If that prote&ion, once to (bangers giv'n. 
Be now witheld from fons ! Each nobler thought . 
That warm'd our fires, is loft and buried now .• 
In luxury and av'rice." Baneful vice I . 
How it unmans a nation I Yet I'll try, ( ; Vi - 

I'll aim to fhake this vile degenerate AqUi ; • 
I'll dare to rouze Britannia's dreaming fons 
To fame, to virtue, and impart around 
A generous feeling of compatriot woes* 

Come, then, the various powers of forcefnl.fpeecM . :-- ' 
All that can move,. awaken* ire, transport; ■■ 
Come, the bold ardour of the Theban bard 1 
Th' arouzing thunder of the patriot Greek !• w . - 
The foft perfuadon of the Roman fage! 
Corn^, all ! and raife me to an equal height* 
A rapture worthy of my glorious caufe !.. 
Left my beft efforts faijipgg mould debate 
The facred thenve; fof with no common wing . . 
The Mufe attempts to foar. Yet, what need thefe J 
My country's fame, my free-born Britifh heart, 
Shall be mfhct inrpirers, raife my flight 
High as the # Theban' • pinion* and with mor* 

Q^q ThaJI 
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Than Greek of Rotrian flame, exalt my foul. 

Oh ! could 1 1 give the vaft ideas birth, 

Expreflive of the thoughts that flame within, 

No more mould lazy Luxury detain 

Our ardent youth ! no more mould Britain's fons 

Sit tamely paflive 6y, and carelefc hear 

The prayers, figns, groans, (immortal infamy !} 

Of fellow Britons, with oppreflion funk, 

In bitternefs of foul demanding aid, 

Calling on Britain, their dear native land, 

The land of liberty; fo greatly fam'd 

For juft redrefs; the land fo often dy'd 

With her bed blood, for that arouzing caufe, 

The freedom of her fons ; thofe fons that now, 

Far from the manly bleflingg of her fway, 

Drag the vile fetters of a Spanifh lord J 

And dare they, dare the variquifh'd.fons Qf Spain 

Enflave a Briton ? Have they then forgot, 

So ibon forgot, the great, tlr immortal day, 

When refcu'd Sicily with joy beheld 

The fwift-wing'd thunder of the Brltifh arm 

Difperfe their navies ? When their coward band* 

Fled, like the raven from the bird of Jove, 

From fwift impending vengeance fled in vain : 

Are the&ottr lords! And can Britannia fee 

Her foes oft vancjutnVd, thus defy her pow'r, [ 

Infult her ftandard, and inflave her forts, ; 

And not arife to j\iflice > Did: our fires, 

Unaw'd by chains, by exile, of by death, 

Preferve inviolate her guardian rights, 

To Britons ever facred! that their fons ' ' : l 

Might give them up to Spaniards r TttrH your ^yes* " ' ' " ""* 

Turn ye degenerate, who with haughty bofcfl' 

Call yourfelves Britons, to that difmal gloom^ 

That dungeon dark and deep, where never thought 

Of joy or peace can enter ; fee the gates "'"."' v 

"Harm- 



BfeAUTlES OF POETRY. 307 

Harfli-creaking open ! what an hideous void. 
Dark as the yawning grave ! while ftili as death 
A frightful filence reigns: there on the ground 
Behold your brethren chain'd like beafts of prey ; 
There mark your num'rous glories, there behold 
The look that fpeaks unutterable woe ; 
The mangled limb, the faint, the deathful eye, 
With famine funk ; the deep heart-burfting groan 
Supprefs'd in (ilence ; view the loathfome food, 
Refus'd by dogs ! and oh, the flinging thought!; 
View the dark Spaniard glorying in their wrongs ; 
The deadly prieft triumphant in their woes, 
And thundering worfe damnation on their fouls; 
While that pale form, in all the pangs pf death. 
Too faint to fpeak, yet eloquent of all, 
His native British fpirit yet untaoi'd, 
Raifes his head, and with indignant frowns 
Of great defiance, and fuperior fcorn. 
Looks up, and dies !— - Oh, I am all on fire ! ; 

But let me fpare the theme, left future times 
Should blufli to hear, that either conquer'd Spun 
Durft offer Britain fuch outrageous wrong. 
Or Britain tamely bore it ! 

Defcend, ye guardian heroes of the land ! 
Scourges of Spain, defcend ! Behold your font ! 
See how they run the fame heroick race, 
How prompt, how ardent in their country's caufe ! 
How greatly proud t 9 afTert their Britifh blood, 
And in their deeds reflect their father's fame ! 
Ah, would to 4 Heavcn ! ye did' not rather fee, 
How dead to virtue in the publick caufe ! 
How cold, how carelefs, how to glory deaf, 
They fhame your laurels, and belye their birth ! 

Come, ye great (pints, Cavendifli, Rawleigh, Blake ! 
And ye of later name, your country's pride, 
Qh, com.C ! difperfe theft lazy fumes of floth, 

Q^q z Teach 
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Teach Britifh hearty with Bxitiih fires to .glow ! . . 
In wakening whflpers rouze "our ardent youth, 
Blazon the triuniphs of your better days. 
Paint all the glorious fcenes of HghtfuJ war, 
In all it's fpiendours; to their fwelling fouls 
Say how ye bow*d fli' Infultihg Spaniards pride !/ 
Say how ye thunde,r*d o'er their profixate heads ! 
Say how yc broke fiieir lines, and'nVd their ports t 
Say how not death, in afrit's' frightful /hapes. 
Could damp jfour fouls, or fhake the great reibjva 
• For Right and Britain ! Then diiblay the joys 
The patriot^ foul exalting, while he views 
Tranfported millions hail with loud acclaim 
The guardian of their civil,- (acred rights; * * 
How greatly Welcome to the virtuous man 
Is death for others good ; the radiant thoughts 
That beam celeftial on his pafling foul, " ' 
Th' unfading crowns awaiting him above, 
Th* exalting plaudit of the Great Supreme,' 
Who in his actions with complacence views 
His own reflefted fplendour! then defcend, 
Tho* to a lower, yet a nobler fcene; < 
Paint the juft honours to his reliqqes paid, 
Shew grateful millions weeping o'er his grave j 
While his fair fame in each progreffive age 
For ever brightens ; and the wife and good 
Of every land, in univerfal choir, 
With richeft incenfe of undying praife, 
His urn encircle ; to the wondering world 
His numerous triumphs blazon \ while with awe, 
With filial rev'rence in his tfeps they tread, 
And copying every virtue, every fame, 
Tranfplant his glories into fecond life, 
And, with unfparing hand, make nations, blefs'd 
By his example ! Yaft, immenfe rewards, 
For all the turmoils which the virtuous mind 
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Encounters here V^Yet, $rfcm» c age ye cold I 
Yet deaf to glory, Yirtue* and the caU 
Of your poor bjw'd.fwnpymea ? Ah, sic* J 
I fee ye are not; every bafom gfow$ 
With native grpatnefc, and in all it's ftate 
The Britifh fpirit jrifcs. Glorious change! 
Fame, Virtue, Freedom* welcome! Oh, forgfaa 
The Mufe, that ardent in her iacred caufe, 
Your glory queftion'd ! She beholds with joy, 
She owns, fhc triuntphs in l*r wfthM mi&ake ! 

See i from her fea-beat throne, in awful nurd* 
Britannia tow'rs : upon her Jauxel creft, 
The plumes majeftick nod; -bfhoW Ihe.hpaWs 
Her guardian ihiolds,> and *cirij>l£ pi arms. 
For battle (hakes her adamantine fpear; 
Loud £t her foot the Britiflj. lion roars. 
Frighting the nations ; ; haughty Spain f«ty fqo% 
Shall hear and tremblel Go that*: Britons* forth,. 
Your country's daring chaiupkps ! teljyour loos* 
Tell them in thnndepo'eg; their pijoihrate land. 
You were not bora for (laves ! Let all your deed* 
Shew that the fons of thofe immortal men. 
The flars of fhining fiory , *re not (low 
In Virtue's path to emulate their fires, 
T'affert their country's rights, avengp-her lbus* 
And hurl the bolts of juftice on her foes } 
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OK A LANDSCAPE 07 RBR DEAW1*9% 
- BY MR. PAJIRAT, 

BEHOLD themagkkof Therefa'shand! 
A new creation blooms at her command. . 
Touch'd into life the vivid colours glow, 
£a*ch tfye wanp Areata, ind'quickrn as |hey flow. 

The 
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The ravifiYd fight the pleafing landscape 'fills. 
Here fink the vallies, and there rife the hills. 
Not with more horror nods bleak Calpe's height, 
Than here the pi&ur'd rock aftounds the fight. 
Not Thames more devious-^winding leaves his fource. 
Than here the wand'ring rivers ihape their courfc. 
Obliquely lab'ring runs the gurgling rill ; 
Still murm'ring runs, or fcems'to murmur WIL 
An aged oak, with hoary mofs o'erfpread, 
Here lifts aloft it's venerable head ; 
There overfhadowing hangs a facred wood, 
And nods inverted in the neighb'ring flood. 
. Each tree as in it's native foreft Jhoots, 
And blufhing bends with Autumns golden fruits. 
Thy pencil lends the roie a lovelier hue. 
And gives the lily fairer to our view. * 
Here fruits and flow'rs adorn the varied year, 
And paradife with all it* s fweets is here. 
There ftooping to it's fall a tow*r appears, 
With tempers fhaken, and a weight of years: 
The daified meadow, and the woodland green* 
In order rife, and EH the various fcene. 

Some parts, in light magnificently drefs'd, " 
Obtrufive enter, and (land all confe&'d ; 
Whilil others decently in ihades are thrown, 
And by concealing, make their beauties known. 
Alternate thus, and mutual is their aid, 
Their lights, owe half their luftre to the (hade, 

So the bright fires that light the milky way, 
Loft and extinguiih'd in the folar ray ; 
In the fun's abfence pour a flood of light, 
And borrow all their brightnefs from the night. 

To cheat our eyes, how well doft thou contrive ! 
Each object here feems real and alive. j 

Not more refembling life the figures ftand, 
fQrm-d by Lyiippus, or by Phidias' hand. 

Unnumbered 
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Unnumber'd beauties in the piece unite, 
Rufli on the eye, and croud: upon the fight : 
At once our wonder and delight youraife ; 
We view with pleafure, and with rapture praife. 



HYMN TO SOLITUDE. . 

BY MISS WHATBLY. 

NO W genial Spring o'er lawn and grove ,. * 
Extends her vivid power, 

Now Phcsbiis {hines with mildeft beaxnv 
And wakes each deeping flower. 

Soft breezes fan the fouling mead, 

Kind dews refrefh the plain ; "- . .. r . ■,. 7 

While Beauty, Harmony, and Love, 

Renew their chearful reign* m ■. . 

Now far from bufinefs let me fly, 

Far from the crouded feat 

•i < 

Of Envy, Pageantry, and Power, 
To fome obfcure retreat : 

Where Plenty iheds with liberal hand 

Her various bleffings round ; 

Where laughing Joy delighted roves, . 

And rofeate Health is found. . ■,. ,~ 

Give me to climb the mountain's brow. 

When morn's firft blufhes rife ; 
And view the fair cxtenfive fcene -^ 

With Contemplation's *yes. 

And 
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' And while the rajttur'd woodland choir 

Pour forth their lbVe-titigh't.lay? ; " ' " r ' ' ■ ' 
I'll tune the grtteM" mktiia fojig* : " 
To my Creator's prafeV 



He bade the folar orb advance 
To chear the gloomy iky ; 

And at/the gentle voice of Spring 
Made hoary Winter fly. 



He drefs'cf the graves in Trailing giteii, ' *• ' JL 

Unlock'd the ke*boifird "rill ; 
Bade Flora's pride adorn the vale, 

And herbage crown'the hill. 

To that All-gracious Source of Light, . • 

Let early incenfe rife, . . 

While on Devotion*s wfrtg the' font . ". 

Aicends her native flries ': 






And when the rapid cai 5 of day* 

Illumes the fartheft weft, * " \ . v , , * 

Whein Sleep diflblves fhe captive's chainsji'. 

And Anguifh finks to fell ; 



• 1 



Then let me fangelhe Ihadowy lawns, 

When Vefper's filver light •"' 

Plays on the trembling ttreams^ and £&&, 

The fable veil of nightl 

Wheii (nrery e*rth!^ ' ''" x ^ ' ^ *"' 3 

And mufing Silence feigns ; 
¥hen active Fancy takes "her ffjgfct 

Wide o'er th* etherial plairts ; 



- .1" i w ' 



i £.'■ . -.:v 



(f m-M '*• _■"■ "J */ 
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6oars thro 9 the tracklef* realms of fpace* 

Sees endlefs fyftems roll ; 
Whilft all harmonioufly combine 

To form One beauteous whole. 



All hail, fweet Solitude ! to thee, 

In thy fequefter'd bowery 
Let me invoke the Paftofal Mufe> 

And every fylvan power* 

Dear> peniive nymph, the tender thought 

And deep refearch is thine ; 
'Tis thine to heal the tortur'd breaft, 

And form the great defigri. 

On thy (till boforii let nfce reft, 

Far froni the clang of war ; 
Where ftern Opprefion's bloody chain* 

Precede the vi&or's car : 

Here fold n*e in thy facred arms, 
Where Albion's happy plains 

Exulting tell the nations round 
A Britiih Brunfwxck reign* 

Here let me hail each riiing fun* 
Here view each day's decline : 

lie fame and fway dry fovereign's lot* 
fie peace and freedom mime f 



kt . toopift's 
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COOPER'S HILt. 

BY SIR JOHN DENHAM. 

SURE there are poets which did never dream 
Upon Parnaffus, nor did tafte the ftreaift - 
Of Helicon ; we therefore may fuppofe 
Thofe made not poets,, but the poets thofe ; 
And as courts make not kings, but kings the court, : 
So where the Mufes and their train refort, 
Parnaffus ftands $ if I can be to thee 
A poet, thou Parnaffus art tame: - • 

Nor wonder, if (advantag'd in my flight, 
By taking wing from thy aufpicious height)' 
Through untrac'd ways and airy paths I fly> 
More boundlefs in my fancy than my eye ; 
My eye, which fwift as thought contracts thefpac* 
That lies between, and firft falutes the place 
Crown'd with that facred pile, fo vaft, < fo high, 
That whether 'tis a part of earth, or iky, 
Uncertain feems, and may be thought a proud - 
Afpiring mountain, or defcending. cloud. 
Paul's, the late theme of fuch a Mufe * whofe flight 
Has bravely reach'd and foar'd above thy height : 
Now (halt thou Hand, tho' fword, or time, or fire, 
Or zeal more fierce than they, thy fall conipire, 
Secure, whilft thee the belt of poets fings, 
Preferv'd from ruin by the belt of kings. 
Under his proud furvey the city lies, 
And like a mill beneath a hill doth rife ; 
Whofe ftate and wealth, the bufmefs and the crowd, 
Seems at this diftance but a darker cloud; 

» Mr. Waller. 

An* 



.HEAUITIES* -OF PCETRY/ 315 

And is to him who rightly things efteems, 

No other in effect than what it feems ; 

Where, with like hafte, tho' fev'ral ways, they run, 

Some to undo, and fome to be undone : 

While luxury and wealth, like war and peace, 

Are each the others ruin, and increafe ; " 

As rivers loft in feas, ibme fecret vein 

Thence re-conveys, there'to be loft again. 

Oh, happinefs of fweetrgtir'd content ! 

To be at once fecure, and innocent. 

Windfor the next (where Mars with Venus dwells, 

Beauty with ftrength) above the valley fwells 

Into my eye,, and doth itfelf prefent 

With fuch an eafy and unforc'd afcent, 

That no ftupendous precipice denies 

Accefs, no horror turns away our eyes ; 

Jut fuch a rife, a? doth at once invite 

A pleafure an4 a reverence from the fight, 

Thy mighty mailer's emblem, in whofe face 

Sate meeknefs, heighten'*! with majeftick grace ; 

Such feems thy gentle l^eight, made only proud 

To be the bafts pf that pompous' load, 

Than which, a nobler weight no mountain bears, 

But Atlas only which fupports the fpheres. 

When Nature's hand this ground did thus advance, 

'Twas guided by a, wijer pow'r than chance ; 

Mark'd out for fuch an ufe, as if 'twere meant 

T* invite the builder, and his choice prevent, 

Kor can we call it choice, when what we chufe, 

Folly or blindnefs only cou'd refufe, 

A crown of fuch majeftick tow'rs does grace 

The gods great mother, when her heav'nly rac« 

Do homage to her, yet (he cannot boail 

Among that num'rous, and celeftial hoft, 

More heroes than can Windfor, nor doth Fame^ 

Iinmortal book record more noble names. 

R r z Not 
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Not to look back fp far, to whom this Hie 

Owes the firft glory of to brave a pile, 

Whether to Caeftr, Albafiaft, or fyute, 

The Britify Arthur,, or the Daniftr Knute, 

(Tho* this of Qld no lefs conteft did move, 

Than when for Homer's birth fcv-n cities drove $ 

Like him in birth, thou (houWft be like, in fagie^ 

As thine his fate, if mine had been his flame :) 

But whofbe'ex it was, Nature defign'd 

Firil a brave place, and then as brave a mind. 

Not to recount thoie fey'ral kings, to whom 

It gave a cradle/ or to whom a tomb ; 

But thee, great Edward, and thy greater fan *, 

(The lilies which his father wore, he won) 

And thy Bellona f, who the confbrt came* 

Not only to thy bed, but to thy fame, 

She to thy triumph led one captive king %, 

And brought that fon, which did the fecond bring. 

Then didft thou found that order (whether love 

Or victory thy royal thoughts d;d move) 

Each was a noble caufe, and nothing lefs 

Than the defign, has been the great fuccefs ; 

Which foreign kings, and emperors eiteepi 

The fecond honour to their diadenv 

Had thy great deftiny but giv'n thee ikill 

To know, as well as pow'r to aft her will, 

That from thofe kings who then thy captives wer^ 

In after- times fhould fpring a royal pair, 

Who ihould poflefs all that thy mighty pow'r, 

Or thy defires more mighty, did devour ; 

To whom their better fate referves whate'er 

The vidor hopes for, or the vanquifh-d fear; 

* Edward III. and the Blacfc Prince. 

+ Queen Philifpa, 

J The Kings of France and Scotland* 



That 
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That blood, which thou and thy great grandfire fl>ed. 

And all that fince thefe fifter nations bled, 

Had been unfpilt, had happy Edward known 

That all the blood he fpilt had been his own. 

When he that patron chofe in whom are join'4 

Soldier and martyr, and his arms connVd 

Within the azure circle* he did feexn 

But to fbretel, and prophefy of him, 

Who to his realms that azure round hath join'd, 

Which Nature for their bound at firft defign'd. 

That bound, which to the world's extremeft ends, 

Endlefs itfelf, it's liquid arms extends, 

Nor doth he need tfyofe ea^leins which we paint. 

But is himfelf the foldier and the faint. 

Here fhould my wonder dwell, and here my praife, 

But my fix'd thoughts my wand'ring eye betrays, 

Viewing a neighb'ring hill, whofe top of late 

A chapel crown'd, till in the common fate 

Th' adjoining abbey f$ll : (may no fuch ftona 

fall on our times, where ruin muft reform !) 

Tell me, my Mufe, what monftrous dire offence. 

What crime could *ny Chriftian king incenfe 

To fuch a rage ? Was't luxury, or lufl ? 

Was he fo temperate, £> cljafte, (b juft? 

Were thefe their crimes ? They were his own much more, j 

But wealth is crime enough to him that's poor ; 

Who having fpent the treafures of his crown, 

Condemns their luxury to feed his own. 

And yet this 9Q, to varnifh o'er the fhame 

Of facrilege, mud bear devotion's name. 

No crime fo bold, but would be underftood 

A real, or at leaft a feeming good : 

Who fears not to do ill, yet fears the name. 

And free from conference, is a Have to fame : 

Thus he the church at once protects and fpoils ; 

But princes fwords are (harper than their ftyles. 

A,4 
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And thus to th' ages paft he makes amends, 

Their charity deftroys, their faith defends. 

Then did religion, in a lazy cell, 

In empty, airy contemplations dwell ; 

And like the block, unmoved lay : but ours, 

As much too a&ive, like the ftork devoure. 

Is there no temp'rate region can be known, 

Betwixt their frigid, and our torrid zone ? 

Cou'd we not wake from that lethargick dream, 

But to be refllefs in a worfe extreme ? 

And for that lethargy was there no «ure, 

But to be caft into a calenture ? 

Can knowledge have no bound, but mu ft advance 

So far, to make us with for ignorance ? 

And rather rn the dark to grope our way, 

Than led by a falfe guide to err by day ? 

Who fees thefe difmal heaps, but would demandj 

What barbarous invader fack'd the land ? 

But when he hears, no Goth, no Turk did bring 

This defolation, but a Chriftian king ; • 

When nothing, but the name of zeal, appears 

*Twixt our beft a&ion3 and the worft of theirs, 

What does he think our facrilege wou'd lpare, 

When fuch th' effedls of our devotions are ? 

Parting from thence, 'twixt anger, fhame, and fear, 

Thofe for what's paft, and this for what's too near, 

My eye, defcending from the hill, furveys 

Where Thames among the wanton vallies ftrays. 

Thames, the moftlov'd of all the Ocean's foils, 

By his old fire, to his embraces runs ; 

Hailing to pay his tribute to the fea, 

Like mortal life to meet eternity. 

Tho' with thofe ftreams he no refemblance hold # 

Whofe foam is amber, and their gravel gold ; 

His genuine and lefs guilty wealth t' explore, 

Search not his bottom, but furvey his fhore ; 



€>'er 
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O'er which he kindly fpreads his fpacious wing, 
And hatches plenty for th' enfuing fpring. 
Nor then deftroys it with too fond a day, 
Like mothers which their infants overlay : 
Nor with a fudden and impetuous wave, 
Like profufe kings, refumes the wealth he gave. 
No unexpected inundations fpoil 
The mower's hopes, nor mock the plowman's toil ; 
But godlike his unweary'd bounty flows j 
Firft loves to do, then loves the good he does. 
Nor are his bleflings to his banks confin'd, 
But free, and common, as the fea or wind ; 
When he to boaft, or to difperfe his (lores, 
Full of the tributes of his grateful (hores, 
Vifits the world, and in his flying tow'rs 
Brings home to us, and makes both Indies ours ; 
Finds wealth where 'tis, beftows it where it wants. 
Cities in defarts, woods in cities plants. 
So that to us no thing, no place is ftrange, 
While his fair bofom is the world's exchange. 
O could I flow like thee, and make thy (beam 
My great example, as it is my theme ! 
Tho' deep, yet clear; tho' gentle, yet not dull ; 
Strong without rage, without o'er-flowing full. 
Heav'n her Eridanus no more (hall boaft, 
Whofe fame in thine, like lefler currents loft; 
Thy nobler (breams (hall vifit Jove's abodes, 
To (hine among the (tars # , and bathe the gods. 
Here Nature, whether more intent to pleafe 
Us or herfelf, with ftrange varieties, 
(For things of wonder give no lefs delight 
To the wife maker's, than beholder's fight: 
Tho' thefe delights from fev'ral caufes move ; 
For b our children, thus our friends we love) 



• The Ford*. 
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Wifely (he knew, the harmony of things, 
As well as that of founds, from difcord fpringsj 
Such was the difcord, which did firft difperfe 
Form, order, beauty, through the univerfe; 
While drynefs, moifture, coldnefs, heat refifbj 
All that we have, and that we are, ftibMa: 
While the ftcep horrid roughnefs of the wood, 
Strive^ with the gentle calmnefs of the flood; 
Such huge extremes when Nature doth unite, 
Wonder from thence refults, from thence delight. 
The it re am is fo tranfparent, pure, and clear. 
That had the fdf-enajnour'd youth * gaz'd here* 
So fatally deceived he had not been, 
While he the bottom, not his face had feen. 
But his proud head the airy mountain hides 
Among the clouds ; his fhoulders and his fidea 
A fliady mantle clothes ; his curled brows 
Frown on the gentle dream, which calmly flows | 
While winds and ltorms his lofty forehead beat : 
The common fate of all that's high or great. 
Low at his foot a fpacious plain is plac'd* 
Between the mountain and the ftream embraced : 
Which fhade and iheltcr from the hill derives, 
While the kind river wealth and beauty gives j 
And in the mixture of all thefe, appears 
Variety, which all the reft endears. 
This fecne had fome bold Greek or Britifh bard 
Beheld of old, what flories had we heard 
Of fairies, fatyrs, and the nymphs, their dames % 
Their feafts, their revels, and their am'rous flames 1 
'Tis ftill the fame, altho' their airy fhape 
All but a quick poctick fight efcape* 
There Faunus and Sylvanus keep their courts* 
And thither all the horned hoft reforts 

* NarcifTus* 



To 
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fo graze the ranker mead 5 that noble herd, 
On whofe fublime and fhady fronts is rear'd 
Nature's great ma&er-piece ; to (hew how foon 
Great things are made* bat fooher are undone. 
Here have t feen the king, when great affairs 
Gave leave to flackeriv and unbend his carts, - 
Attended to the chacefty all the flow'* 
Of youth, whofe hfcpe* ! at nobler prey devour ; 
Pleafu/e with praife and danger they- would buy, 
And wifh a foe that w&uid nbt only fly. 
The flag, now confcious of his fatal growth, 
At once indulgent* hfc4e*i<and (loth, 
To fome dark covert l&WttiMrt hid made, 
Where, nor man's eye not 1 Heaven^ fhenld inf ade 
His foft repofe ; when th* unexpected (bund 
Of dogs and men his wakeful ear does wound t 
Rous'd with the nbiife* he fcarce believes his ear. 
Willing to think th* UluiiMi of Ms fear 
Had giv*n this ralfe alar^ ' 

Confirms, that more than all he fears Is true* 
BetrayM in all his ffeengtil*, die wood befet * 
All inftfuments, aWarts ctf ruin met; ' 
He Calls to mind Ids fhfengtfc, and then his speed* 
His winged heels* and then his armed head; 
With thefe t' avoid* with that his fate to meet t 
But fear prevails* and bids him trail Us feet* 
So fast ha flies* that his reviewing eye 
Has folt the chafers, and his ear the cry ; 
Exulting, till he finds their nobler fenfe 
Their difproportkm'd fpced doe$ recompense t 
Then curfes his oonrpiring feet, whofe scent 
Betrays that fafcty which their ftriftnefs lent* 
Then tries his friends t among the bafer herd, 
Where he fe lately was obey'd and fear*d, 

His (afety feeks* the herd, unkindly wife, 

Or chafes him from thence, or from him flics* 

Sf Like 
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Like a declining ftateftnan, left fdrlorn 
To his friends pity, and pqrfuers foarn; • 

With (hame remembers, while himftlf was one .-, . 

Of the fame herd* hirnfelf the fame had done. • ■ 'j 
Thence to the.eOverts, and thfe confeious groves^ 
The fcenes of his paft triumph?, ajjd, his loves j i • ~" • : ;~; 
Sadly furveying wherf he rang'draloqe . .;.-.::.. 
Prince of the fbjLl, and all t{ie Jierd l)is own * ; . tsS! . 
And like a bold knight-errant did.proclaim 
Combat to all, and bore away the dame.,; 
And taught the woods to echo to the dream • r . T 

His dreadful challenge, add J^if £^flti&gjbffMj|*;. : 
Yet faintly now declines the fatal $rife j ./ >l '. ^ .*■ : .;-* 
So much h« love was dearer 4wnj hw lift, .; . .„ ,.-,.. ■.-,:.: 
Now ev'ry leaf, find ev'ry moving breath, . .;»,.,,. •» i. :, 
Prefents a foe, and ev'jy foe ' * jkath. { , , ., ; . ..„-, _* 
Weary'd, for^ken, and purfu'd, *t la*, ., . „- t ; ; - ..'> ,. ;.£ 
All fafety in defpair of faftty ptactt,' , V -vijfj o? y.ii!; >/ 
Courage he tfeence refume^ rtftlvM td bear \ -\to ii"-v it Wi-J 
All their afTaults,, fim:e 'tis, io.vjiip.jto fear.,., j, iu , ,..;l.jj 
And now too late he wifhe*,fbr the fight, :.: t » f .; ;/ ., : ;/ 
That ftrength he wafted in ignoble flight,: t ;il ^ ; r,..; 1j. 
But when he fees the eager chacfe renewed, ;.. i ; ,, , ; ;;,..;? 
Himfelf by dogs, the dogs by\inen purfn'4 * , ri L: ;*::■: i\i 
He ftraight revokes his bold reiblre; and mo*e ', .[<;>' n>i\V 
Repents his courage, than his fear "before ; % j\ .1- wi* ;^*f. 
Finds that uncertain wajrs unfaftft are, • .<• ■ t ■ ■;.•' >■■.": ..:- 
And doubt a greater mifchief than defpair* .. .. S -,,;. - : ., --: 
Then to the (bream, when neither Mend**: nor force, :.; 
Nor fpeed, nor art avail, he lhapes hisr covjie; %;% . ,. 4 . . i 
Thinks not their rage (b defperate t' afiay » , ; , y 

An element more mtrcilefs than they ; - (| ., , \ • 

But fearlefs they purfue,: ndr can the flood . u 4 . 

Quench their dire thirfl— alas 1 they thirft for bloody , k 
So, tow'rds a (hip the oar-finned gallies ply, ; 
Which wanting fea to ride, or wind to fly, 
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Stands but to fall *eveng'd on thofe that dare . • 

Tempt the laffc fufcy of .extreme defpair, 

§0 feres tjie flag, .among, tja* enraged hoaiids, .*..;■•* . ; % 

Repels their force,, and. wounds returns for wounds. 

And as a hero, whom his bafex foes 

In troops furround, now. thefe aflaiU^ now thofe, 

Tho' prodigal of life, difdains to die - i\ ;> 

By common hands j biitif he can deicry 

Some nobler foe approach, to him he calls, 

And begs his fate, and then contented falls. 

60 when the long a mortal fhaft lets fly 

From Ms unerring hand, then glad to die, 

Proud of the wound,* to it refigna his blood, 

And ftains the chryftal with a purple flood. 

This a more innocent, and happy chace, A < 

Than when of old, but in the felf-lame place, 

Fair Liberty purfu'd V and meant a prey , : j I 

To lawlufs. power, here, turii'd, and flood at bay, 

When in that remedy all hope was plac'd 

Which was, or mould have been at leaft, the lail. 

Here was that charter feal'd f, wherein the ^crown 

All marks of arbitrary pow'r lays down j \ 

Tyrant and flave, thofe names of lute and fear, 

The happier ftyle of king and fubjeel bear-: .: » ■•< . 

Happy, when both to the fame centre move, 

When kings give liberty, and fubje&s love. % 

Therefore, not long in force this charter ftodd * ♦ - 

Wanting that feal, it muft be feal'd in blood. / 

The fubje$4 axm'dj the mpre their princes £av? 9 

Th' advantage only took, the more to crave ; ■ * 

Till kings by giving, give themfelves away f 

And e'en that pow'r, tljat fhould deny, betray. 

• Jtunny-Metd, when that Great Charter was firft feaied. 
f Magna Charts* 

6 fa < Who 
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• Who gives conftfain'd, but his own fear revilet^ 

• Not thank'd, but feornM ; nor are they gffts, but fpftf - 
Thus kings, by grafping more than they could hold, 

Firft made their fubje&s, by oppreffion, bold ; . 

And popular fway, by forcing kings to give 

More than was fit lor fubje&s to receive, 

Ran to the fame extremes; and one excej* 

Made both, by (hiving to be greater, left* 

When a calm river rais'd with fqdden rains, 

Or fnows dhTolv'd, overflows th' adjoining plains, 

The hulbandmen, with high-rais'd banks, iecnftt 

Their greedy hopes, and this he can endure i 

But if with bays and dams they ftrive to fore* 

His channel to a new or narrow courfe ; ' ' i \ 

No longer then within his banks he dwells, 

Firft to a torrent, then a deluge fweljs ; 

Stronger and fiercer, by reftraint n* roars. 

And knows no bound, but makes his poVr h& Afce* t * 

P O L L I Q*; 

AK B^ECUpK O D I f , 
WafT^BV III THE WOOD NXJfc* * . 1 . ■ CA|TItS 9 M PCC |.X|X>. 

BY MR. MJC$LE. 

t ~ ffecjovemfentire, Deofque cu*&o* 

Spem bonaro certamque domum repqrto* H°#? 

TfL E peaceful evening breathes her balmy ftore, 
The playful fchool-boys wanton o'er the green : 
Where fpreading poplars fhade the cottage-door. 
The villagers in r'uftick joy convene. 

• It has keen often laid, that Fi&ion is the moft proper field for poetry. If it 
' » always fo, the writer of this little piece acknowledges it is a tircumftance againft 

tm. The following Ode was firft fuggefted, and the ideas contained in it raifed, 
n revifiting the ruins and woods that had been the fcenc of his early amufements, 
kh a ^deferring brother who dltd in his twenty-arft year. 

Amid 
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4mtd thefeqretwU4WPftlK WPQd f . 

With iblemn Mediation let me ftrty ; 
This is the hour when, to tip wife and good, 

The heavenly maid repay* tip $oils of day, 

T*ht river murjfturs, and the breathing gale 

Whifpers the gently-waving boughs among; 
The ftar pf evening glimmers o'er the dale* * 

And leads the filent hoft of heaven along* 

flow bright, emerging o'er yon broom-dad height* 

The filver emprefs of the night appears ! 
Yon limpid pool refie&s a stream pf light, 

And faintly 19 it's breaft the woodland bears f 

The waters tumbling o'er their rocky bed, 
Solemn and conftant, from yon dell refbund; 

The lobely hearths blase o'er the diftant glade; 
Tip hat, low-wheeling fkip>s tip duflty ground, 

Auguft and hoary, o'er die doping dak, 
The Gothicjc abbey rears it's fcnlptur'd towers ; 

pull through the roofs refounds the whittling gale f 
Dark §olitntk ajspng tip pilars lours* 

Where yon old trees bend o'er a place of graves, . 

And iblemn (hade a chapel's fad remains, 
Where yon fcath'd poplar through the window waves. 

And, twining roifnd, the hoary arch fuftains; 

There oft, at <Jawn, as one forgot behind, 
Who longs to follow, yet unknowing where, 

Some hoary fhepherd, o'er his ftaff reclin'd, 
^fores on the graves, and fighs a broken prayer. 

High 
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High o'er the pines, -thfct-with lb«ir darkening flitfo 
Surround yon craggy bank* the cafclerefcr* •■■- 

ft's crumbling tunreU: ftiil it's towefyihtad ■" • 
A warlike mie4, a fallen grandcu; wearo, : 

So, midft the (how of age, * a boaftful air , ..; 

Still on the war- warn vetertn's brew attends i ' •'•• . 
Still his big bones his youthful prime declare,. - 

Tho* trembling p'er the feeble crutch he bends. 

Wild round -the gates the dufky wall-flowers creep, 
Where oft the knights the beauteous daavs^have led t 

pone is the bower, the grot a:cuin'd heap, • •. - i 
Where bays and ivy o'er the fragments fpready • ' 

HTwas here our fires,, exulting from.thf £glit; , 
Great in their bloody anas, march '4 o'er jthelaa,., . 

Eying their refcu'd fields with proud deligjhfci- ■• • 

Now loft to them I— rand, ah! how chang'd to m*! . 

This bank, the river, and the fanning hrgege* 

The dear idea of my Pollio bring i 
So fhone the moon through thefe foft nodding trees* 

When here we wander'd in the eves. of. fpring. 

When April's fmiles the floiqeay lawn adorn,. • ." 
And modeft cowilips decklhe ftreamiet's .fide ; ■:•■ 

When fragrant orchards toJthe rofeate.movnt .*". 

Unfold their bloom, ia^aven's own colours dy-d : s . 

So fair a bloflbm gentle Follio wore, 
Thefe were (he emblems of his healthful mind j 

To him the letter!d page : di{p}ay*d it's lpr$. 
To him bright Fancy *11 her wealth refign'd* 



Him, 
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ttim, withhcr : pureft£amcft the Mv& eqdpwfd^ 
Flames never to thMlliberal. thought ally'4; .» 

The facred-fifter^led where Virtue glow'd :.j„ 

In all her charms; he faw,/he felt, and d}r?d«.; ;•?•;,• ,. 

Oh, partner of my infant griefs and joy*! ? ; , r . • 

Big with the fcenes now paffymyhear* ofetfows) ; ! 

Bids each endearment, fair as rOhceJo rife, ,-. * , . 
And dwells luxurious on her melting woes : , ;! ' 

Oft with the rifing fun, iwheaiifetwas new* / 
Along the woodland have I foamM with/ thee J 

Oft by the moon have braflrfi flic' evening dew* 

When all wv feariefsr innbcence-and glee* !- .- 

The fainted well, where ym Weak hill. declines, ."Y 3 

Has oft been conCdons* of j tfccne Jiappy hours \ , " 

But now the hill, the ri^ercrowrikHviA pine** ':' ••;: «57 

And feinted well><have loft tiwir shearing powers: ■*"*• 

For thou art gone. * Mygniii, jmy friend 1 oh;- where, ■ < 
Where iiaftfhoo Aed;iandYleitrme here behind! n '•■ 

My tendereft wim,mf heart to thee was bare,/" i'.-.: 
Oh, now crftoff eachpaflage to thymine^ I t v'> '••-.•. 

How dreary is the gulph h how e^rk; how void, •.».'• -'■ Y 
The tracklefsihores that never were repafs'dl;^ ' . 

Dread feparatkm! on the:dtpth>untry , d, - ■?• •? "'• ' ,r " 
Hope faulters, and the foaJxecoils aghaft ! J . . . '.- t .- . 

Wide round the fpaciour heavens I cafl my iyc3 x :' r *••'-. 

And (hall theft ftars glow whh immortal -trt> r ' .?'■•' 
Still mine the lifelefs glories Of the flties! - ri :: ' 

And could thy bright, thy living foul expire* ! r - ^ •' 

Fat 
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Far be the thought ! The pleafures moft Aibfiirte* 
. The glow of frieridihip, and the virtuous tear* 
^The towering wifli that fcorhs the bounds of time* 
ChillM in this vale-of denthj but laitgoifh Here* 

60 plant the vine oH rWwafs wfct'ry UM> 
The languid fo a dge t ft efely buds, and die* i < '• 

Yet there's a clime whe#e Vknae ihali expand : 
With godlike ftreugttt beneath he* native «ue$t 

The lonely (hephtrd on the mountain's fide* 
With patience waifs the rofy opening day* 
The mariner at midnight's dafkibaie tide, t 

With chcarfdlhopeexptaa,themoraiflg ray i : _ 

Thus I, on Jife'i ftorm-beaten oceart tofi*d, ■••"-; 

In mental vifiwi new the happy fliore, 
Where Follio beckon* to th*pcaoeful eoaftjS . • - , ', .*. 
I Where fata and denrt /divide the ft knpU no nwr* I 

Oh, that fome kind, fomc pitying kindred Jkade* , 
Who now* perhaps* frequents this fo3cmn grove* 
Would tell the awful ftcrets of the dead, 
\ And from my eyes the mortal film remove J 

Vain is the wiuWyet fitfely not in vain 
Man's bofom glows with that Celeftialire, 

Which fcorns earth's luxuries, .which fraile* at painy 
And wings his fpirit with fnbHme defirel 

To fan this fpark of Heaven, this ray divine* 
Still, O nty foul! till be thy dear employ* 

Still thus to wander thro 9 the ihades be thine, 
And fwett thy-breaft with vifionary joy S 



So 
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So to the dark-brow'd wood, or fecred mount, 

In ancient days, the holy feers retir'd ; 
And, led in vifion, drank at Siloe's fount, \f 

While rifing extafies their bofoms fir'd : 

Reftor'd creation bright before them rofo; 

The burning defarts fmil'd as Eden's plains, 
One friendly (Hade the wolf and lambkin chofe, 

The flowery mountain fung, « Meffiah reigns !* 

Tho' fainter raptures, my cold breaft infpire, 

Yet let me oft frequent this folemn fcciie ; 
Oft to the abbey's fhatterM walls rttire, 

What time the moonfhine dimly gleams between : 

There, where the oofs in hoary ruin nods, 

And weeping yewa.o'erfhade the lettered tones* 

While midnight filence wraps thefe drear abodes, 
And foothes me wandering o'er my kindred bones ; 

Let kindled Fancy view the glorious morn, 
When from the burning graves the juft fhall rife, 

All Nature failing, and by angels borne, 
Meffiah's crofi far blazing o'er the fines ( 



ODE TO INDEPENDENCE. 

BY DR. SMOLLETT, 

JTIOPHI. 

TH Y fpirit, Independence, let me ihare ! 
Lord of the lion-heart and eagle-eye, 
Thy fteps I fellow with my bofom bire, 

Nor heed the ftorm that howls along the flcy. 
Deep in the frozen regions of the north, 
A goddefs violated brought thee forth, 

T t Immortal 
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Immortal Liberty, wkafe look fubtime 

Hath bleach'd the tyrant's cheefe in cv'ry varying clis** * 

What time the iron-hearted Gaul 

With frantick Superfrition for his gi&jttj 
Arm'd with the dagger and the pall, 

The fons of Wod«a to the field der#d $ . 
The ruthlefs hag, :by. Wafer's flotxfc. ' , ,„'- 

In Heaven's name, wg'd |hf iafernal felo^^ - 

And red the Ami* begjrn to. flow: 
The vanquifiVd were baptiz'd with blood *• 

.• 'AN^ISTIO-IHI, *t. • ■ 'W 

The Saxon prince m henrror fled ■?■..'. 

From altars ftain'4 whir htiman gate 3" 
And Liberty Ha iioqted;kgibnsJ(«t . : • -r«? *;;. -,, 

In fafety to the bleak Norwegian fhore : 
There in a cave atop flm lay; / /' ! ■ -'■.■• ■•"• •' <•■■ 

Lullaby th«hdfl*fcreJwflidJ^;imtm^ { . ■„ ..- ' 

When a bold ftrage ps&'d that way, - :• *•■» ■ 

LnpciM by definy, his taste Bififaur* ...rfs.*: b s ,." 
Of ample front the portly chief appeared ; 

The hunted bear fupplyM a '9v*£gft*kk 9 \ ' - 

The drifted fiibw hung on his yellow beard, 

And his broad fluwlders bryr*d the furious bhfL 
He fbpp'd ; he gfca'd ; his hofom gtota'd. ,..!■'. 

And deeply felt th* impreflion of her charms : 
He feiz'd th* advantage Fate allow'd, 

And foa^gfrt oomprefs'd h«r in his vigorous arm** » 

STROPHE. 

The curlieu fcrea/»'4 ; the trials bfew ■. L 
Their fhells to celebrate the ravifh'd rite ; 

Old Time exulted as he flew ; ' 
And Independence faw the light. 



** i. 



• Baptized noitb Mood, $**} qtafaoaignt oJittgtti four. iiH^ufcr &&oa 
prifoners to embratft-the ChriftUn reljgioji,, art immfdia^dyaf^ thwwere 
baptized, ordered their throats to be WU I'hcir Prince VUUuqd fled for 9*k> 
•cr to Ootrick King of Desrinark. ' ' ? "" : '-"■ r - "■" 
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The light he faw in Albion's happy plains ; 

Where, under cover of % flowering t^orn, 
While Philomel renew'd her warbled, ftrains, 

Th' aufpicious fruit of ftol'n embrace .was t>Qrn. 
The mountain dryads feia'd with joy 

The frailjng in.fent tp their change, cflnfgn'd; 
The Dorick Mure Carefj'd the fet'rite boy ; 

The hermit, Wifdom* ,ftor'd Jiift op'mng mkd* 
As rolling years marur'd hit age* 

He flourifh'd bold and finewy as his ike ; 
While the mild paffions in his hreaft afluage 

The fiercer flames of hb maternal fire* 

1KTUTROP.HI. 

Accomplifh'd thus, he wing'd Jiis way, 

And zealous rouz'd from pole to pole, 
The rolls of right eternal to difplay, 

And warm jwith patriot thoughts th* aipiring foul. 
On defart ifles • f twat he that rais'd 

Thofe fpires that gikltil'Adfiatkk wave, ' 
Where tyranny beheld amax'd 

Fair Freedom's, temple, where he mark'd her grave. 
He fteePd the bbint Bard avian's arsis 

To burft th' Iberian's double chain f . ; 
And cities rear'dt .4nd planted farms,. 

Won from the Hurts of N«pttme!s. wide domain. 
He, with the generous ruitid*s> ; £uc 

On Uris' rocks in clofe divan J, 
And wing*d that arrow fure as fate 

Which afcertaw'd the facred rights of man. 

• • On Jefkrtiflest Uc] Although Venice Was built a considerable time before 
the sera here aligned &>r the birth of Independence, the Republick had not 
yet Attained to any greet degree of power and fplendour. 

f fo birf tblbtritu* i double chain, &c] The Low Countries were not 
only qpprefied by grievoos^ taxations, but lijcewife threatened with the eftabllih- 
ment of the inquisition, when -the Seven Provinces revolted, and /hook off the 
yoke of Spain. 

A % Q*> Uris* roch, Sec*] Alluding to the known ftory of William Tell and his 
afisciates, the fathers and founders of the Confederacy of the Swifs Cantons* 

Tt2 STROPHE, 
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STROPHE. 

Arabia's fcorching fands he crofs'd *, 

Where blafted Nature pants fupine, 
Condudtor of her tribes aduft, 

To Freedom's adamantine fhrine ; 
And many a Tartar hord forlorn, aghaft f, 

He fnatch'd from under fell Oppreffion's wing ; 
And taught, ainidft the dreary wafte, 

Th* all-ehearing hymns of Liberty to fing. 
He virtue finds, Hke precious ore, 

Di/Fus'd thro* ev'rv bafer mould; / 
E'en now he (lands on Calvis' rocky fhore, 

And turns the droit of Cornea to gold J. 
He, guardian genius, taught my youth 

Pomp's tinfel'd liv'ry to defpife : . • 

My lips by him chaftis'd to truth 

Ne'er paid that homage which the heart denies. 

ANTI8TROPH*. 

Thofe fculptur'd halls my feet fhall never tread: 

Where varnifh'd vice and vanity combin'd, 
To dazzle and teduce their banners fpread, 

And forge vile (hackles for the free-born mind: 
Where Infolence his wrinkled front uprears, 

And all the flowers of fpurious fancy blow, 
And Title his ill-woven chaplet wears, 
. Full often wreath'd around the mifcreant's brow : 

* Arabia s fcorching fands, Sec.]' The Arabs* rather than refign their inde— 
pendency, have often . abandoned their habitations, and encountered all the 
horrors of the defart. 

t And many a Tartar bprd, &c] From the tyranny of Jenghis-Khan, 
TimaroBec, and other eaftern conquerors, whole tribes of Tartars were tifed to 
fly into the remoteft waftes of Cathay, where no army would follow them. 

J And turns the drofs of Corfica t &c] The noble ftand made by Pafthal, 
Paoli and his aflbciates againft the ufurpation of the French king, muft endear 
them to all the font of liberty and independence. 

Wherever 
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Wherever dimpling Falfhood, pert and vain, 

Prefents her cup of ftate profefiion's froth, 
And pale Difeafe, with all his blafted train, 

Torments the ions of Gluttony and Sloth. * 

STROPHE. 

In Fortune's car behold that minion ride, . 

With either India's glittering fpoils opprefs'd : 
So moves the fumpter-mule, in harnefs'd pride, 

That bears the treafure which he cannot tafte. 
For him let venal bards difgrace the bay, 

And hireling minftrels wake the tinkling firing ; 
Her fenfual {hares let faithlefs Pleafure lay, * 

And all her gingling bells fantaftick Folly ring : 
Difquiet, doubt, and dread fliall intervene ; 

And Nature, Mil to all her feelings juft, 
In vengeance hang a damp on evtry fcene, 

Shook from the baleful pinions of Difguft. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Nature PU court in her fequefter'd haunts, 

By mountain, meadow, ftreamlet, grove; or cell, 
Where the pois'd lark his evening ditty cjbaunts, 

And Health and Peace, and Contemplation, dwell. 
There (Study wall with Solitude recline, 

And Friendship pledge me to his fcUow-fwains ; 
-And Toil and Temperance fedately twine 

The flender chord that fluttering life fuflains ; 
And fearlefs Poverty fhall guard the door. 

And Tafte unfpbil'd the frugal table fpread ; 
And Induftry fupply the humble ftore, 

And Sleep unbrib'd his dews refrefhing -Ihed : 
White-mantled Innocence, etherial fprite, 
Shall chafe far off the goblins of the night, 
And Independence o'er the day prefide', 
Propitious power t my patron and' my pride ! 

...... :.- . OD& 
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ODE TO A SINGING BIRD. 

BY MR. RICHARDSON. 



o 



Thou, that glad'ft my lonefome hours . 
With many a wildly warbled fong, 
When Melancholy round me lours, 
And drives her fallen ftorms along; 
When fell Adverfity prepares 
To lead her delegated train, 
Pale Sicknefs, Want, Remorfe, and Pain, 
With all her hoft of carking cares ; 
The fiends ordain'd to tame the human foul, 
And give the humbled heart to Sympathy's coiitroitfj 

Sweet foother of my misery, fty, 

Why daft thou clap thy joyous w4ng? 
Why doit thou poor that artlefs lay ? 
How canftthou, little prifoner, frngi 
Hail thou not caufe to grieve 
That man, unpitying man ! has rent 
From thee the boon which Nature meant ' 
Thou fhould'ft, as well as he> retehre ? 
The power to woa thy partner itf &* grove ; 
To build where inflinft points ; where ekance dire&, to rot*. 

Perchance, uaoMtfcious of thy rate, 

And to the woes of bondage blind, 
Thou never long'ft to join thy mate, 
Nor wttheft to be unconftn'd ; 
Then how relentleft he, 
And fit for every foul offence, • 
Who could bereave fuch innocence 
Of life's beft/ble€«g; Liberty ! ■ • , 
Who lur'd thee, guileful, to his treacherous mare* 
To Jive a. tuneful flave, and diffipate his care ! 

But 
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But why for tihee this fond complaint ? * 

Above thy mailer thou art ble&'d ! 
Art thou not free £— Yes ; cairn .Content, 
With olive fceptre, fways thy breaft : 
Then deign with me to live ; 
The falcoti' with infatiate maw, 
With- Rooked bill and griping claw, 
Shall de'er thy deftiay contrive; 
And every tabby foe (hair mew in vain, 
While penfively dettttfr* fte hears thy meitiag ftrain. 

Nor fliall the fiend, fell Famine, dare 

Thy wiry tetiemeht aifidl ; 
Thefe, thefe fhall be my conftant care, 
The limpid fount, and template meal : 
And when the blooming foring 
In chequer'd lsv'ry robes the fields, 
The feircft flWrets Ntfttre yields 
" To tf^d9fctt»s will I bring a 
A garland ric&ihy dwelling fhall en twine, 
And Flora's frefheft gifar, thrice happy bird 1 bt thin*. 

From drea* Oblivion's gloomy care 

The powerful Mufe fliall wfeft thy name, 
And bid thee five beyond die grave ; 
This meed fhe knows thy merits claim : 
She knows thy liberal heart 
Is ever ready to difpenfe 
The tide of bland Benevolence, 
And Melody's foft aid impart 5 
Is ready ftilf to prompt the magick lay, 
Which huflies all qur griefs, and charms our paus-away. 



Srewhile, 



336 BEAUTIES OF POETRY." 

Erewhile, when brooding o'er my foul 

Frown'd the black demons of Defpair, 
Did not thy voice that power confront, 
And oft fopprefs the rifing tear ? 
If Fortune fhould be kind, 
If e'er with affluence I'm bleft'd, 
I'll often feek feme friend, diftre&'d ; 
And when the weeping wretch. I ind, 
Then, tuneful moralift, I'll copy thee* 
And folace all his woes with fecial fympathy I 



E L E G IE 5; 

BY DR. DELAP. 
•■' EX r 'EG V 'I. ' 



AH, ftay!— Thy wand oblivious a'ertey eye*r 
Yet wave, mild power, of fleep !*-«My prayer is vain ! 
She flies; the partial riurfe of Nature flies, - 
With ail her foo.thing > vifionary train I 

Then let me forth, and near yon flowering) thorn 

Tafte heaven's pure breath ; while, rob'd in amber vefr* 
Frefti from her watery couch, the youthful morn - 
Steals on the flumbers of the drowsy eaiU 

Lo ! at her prefence, the ftrong arm of toilj 
With glittering fickle mows the prime of May ;, 

While yon poor hirelings, for the mine's rude foil, 
Leave to their fleeping babes their cots of clay. 

With ftnrdy -ftep, they «hear!y whiffle o*er 

The path that flings acrofs the reedy plain, 
To the deep caverns of that yawning moor, 

Whofe fhaggy breafl abhors the golden grain. 

There, 
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There, in her green drefs f , N^tuf6 never roves, 
Spreads the gay lawn; n'dr lffts tne jorctly pine ; 

They fee nd melting cloiids refrefh the groves, 
No EWng landfcape df aWn by Hands Divine : 

■■■».".. * * , . ■ . 
But many a fathom from the funny bree2e, 

Their painful w^v M central .night they wear ;, 
Heave the pikM'axes op tneir tended knees, . 
Or, fide-long, the rough quarry flowly tear. 

Yet while damp y^apc^ $1 jll :£acjx reeking brow* : . • 
How loudly laff^iAsJftY^ 3 ^ TOfcs.oC rnirtfc j, : i/ 

Pleas'd that. the ppg*f of jjh^day* allow K - t: i ::: •„•' 
A focial blaze to chear their evening hearth I 

There thfe chafte hattfcwifeji WxthimaJternal care^ 

Her thrifty difbi{P§iH*svi* grave i*tnrg#:::: ;-_• :. / . 

Blefs'd to behold her nrdcry Taffispring wear ' ■' ;• « - . a 
The full refemblance of their fturdy fire. 

To fpread with fiicK* Cola^'fa^thfefr'homely fioSfcl' r 
As fits the gemtr* of 'ttiei? little [ fate> '" " ' " ' :: : ' 

Free from thole iUs'tfea? lkunt their pamperHHord 1 • "'-' ■ 
To be unhappy,, we muft firft.be great. . 

In thefe (dark caves,' ,wliere HeavVs paternal, nahd, 

Far from the world their private cradle laid, . 
They t6if lecure ; the florins* that ftrike the land 

With wild difinay, roll harmlefs.o'^r their jiead* 

For who, the load of weary Jife to bear, f , . . . 

Wou'd from thefe, mftrl^.manfiop chafe the flave ?, 
Who ceafe to breathe Heav'n's pure and cheafful air, 

.Tp be but living tenants of the grave ? 

U u Yet 
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Yet harafs'd as they are, their face ftill wears 

The reverend comelinefs of green old age ; 
No ftains their mind from worldly fcience bears : 

Their ray of knowledge gleams from Nature's page* 

The few plain rules her fimple leuons give, 
They (till thro 9 life with, pleas'd attention ply ; 

Their helplefs offspring bid them wim to live, 
Their breathlefs parents bid them learn to die. 

And furely Heaven, whofe penetrating fight 
Pierces the foul, and reads it's inmoft groan, 

Muft fee Content, with more fincere delight, A 

Toil in the mine, than triumph on the throne; 

See Charles *, more pleas'd, within the convent's gloom, 
Seeking the Haves cairn nights, their temperate drfys, 

And peaceful paf&ge to. the private tomb, 
Than diadem'd with glory's crimfint rays. ••■■:■• 

E*en the proud fage, whofe deep myfterious brain , 

Has reafon'd all the balm of hope away ; 
Convinc'd that learning's but ingenious pain, 

Might hail their happier lot, and fighing fay— 

' O had I thus, within the dark profound, 

* By daily labour eara'd my daily food ; 
' Or with yon feedman fow'd the quick'ning ground, 

< Or cleav'd with ponderous axe the groaning wood ! t 

* Full many an hour, that now, tho' fped with art, 
' On flow and dufky pinions fullen flies ; 

' Full many an anxious wi(h, or pang of heart, 
' That Reafori's boafted anodyne defies, 

* Charles V. of Spain, who in. the full blaze of his glory refigned th* throne 
to his fon Philip, and terir'd to a convent in Eftremadura* 
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f Had ne'er been born. Nor had th' uneafy mind, 
€ Pent in the prifon of this mortal mould, 

* Felt it's etherial energy confin'd, 

« It's brighteft funftiine in dark clonds enroll'd. 

' But native fenfe her modeft courfe had run ; 

* Her faintly luflre untaught virtue (pread ; 

e Health crown'd my toils ; and, ere the day was done, 
' Sound fleep beneath fome alder's ruftling (hade. 

' Then, as I ftole down life's declining hill, 
« Here nature's gifts had furniuYd nature's needs ; 

' The brook's cold beverage every latent ill 
« Had ftarv'd, that cloyfterM Contemplation feeds. 

* TiU in the peaceful (hade of this lone bower, 

* Or near yon (hatter'd tower, in filence laid* 
' The orient orb, that watch'd my natal hour, 

* Had brightly glitter'd o'er my mouldering head,' 



E L E G Y II, 
TO SICKNESS. 

pjOW blythe the flowery graces of the (pring 
** * From Nature's wardrobe come : and hark how gay 
Each glittering infe&, hovering on the wing, 
Sings it's glad welcome to the fields of May ! 

They gaze with greedy eye each beauty o'er ; 

They fuck the fweet breath of the blumiog rofe ; 
Sport in the gale, or fip the rainbow fliawer : 

Their life's fliort day no paufe of pleafure knows. 

U u 2 Like 
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Like their's, dread Power, iny chearful morn difglay'o\ 
The flattering promife of a golden noon; . , ; 

Till each gay cloud, that fportive Nature fpread, 

Died in the gloom of thy diftemper'd frown., ,■ ■ • . 

Yes; ere I told. my two and twentieth. year, 
Swift from thy quiver flew the deadly dart i 

Harmlefs it pafs-d 'mid many a blythe compeer^ t 
And found it's fated entrance near my heart, ; 

Pale as I lay beneath thy ebon wand, 

I faw them rove thro! Pleafure's flow'ry field ; .....\ 
I faw Health paint them with her rofy hand. 

Eager to burft my bonds, but forc'd to yield* 



Yet while this mortal cot of mouldering day 
Shakes at the (Iroke of thy tremendous powe'r^ 

Ah, mull the tjpnfien,t tenant of a day 
Bear the rough blaft of each tempeftuous hour ! 

Say, fhall the terrors thy pale flag unfolds. 
Too rigid queen ! unnerve the foul's bright powers j 

Till with a joylefs fmile the eye beholds 

Art's magick charms, and Nature's fairy bowers ! 

No ; let me follow ftill, thofe bowers among, f 
Her flowery footfteps, as the goddefs goes ; 

Let me, juft lifted 'bove th' unletter'd throng, 
Read the few books the learned few compofe : 

And fufFer, when thy awful pleafure calls 
The foul to fhare her frajl companion's fmart ; 

Yet fufFer me to tafte the balm that falls 

From Friendfliip's tongue, fo fiveet upon the heart. ' 



Thexx, 
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Then, tho' each tremblingTierve confefs thy frown, 

E'en till this ^qxipus being (hall become 
But a brief name upon a little ftone, ~ i 

Without one, jnurn?ur I embrace my doonj. 

For many a virtue, fhelter'd from mankind, 

Lives calm with thee, and lord o'er each defire ; 

And many a feeble frame, whofe mighty mind 
Each mufe has touch'd with her immortal fire. 

E'en he *, fole terror of a venal age, 

The tuneful bard, whpfe philofophick foul, 
With fuch. bright radiance glow'd on Virtue's page, 

Learn'd many a leflbn from thy moral fchool. 

He too ff who ' mounts, and keeps his diftant way/ 

His daring mind thy humanizing glooms % 

Have temper'd with a melancholy ray, 

And taught to warble 'mid the village tombs. 

Yes, goddefs ; to thy temple's deep receft 

I come ; and lay for ever at it's door 
The fyren throng of Follies numberlefs, 

Nor wiih their flattering fongs fhould footheme rnore, - 

Thy decent garb (hall o'er my limbs be fpread, 

Thy hand fhall lead me to thy fober train, 
Who here retir'd, with penfive Plcafure tread, 

The filent windings of thy dark domain. 

Hither the cherub Charity fhall fly 

From her bright orb, and brooding o'er my, mind, 
for mifery raife a fympathizing figh, 

Pardon for foes, and love for human kind : 

f Mr. Fopc. f Mr. Gray,. 

Then, 
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Then, while Ambition's trump, from age to age, 
It's flaughter'd millions boafts ; while Fame (hall rear 

Her deathlefs trophies o'er the bard and fage, 
Be mine the widow's figh, the orphan's prayer! 



D E A T H. 

BY CHARLES EMILY, ESQj, 

I. 

TH E feftive roar of laughter, the warm glow 
Of brifk-ey'd joy, and friendflup's genial bowl* 
Wit's feafon'd converfe, and the liberal flow * 

Of unfufpicious youth, profufe of foul, 
Delight not ever ; from the boifterous fcene 

Of riot far, and Comas' wild uproar, 
From Folly's crowd, whofe vacant brow ferene 
Was never knit to Wifdom's frowning lore, 
Permit me, ye time-hallow'd domes, ye piles 

Of rude magnificence, your folemn reft, 
Amid your fretted vaults and length'ning ifles, 
Lonely to wander ; no unholy gueft, 
That means to break, with facrilegious tread, 
The marble (lumbers of your monumented dead. 

If. 
Permit me with fad muiings, that infpire 

Unlabour'd numbers apt, your (ilence drear 
Blamelefs to wake, and with th' Orphean lyre 

Fitly attemper' d, foothe the mercilefs ear 
Of Hades, and ftern Death, whofe iron fway 

Great Nature owns thro' all her wide domain j 
AH that with oary fin cleave their fmooth way 
Thro' the green bofom of the fpawny main* 



And 
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And thofe that to the {beaming ether fpread, 

In many a wheeling glide, their feathery fail ; 
And thofe that creep; and thofe that ftatelier tread, 
That roam o'er foreft, hill, or browzed dale ; 
The victims each of ruthlefs fate mud fall ; 
E'tfn God's own image, Man, high paramount of all* 

III. 
And ye, the young, the giddy, and the gay, 

That ftartle from the fieepful lid of light 
The curtain'd reft, and with the diflbnant bray 

Of Bacchus, and ioud jollity,, affright 
Yon radiant goddefs, that now moots among 

Thefe many-window'd ifles her glimmering beam ;] 
Know, that or ere it's ftarr'd career along 

Thrice mall have roll'd her filvery-wheeled team, 
Some parent breaft may heave the anfwering figh, 

To the flow paufes of the funeral knoll ; 
E'en now black Atropos, with fcowling eye, 
Roars in the laugh, and revels o'er the bowl, . 
E'en now in rofy-crowned Pleafnre's wreath 
Entwines in adder folds all unfufpe&ed Death. 

IV.. '■ • ". : 

Know, on the ftealing wing of time fljall flee • 

Some few, fome fhort-liy'd years-~and all is paft 1 
A future bard thefe awful domes may fee, ' 

Mufe o'er the prefent age as I the laft ; ' , 

Who mouldering in the grave, yet oncer like you 

The various maze of life were, feen to. tread, 
Each bent their own peculiar to purfue, - 

As cuftom utg'd,br wilful nature led ; 
Mix'd with die' various crowd's inglorious clay, 

The nobler virtues undifHnguifh'd lie ; 
No more to melt with Beauty's. heav'n-born ray, 

No more to wet Companion's tearful eye, 
Catch from the poet raptures not their own, 
And feel the thrilling melody of fweet renown. 

V. Where 
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V. 

Where is the mafler-hand, whofe femWaht art * • * 

Chiflel'd the marble into life, or taught 
From the well-pencll'd portraiture to ftart 

The nerve that beat with foul," the brow that thought ! 
Cold are the -frngefs that in ftone-nVd trance^ 

The mute-attention rivetting, to the lyre 
Struck language': ilnhfir'd the poef^qulek-IfeyM glance^ 

All in wild raptures flaming he'avfen's <5wn fire. 
Shrunk is the imewM- energy, that ftrurig 

The warrior arm ! Where fleeps the "patriot 1>feafr. 
Whilome that Kea^d irnp^flJon'd ! wKefethe tiirigue 

That? fencM itVtfgfitnihf on tne toWeriii^ cWft '' ' 
Of fcepterM infoience, andoVerfchfreV * ' : """ : 
Giant Opprfeffion, leaguM with all her earth-born crew ! " 

■■.■■"■ ■■' -vt. - •' '■ "■■■■■ J: ■ " : " : - ; 

Thefe now are patt : fong, long, ye fleeting 'yean, 

Purfue, with glory- wiAg'd, your fateci way; 
Ere from the womb" of time unwelcome peers '"' " 

The dawn of that inevitable day; ' " . " 
When wrapt in mrtflfcted' day their warmeft' fKeniT 

The widow'd virtues fhall* again deplore., . 
When o'er his urn in* pio\fs : grief malf D^nd " * * ' ■ * -' * - 

His Britain, : anil bewaifone patriot mbre r ;' ' ", " / \ 
For foon muft thou*,' too'foonl who fpread*ff abroad .' . 1 ' " 

Thy beaming emanations uiYconnV J, ' V * c " 

Doom'd, like fome* better' angel fent of &od' J "7'' 

To fcatter bleflihgs oyer' humankind, " '. ' T 

Thou too muft fall, O Pitt! to mine no more, " 

And tread thofe dreadful patKs.a Faulkland!trdtf before! " 

'..; .;^r-". ' y ;:,^ : t r : . ■ : 

tail to the driving winds the marfhallM clouds " "'"*-, 

Sweep difcontinuous p'er th* etherial' plain*; " 

Another ftill upoh another crouds, ; 

All haftening downward to tKeir native m'alif, ".' " \" ' 

■•" V Thus 
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Thus paiTes o'er, thro* varied life's career, 

Man's fleeting age ; the feaforis, as they fly> 
Snatch from us in their courfe* year after year. 
Some fweet connection, fome endearing tie. 
The parent, ever-honour'd; ever dear > 

Claims from the filial bread the pious figh ; 
A brother's urn demands the kindred tear, 

And gentle forrows gufh from Friend (hip's eye* 
To-day we frolick in the rofy bloom 
Of jocund youth— the morrow knells us to the tomb. 

vni. 

Who knows how foon, in this fepulchral fpot. 

Shall Heaven- to me the drear abode aflign f 
How foon the paft irrevocable lot 

Of thefe that reft beneath me, fhall be mine ? 
Haply, when Zephyr to thy native bourn 

Shall waft thee o'er the ftorm'd Hibernian wave, 
Thy gentle breaft, my Taviftock *, fhall mourn 

To find me fleeping in the fenfelefs grave. 
No more the fecial leifure to divide, 

In the fweet intercoarfe of foul and foul, 
Blythe, or of graver brow ; no more to chide 

The ling 'ring years impatient as they roll, 
Till all thy cultur'd virtues fhall difplay, 
Full blouom'd, their bright honours to the gazing day* 

IX. 
Ah, deareft youth! thefe vows, perhaps unheard, 

The rude wind fcatters o'er the billowy main ; 
Thefe prayers, at Friendfhip's holy fhrine preferr'd, 

May rife to grafp their father's knees in vain. 

* Francis, Marquis of Taviftock, only ion to the Duke of Bedford ; whofe 
death, which happened on the aid of March 1767, was occafioned by a fall 
from his horfe, which he received while hunting a few days before. — Mr. 
Emily was Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge, and had been tutor to 
the Marquis : he died in the year 1762, being then Major of the Surry militia ; 
five years before the melancholy accident which deprived the world of his 
noble and univcrfally lamented pupil* 

X X Soon, 
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Soon, foon may nod the fad funereal plume 

With folemn horror o'er thy timelefs hearfe, 
And I furore to grave upon thy tomb 

The mournful tribute of memorial verfe ! 
That leave to Heaven's decision : be it thine, 

Higher than yet a parent's wifhes flew, 
To (bar in bright pre-eminence, and fliine 
With felf-earn'd honours, eager to purfue, 
Where glory, with her clear unfully'd rays, 
The well-born fpirit lights to deeds of mightieft praxfe. 

X. ' 

'Twas flie thy god-like Ruflel's bofom fleel'd 
With confidence untam'd, in his laft breath 
Stern-fmiling. She, with calm compofure, held 
The patriot axe of Sidney, edg'd with death. 
Smit with the warmth of her impulfive flame, 

Wolfe's gallant virtue flies to worlds afar, 
Emulous to pluck freih wreaths of well-earn'd fame 

From the grim frowning brow of laurePd war. 
'Twls Ihe, that on the morn of direful birth, 
Bare'd thy young bofom to the fatal blow, 
Lamented Armytage * ! the bleeding youth ! 
O bathe him in the pearly caves below, 
Ye Nereids and ye Nymphs of Camus hoar, 
Weep — for ye oft have feen him on your haunted fliore. 

XI. 
Better to die with glory than recline 

On the foft lap of ignominious peace, 
'Than yawn out the dull droning life fupine 

In monkifh apathy and gowned eafe. 
Better employ'd, in honour's bright career, 

The lead divifion on the dial's round, 
Than thrice to compafs Saturn's livelong year, 
Grown old in floth, the burden of the ground » 

* Sir John Armytage, member of parliament for the city of York, who 
was killed at St. Cas, in the year 175S. 

Than 
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Than tug with fweating toil the flaviih oar 

Of unredeemed affli&ion, and fuftain 
The feverous rage of fierce diieafes fore 

Unnumbered, that in iympathetick chain 
Hang ever thro 9 the thick circumfluous air, 
All from the drizzly verge of yonder ftar-girt fphere. 

XII. 
Thick in the many-beaten road of lire, 

A thoufand maladies are pofted round, 
With wretched man to wage eternal ftrife 

Unfeen, like ambuih'd Indians, till they wound. 
There the fwoln Hydrop ftands, the wat'ry Rheum, 

The Northern Scurvy, Blotch with lep'rous fcale ; 
And moping ever in the cloifter'd gloom : 

Of learned Sloth, the bookith Afthma pale : 
And the fhunn'd Hag unfightly, that ordain'd 

On Europe's fons to wreak the faithleft fword 
Of Cortez, with the blood of millions ftain'd, 

O'er dog-eyM luft the torturing fcourge abhor'd 
Shakes threat'ning ; finee the while (he wing'd her flight 
From Amazon's broad wave, and Andes' fnow-dad height. 7 

XIII. 
Where the wan daughter of the yellow year, 

The chatt'ring Ague chill, the writhing Stone, 
And he of ghaftly feature, on whofe ear 

Unheeded croaks the death-bird's warning moan, 
Marafinus ; knotty Goat ; and the dead life 

Of nervelefs Palfy ; there, on purpofe fell 
Park brooding, whets his interdicted knife, . 

Grim Suicide, the damned fiend of hell. ' 
There, too, is the ftunn'd Apoplexy pight # , 

The bloated child of gorg'd Intemperance foul ; 
Self-wafting Melancholy, jplack as night 

pouring, and foaming fierce with hideous ho\yl 

• Placed. 

Xx? The 
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The dog Hydrophoby, and near allied 

Scar'd Madnefs, with her moon-ftruck eye-balls flaring wide. 

XIV. 
There, ftretch'd one huge, beneath the rocky mine *, 
With boiling fulphur fraught, and fmouldering fires ; 
He, the dread delegate of Wrath Divine, v 

E'er while that flood o'er Taio'b hundred fpires 
Vindictive ; thrice he waV'd th' earth-fhaking wand, 

Powerful as that the foil of Amram bore, 
And thrice he raU'd, and thrice he check'd his hand. 

He irruck, the rncl.ing ground with thund'rous roar 
Yawn'd ! Here from ftreet to ltrcet hurries, and there 

Now runs now Hops, then fhrieks and fcours amain, 
Staring Dill ration : many a palace fair, 

With millions hnks ingulph'd, and pillar'd fane ; 
Old Ocean's fi.rthcll waves confefs the fhock ; 
rven Albion trembled, confeious, on his ftedfaft rock. 

XV. 
The meagre Famine there ; and, drank .with blood, 

Stern War ; and the loath'd monfter, whom of yore 
The flimy Naiad of the Memphian flood 

Engend'ring, to the bright-hair'd Phoebus bore, 
Foul Peftilcncc, that on the wide-ftretch'd wings 
Of Commerce fpeeds from Cairo's fwarthy bay 
His weftering flight, and thro* the fick air flings 

Spotted Contagion ; at his heels Difmay 
And Dcfolation urge their fire-wheel'd yoke 

Terrible ; as long of old, when from the height 
Of Paran came unwrath'd the Mightieft, (hook 

Earth's firm nVd bafe tottering; thro* the black night 
Glanc'd the flafh'd lightnings ; heaven's rent roof abroad 
Thundcr'd ; and univerfal nature felt it's God. 

* /.I! tiding to th? carth-juafc- at Lifbon. 

XVI. Who 
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XVL 
Who on that fcene of terror, on that hour 

Of rouzed indignation, fhall withftand 
Th* Almighty, when he meditates to fhower 

The burlHng vengeance o'er a guilty land ! 
Canft thou, fecure in Reafon's vaunted pride, 

Tongue-doughty mifcreant, who but now didft gore 
With more than Hebrew rage th' innocent fide 

Of agonizing mercy, bleeding fore ; 
Canft thou confront, with ftedfaft eye unaw'd, 

The fworded judgment ftaiking far and near? 
Well may'ft thou tremble, when an injur'd God 

Difclaims thee — guilt is ever quick of fear— * 
Loud whirlwinds howl in Zephyr's fofteft breath ; 
And every glancing meteor glares inugin'd death. 

XVII. 
The good alone are fearlefs, they alone 

Firm and collected in their virtue, brave 
The wreck of worlds, and look unihrinking down 

On the dread yawnings of the rav'nons grave : 
Thrice happy ! who the Mamelefs road along 

Of honeft praife ha|h reach'd the vale of death } 
Around him, like miniHrant cherubs, throng 

His better actions ; to the parting breath 
Singing their blefled requiems ; he the while 

Gently repofing on fome friendly breafr, 
Breathes out his benizons j then with a finile 

Of foft complacence, lays him down to reftj 
Calm as the (lumbering infant : from the goal 
free and unbounded flies th£ difembody'd foul. 

xvm. 

Whether fome delegated charge below, 

Some much-lov'd friend it's hovering care may claim* 
Whether it heaven-ward foars, again to know 

TJyU long-forgotten country whence it came 1 

Conjecture 
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Conjecture ever, the misfeatur'd child 

Of letter'd arrogance, delights to run 
Thro* Speculation's puzzling mazes wild, 

And all to end at laft where it begun. 
Fain would we trace, with Reafon's erring clue, 

The darkfome paths of deftiny aright : 
In vain ; the talk, were eafier to purfue 

The tracklefs wheelings of the fwallow's flight. 
From mortal ken himfelf th' Almighty (hrouds, 
Pavilion'd in thick night and circumambient clouds. > 

THE GENEALOGY OF CHRIST, 

AS IT IS REPRESENTED ON THE EAST WINDOW OF WIN- 
CHESTER COLLEGE CHAPEL.. 

WRITTEN WHEN AT W1KTON SCHOOL. 

BY DR. LOWTH. 

AT once to raife our reverence and delight, 
To elevate the mind, and pleafe the fight. 
To pour in virtue at th* attentive eye, 
And waft the foul on wings of extafy ; 
For this the painter's art with nature vies. 
And bids the vifionary faint arife ; 
Who views the facred forms in thought afpires A 
Catches pure zeal, and, as he gazes, fires ;- 
Feels the fame ardour to his breaft convey'd. 
Is what he {ccs, and emulates the fhade. 

Thy ftrokes, great Artift, fo fublime appear, 
They check our pleafure with an awful fear ; ..'."■. 

While, thro* the mortal line, the God you trace, 
Author himfelf, and Heir of Jefle's race V ' "' 

In raptures we admire thy bold defign, 
And, as the fubjeft, own the hand divine. • • ■ 
While thro' thy work* therifing day -foal J ft roam; .■'•■ 
So long (hall laft thy honour, praife^ and name. 
" •" ■ ' And 
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And may thy labours to the Mufe impart 
Some emanation from her filler art, 
To animate the verfe, and bid it fhine 
In colours eafy, bright, and ltrong, as thine. 

Supine on earth an awful figure lies. 
While fofteft (lumbers feem to feal his eyes ; 
The hoary fire Heaven's guardian care demands, 
And at his feet the watchful angel (lands. 
The form auguft and large, the mien divine, 
Betray the founder of Mefliah's line # « 
Lo ! from his loins the promis'd ftem afcends, 
And high to Heaven it's facred boughs extends : 
Each limb productive of fome hero fprings, 
And blooms luxuriant with a race of kings. 
Th' eternal plant wide fpreads it's arms around, 
And with the mighty Branch the myftick top is crown'd* 

And lo ! the glories of th' illuftrious line, 
At their firft dawn with ripen'd fplendours (hine, 
In David all exprefs'd ; the good, the great, 
The king, the hero, and the man compleat. 
Serene he fits, and fweeps the golden lyre,. 
And blends the prophet's with the poet's fire. 
See ! with what art he ftrikes the vocal firings, 
The God, his theme, iuipiring what he iings ! 
Hark ! or our ears delude us ; from his tongue 
Sweet flows, or feems to flow, fome heavenly fong. 
O ! could thine art arreft the fleeting found. 
And paint the voice in magick numbers bound ; 
Could the warm fun, as erft when Memnon play'd, 
Wake with his rifing beam the vocal (hade : 
Then might he draw th' attentive angels down, 
Bending to hear the lay, fo fweet, fo like their own. 
On either fide the monarch's offspring (hiae, 
And fome adorn, and fome di%race. their line. . . 

• J cffij * 
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Here Ammon glories ; proud, inceftuous lord I 
This hand fuftains the robe, and that the fword. 
Frowning and fierce, with haughty ftrides he towers* 
And on his horrid brow defiance lours. 
There Abfalom the ravifiVd fceptre fways, 
And his ftol'n honour all his fhame difplays : 
The bafe ufurper youth ! who joins in one 
The rebel fubjeel, and th' ungrateful fon. 

Amid the royal race, fee Nathan (land : 
Fervent he Teems to fpeak, and lift his hand ; 
His looks th' emotion of his foul diiclofe, 
And eloquence from ev'ry gefture flows. 
Such, and fo ftern he came, ordain'd to bring 
Th' ungrateful mandate to the guilty king : 
When, at his dreadful voice, a fudden fmart 
Shot thro' the trembling monarch's confeious heart; 
From his own lips condemn'd ; Severe decree ! 
Had his God prbv'd fo ftern a Judge as he. 
But man with frailty is ally'd by birth ; 
Confummate purity ne'er dwelt on earth : 
Thro* all the foul tho* virtue holds the rein, 
Beats at the heart, and fprings at ev'ry vein ; 
Yet ever from the cleareft fource have ran 
Some grofs allay, fome tin&ure of the man* 

But who is he — deep mufing? In his mind 
He feems to weigh, in Reafon's fcales, mankind : 
Fix'd Contemplation holds his fteady eyes !— 
I know the fage ; the wifeft of the wife *. 
Blefs'd with all man could with, or prince obtain. 
Yet his great heart pronoune'd thofe bleffings vain* 
And lo ! bright glittering in his (acred hands, 
In miniature the glorious temple Hands* 
Effulgent frame ! ftupendous to behold ! 
Cold the ftroaig valves, the roof of burniuVd gold j 

* Solomon* 

The 
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The wandering ark> in that bright dome infhriu'd, 

Spreads the ftrong fight, eternal> unconfiu'd I 

Above, th* unutterable* glory plays; • "J 

Prefence Divine ! and the full-ftreaming rays > 

Pour thro' reludUnt crowds intolerable blaze* j 

But (tern oppreflion rends Reboam's reign ; 
See the gay prince/ hijutiousj proud, and vain ! 
Th' imperial fceptre totters in his hand* ,.,. > 

And proud rebellion triumphs in the land. 
Curs'd \vith corruption's ever-fruitful fpring, 
A beardlefs fenate, and a haughty king. 

There Afa, good and great, the fceptre bears, 
Juflice attends hi* peace, fnccefs his wars : 
While Virtue was his fword, and Heaven his Shield, 
Without controul the warrior fwept the field ; 
Loaded with fpoiis, triumphant he return'd, . ^ 

And half her fwarthy fons (ad Ethiopia moura'd. 
But fince thy flagging piety decay'd, , :., 

And bartered God'* defence for human aid f 
See their fair laurels wither on thy brpw I ' 
Nor herbs nor healtjiful arts avail thee now ; 
Nor is Heaven chang'4,. apoftate prince, but thou ! 
No mean atonain^^,dotJ thi£ lapfe require; ,. 
But fee the fon, yojt muft forgive the n>e^ 7 • 
He, the juft prince * : *. with ev'ry virtue blefs'd. 
He r4ign ? d, an^igaodnefs all the man poficfs'd ; 
Around his throne fair happmefi and -peace . 
Smooth'd ev'ry ferow> and imil'd in ev-'ry face. • • 

As when along theJuirning wafte he ftray'd. 
Where no pure ftreams in bubbling mazes play'd, . 
Where Droughty incumbent on the thirfty ground, 
Long fmce had breath'd her fcorching blafts around ; 
The prophet f calls, th f obedient floods repair 
To the parch'd fields, for Jofaphat.was there. 

• Jofaphat. f Eiitfha. 

-. \ ^ Yy The 
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The new-fprung waves, in many a gurgling vein, 
. Trickle luxurious thro' the fucking plain ; 
Frefh honours the reviving fields adorn, 
And o'er the defart Plenty pours her horn. 
So, from the throne his influence he (heds, 
And bids the Virtues raife their languid heads ; 
Where'er he goes, attending Truth prevails, 
Oppreflion flies, and Juftice lifts her fcales. 
See, on his arm, the royal eagle ftand, 
Great type of conqueft and fupreme command ; 
Th' exulting bird diftinguim'd triumph brings, 
And greets the monarch with expanded wings : 
Fierce Moab's fons prevent th* impending-blow, 
Rufh on themfeiyes, and fall without the foe. 
The pious hero vanquifh'd Heav'n by prayer ; - 

His faith an army, and his vows a war. 
Thee, too, Ozias, fates indulgent blefs'd, 
And thy days fhone, in faireft a&ons drefs'd ; 
Till that rafh hand, by fome blind frenzy fway'd, 
Unclean, the facred office durft invade : 
Quick o'er thy limbs the furfy venom ran, 
. And hoary filth befprinkled all the man. * 
Tranfmiilive worth adorns the pious fbn *, 
The father's virtues with the father's throne. 
Lo ! there he (lands ; he who the rage ftrfxM'd 
Of Amman's fons, and drench'd his fword in blood t S 
And doll thou, Ahaz, Judah's (courge, difgrace, 
With thy bafe front, the glories of thy race ? ;■'•.'•»- 

See the vile king his iron fceptre bear— » 
1 His only praife attends the pious heir f ; 
He, in whofe foul the Virtues all confpirey 
The bed good fon, from the moft wicked fire. 
And, lo ! in Hezekiah's golden reign, 
Long exil'd Piety returns again: 

• Jotham. f fJezeklah, 

Again, 



} 
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Again, in genuine purity fhe mines, 

And with her prefeace gilds the long-negle&ed fhrines. 

IU-ftarr'd does proud Aflyria's impious Lord * 

Bid Heaven to arms, and vaunt his dreadful fword ; 

His own vain threats th' infulting king o'erthrow, 

But breathe new courage on the generous foe. 

Th' avenging Angel, by Divine command, v - 

The fiery fword full-blazing in his hand, 

Lean'd down from Heav'n ; amid the ftorm he rode, 

March'd Peftilence before him ; as he trod, 

Pale Defolation bath'd his fteps in blood. 

Thick wrapt in night, through the proud hot he pafs'd, 

Difpenfing death, and drove the furious blaft ; 

Nor bade Deftru&ion give her revels o'er, 

Till the gorg'4 fword was drunk with human gore. 

But what avails thee, pious prince ; in vain 

Thy fceptre refcu'd, and th* A/Tynan flain ! 

E'en now the foul maintains her lateft fMfe, 

And Death's chill grafp congeals the fount of life, 

Yet fee, kind Heaven renews thy brittle thread, 

And rolls full fifteen fummers o'er thy bead ; 

Lo ! the receding fun repeats his way, 

And, like thy life, prolongs the falling day, 

Tho' Nature her inverted courfe forego, 

The day forget to reft, the time to flow, 

Yet ihall Jehovah's (ervants ftand fecure, v 

His mercy fix'd, eternal ihall endure ; 

pn them her ever-healing rays dull (hine.; 

More mild, and bright, and fure, Q fun I than thine. 

At length, the long-expe&ed prince behold ! 
The laft good king, in ancient days foretold, 
When Bethel's altar fpoke his future fame, 
Rem to it's bate at good Jofiah's name. 

• Sennacherib. 

Y y 2 Bleft, 
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Bleft, happy pr;nce ! o'er whofe lamented urn, 
In plaintive long, all Jadah's daughters mourn ; 
For whom fad Sion's fofteft forrow flows, 
And Jeremiah poors his fweet melodious woes. 

But now feil'n Sion, once the fair and great, 
Sits deep in duft, abandon' d, defolate ; 
Bleeds her fad heart, and ever dream her tyes t 
And anguifh tears her with convulfive fighs. 
The mournful captive fpreads her hands in vain ; 
Her hands, that rankle with the fervile chain ; 
Till he, great chief* 1 in Heaven's appointed time 4 
Leads back her children to their native clime. 
Fair Liberty revives with all her joys, 
And bids her envy'd walls fecurely rife. 
And thou, great hallow'd dome, in ruin fpread, 
Again (hall lift fublime thy facred head : 
But ah ! with weeping eyes, the ancients view 
A faint refemblance of the old in you. 
No more th ? effulgent glory of thy God 
Speaks awful anfwers from the myftick cloud ; 
No more thine altars blaze with fire divine, 
And Heaven has left thy folitary (hrine : 
Yet, in thy courts, hereafter fhalt thou fee 
Prefence immediate of the Deity, 
The light himfelf reveal'd, the God confefs'd in thee ! 

And now, at length, the fated term of years 
The world's defire have brought ; and lo ! the God appears. 
The heavenly babe the Virgin Mother bears, 
And her fond looks confefs the parent's cares ; 
The pleafmg burden on her breaft fhe lays, 
Hangs o'er his charms, and with a fmile furveys. 
The infant fmiles, to her fond bofom prefs'd, 
And wantons, fportive, on the mother's breaft : . 



} 



• Zorebabel. 



A radiant 
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A radiant glory fpeaks him all divine, 

And in the child the beams of Godhead fhine ! 

But now, alas I far other views difdofe 
The blackeft comprehenfive fcene of woes. 
See where ( mari*s voluntary facrifice 
Bows his meek head, and God Eternal dies ! 
Fix'd to the crofs, his healing arms are bound, 
While copious Mercy ftreams from ev'ry wound. 
Mark the blood-drops that life-exhaufting roll, 
And the (bong pang that rends the flubborn foul ! 
As all death's tortures, with fevere delay, 
Exult and riot in the nobieft prey ! 
And can'ft thou, ftupid man, thofe forrows fee, 
Nor fhare the anguiih wliich be bears for thee ? 
Thy fin, for which his facred flefh is torn, 
Points ev'ry nail, and fhatpens ev'ry thorn ; 
Can'ft thou ? — while Nature fmarts in ev'ry wound, 
And each pang cleaves the fym pa the tick ground ! 
Lo ! the black fun, his chariot backward driven, 
Blots out the day, and perifhes from Heaven : 
Earth, trembling from her entrails, bears a part. 
And the rent rock upbraids man's ftubbom heart ; 
The yawning grave reveals his gloomy reign, ^ > 

And the cold clay-clad dead ftart into life again. 

And thou, O tomb, once more (halt wide difplay 
Thy fatiate jaws, and give up all thy prey : 
Thou, groaning earth, {halt heave, abforpt in flame, 
As the laft pangs convulfe thy labouring frame ; 
When the fame God unlhrouded thou (halt fee, 
Wrapt in full blaze of power and majefty, 
Ride on the clouds ; whilft, as his chariot flies, 
The bright eftufios Breams thro' all the Ikies. 
Then (hall the proud diflblving mountains glow, 
And yielding rocks in fiery rivers flow : 
The molten deluge round the globe (hall roar, 
And all man's arts and labour be no more. 

Then 
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Then fluty, the fplendour* of th* enlivtn*d giafs 

Sink u&diftinguifh'd in the burning mafs. 

And O ! till earth and /eat, and heaven decay, 

Ne'er may that fair creation fade away ; 

May winds and dorms thofe beauteous colours (pare. 

Still may they bloom, as permanent as fair ; 

All the vain rage of wafting time repel, 

A^d his tribunal fee, whofe crofs they paint fo well ! 



TO WINTER. 
$y mr. woxy. 

WHAT ! tho f thou com'ft in fable mantle clad, 
Yet, Winter ! art thou welcome to my eye; . 
Thee here I hail, tho* terrors round thee wait, 
And winds tempeftuous howl along the iky. 

But {hall I then fo foon forget the days, 

When Ceres led me thro' her wheaten mines ; 

When Autumn pluck'd me, with his tawny hand. 
Empurpled clutters from ambrofial vines ! 

So foon forget, when up the yielding pole 

I faw afcend the filver-bearded hop ; 
When Summer, waving high her crown of hay, 

PourM o'er the mead her odoriProus crop ! 

I mull forget them ; and thee too, O Spring ! 

Tho' many a chaplet thou haft weav'd for me : 
For now, prepar'd to quit th' enchanting fcene, 

6oId, weeping Winter ! I come all to tjiee. 



Hail 
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Hail Co thy rolling clouds, and rapid ftorms ! 

Tho' they deform fair Nature's lovely face r '-' 

Hail to thy winds, that (weep along the earth ! 

Tho' trees they root up from their folio* baft. 

How ficklied over is the face of things ? "• ' 
Where is the fpice*ldfs of die (buthern gale ! 

Where the wild'rofe, that fmil'd upon the thorn, 
The mountain flow'r, and lily of the vale ! 

How gloomy 'tis to caffc the eye around, 

And view the trees difrobM of ev'ry leaf; ' 
The velvet path grown rough with clotting fhow'n, 

And ev*ry field depriv'd of ev'ry fheaf ! 

How far more gloomy, o'er the rain-beat heath, 

Alone to travel in the dead of night ! 
No twinkling Jlar to gild the arch of heaven, 

No moon to lend her temporary light : 

To fee the lightning fpread it's ample, fteet, 

And view the wiU.wafte thro* it* liquid fife, 
To hear the thunder rend the troubled airy 

As Time itftlf and Nature would empire* 

And yet, O Winter ! fas thy poet fteu ' 
Thy face as fmooth* and placid as the Spring ; 

Has felt, with comfort felt tho beam of heaVa, 
And heard thy vallies and thy woodland* ijng ; 

What time the Sun with burnifli'4 locks aitje. 

The long-loft charms of Nature- to renew, 
When pearls of ice bedeck'd the graffy turf, 1 

And tree-tops floated in the filver-dew. 

Father 
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Father of heav'n and earth ! this change is thine t 
By thee the feafiras in gradation roll j; 

Thou great Omnifcient Ruler of the world ! 
Thou Alpha arid Omega of the whole I . 

Here humbly bow we down our heads to thee $ 
*Tis ours the voice of gratitude tojaife : 

Thine to diffufe thy blenlngs o'er the land ;. 
Thine to receive the incenfe of our praife t 

Pure if it rifes from the confcious heart, . • . ■ 
With thee for ever does the fymbol live—* 

Tho* fmall for all thy. love is man's return, 
Thou afk'ft no more than, he has pow'r to give* 



T HE HE R' M.I T r : ";;' 

BY DR. GOLDSMITH. 

• npURN, gentle Hermit of the dale f -.■ ". v" 

X * And guide* my lonely way . ■ »•■• LA 
« To where yon taper chears the vale ; v'« 

* With hofpitahle ray. *• . . i. . . *•„ 

c For here forlorn and loft I tread,' * ■ 1..* 

* With fainting flaps and flow y -■•.-.:.. 
c Where wilds-, immeafurably fpready '• '• 

* Seem lengthening as I go/ • ■ ' "• » * ■ • * 

• Forbear, toy fon,' the Hermit cries* :.;,\7* 
€ To tempt the dang'rous gloom j . T 

c For yonder phantom only flies'.. J . • V. 

€ To lure thee to thy doom. '.■**■:©:. : 



Here 
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* Here to the houfelefs child of want 
' My door is open itill ; . 

* And tho' my portion is bat (cant, 
4 I give it with good will* 

* Then turn to-night> and freely fliare 

* Whate'er my cell beffcows ; " 

* My rulhy couch and frugal fare, 

* My blefling and repofet 

' No flocks that range the valley free 
' To daughter I condemn ; 

* Taught by that Power that pities me, 
' I learn to pity them : 

* But from the mountain.'* grairy fide 

* A guiltkis feaft I bring ; 

* A (crip with herb* and fruits fupply'd, 
' And water from the ipring. 

* Then, pilgrim, turn, thy care* forego t , 
' All earth-bom cares are wrong: 

* Man wants but little t here below, 
' Nor wants that little long/ 

Soft as the dew from {leaven defceftds* 

His gentle accents fell : 
The modeft firanger lowly bends, 

And follows to the cell; 

Far in a wildernefs obfcure 

The lonely manfion lay; 
A refuge to the neiyhb'ring potr* 

And ftrangers led aftray. 

2 n No 
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No (lores beneath -?tV humble 1 thatch 

Requir'd a mailer's care ; 
The wicket op'ning with a latch 

Received the harmlefs pair. 

And now when btffy <»rowds'rcfW- ' 

To take their evening reft, 
The Hermit trimm'd his little ftrfe, 

And chear'd his penfive gueft ;- 

And fpread his vegetable ftbrey ' 

And gayly prefs'd, and fmtl *d J 
And, fcill'd in hsgtrsiktf ftft*J "* :.-? 

The ling'ring hours beguile- 



Around in fympadifeiSdc mir&' ; '" 

It's tricks the kitten tries, . 
The cricket chirrups fii the healthy 

The crackling faggot flies. : " 

But nothing cmiM a charm im{>art, 

To foothe the Granger's woe^ 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 

His rifing cares the Hermit fpf% 
With anfwering care opprefsM : ' 

* And whence, unhappy youfli/ he> CtfS, 
c The forrows of thy breaft* 

* Prom better habitations fpiffh J d, 
* Reluftant doll thou rove? 

* Or grieve for friend(hi£ hnreturn'di 
« Or unregarded love ? 



' Alas! 
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* Alas ! the joys that fortune brings 

* Are trifling, and decay ; 

. • And thofe who prize the paultry things 
4 More trifling (till than they. 

* And what is Friendfhip bat 2 name, 
' A charm that lulls to fleep ; 

* A fhade that follows wealth or fame, 
4 And leaves the wretch to weep } 

* And Love is Mil an emptier found, 
4 The modern fair-one's jeft ; • 

4 Qn earth nnfeen, or only found 

* To warm the turtle's neft. 

4 For thame, fond youth I thy forrows hufh., 

4 And fpurn the fex !* he faid : 
But while he fpoke, a riling blufh 

His love-lorn gueft betray'd. 

Surpriz'd he fees new beauties rife, 

Swift mantling to the view, 
Like colours o'er the morning ikies, 

As bright, as tranfient too. 

The bafhful look, the rifing breaft, 

Alternate fpread alarms ; 
The lovely ftranger {lands confefs'd 

A maid in all her charms; 

' And, ah ! forgive a ftranger rude, 

4 A wretch forlorn,' fhe cry'd, 
4 Whofe feet unhallow'd thus intrude 

* Where Heaven and you refide I 

Z z 2 • But 
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' But let a maid thy pity (hare, 
' Whom love has taught to ftray ; 

* Who feeks for reft, but finds defpair 
' Companion of her way. 

« My father livM befide the Tyne, 
' A wealthy lord was he ; 

* And all his wealth was mark'd as mine ; 

* He had but only me. 

* To win me from his tender arm^ 

* Unnumber'd fuitors came ; 

* Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 

* And felt, or feign'd a flame. 

* Each hour a mercenary crowd 

* With richeft proffers ftrove ; 

* Among the reft young Edwin bow/d, 

* But never talk'd of love. 

« In humble, fimpleft habit clad, 
r No wealth or power had he ; 
4 Wifdom and worth were all he had, 

* But thefe were all to me. 

* The bloflbm opening to the day, 

* The dews of heaven refin'd, 

* Could nought of purity difplay 

* To emulate his mind, 

* The dew, the bloflbms of the tree, 

* With charms inconftant (hine : 

* Their charms were his ; but, woe to me ! 

* Their confcancy was mine. 



For 
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1 For (till I try'd each fckle art/ 

* Importunate and vain ; * * 

* And while his paffion touch'd toy heart, 

* I triumph'd in his pain : '- * 

1 Till quite deje&ed with my (corn, 

* He left me to my pride j 

< And fought a Jolitide fQrTorn, ----•■ 
4 In fecret, where he died. 

f But mine the forrow, mine the fault! 

< And well my life mall pay ; 
f I'll feek the folitude he fought, 

* And firetch me where he lay I 

€ And there forlorn, defpairing hid, 

* I'll lay me down and die ; 

* 'Twas fo for me that Edwin did, 
4 And fo for him will H» 

f Forbid it, Heaven!* the Hermit cry'd,. 

And clafp'd her to his breaft : 
The wond'ring fair-one turn'd to chide, 

'Twas Edwin's felf that prefs'd. 

f Turn, Angelina, ever dear ; 

* My charmer, turn to fee 

4 Thy own, thy Iqng-loft Edwin here* 
< Reftor'd to love and thee. 

4 Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 

* And every care refign 2 

' And mail we never, never part* 
' My life— my all that's mine I 

' No, 
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1 No/ never from this hour to part ; 

* We'll live and love fo true, 
4 The figh that reads thy conftant heart 

# , Shall break tjiy Edwin's too t* 



THE ENTHUSIASM. 

ANODE. " * 

8V WILLIANJ WHITEFfSAfy '-$1%' 

ON C E, I remember well the day, 
'Twas ere the blooming fweets of May 
Had loft their frefheft hues ; 
When every flower on every hill, 
Jn every vale, had drank it's fill 
Of funihine and of dews. 

In fliort, 'twas that fweet feafon's pr;me. 
When Spring gives up the reins of Time. 

To Summer's glowing hand, 
And doubting mortals hardly know 
By whofe command the breezes blow 

Which fan the fouling land. 

?Twas then, befide, a green-wood fhade. 
Which cloath'd a lawn's afpiring head, 

I urg'd my devious way, 
With loit'ring fteps, regardlefs where, 
So foft, lb genial was the air, 

So wond'rous bright the day. 

And now my eyes with tranfport rove 
O'er all the blue expanfe above, 
Unbroken by a cloud I 



And 
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And noW beneath 'delighted pafs> 
Where winding thro' the deep-green graft' 
A full-brimm'd river ftfff'd. 



I flop, I gaze; in accent* rttde, 
To thee, fereneft Solitude, 

Burft forth th* unbidden lay t 
« Be gone, vile world ! tW foniM, the wife, 
« The great, the buff I dd$He, 

« And pity e'en the gay 1 . . 

c Thefe, thefe are joys done,* I cry; 
c 'Tis here, divine Philosophy, 

' Thou deign'ft to fix thy throne T 
' Here Contemplation points the road, 
« Thro' Nature's charms, to Nature'* God ! 

< Thefe, thefe arc joys alone! 

< Adieu, ye vain low-thoughted cares, 
' Ye human hopes, £nd human fears, 

* Ye pleafures and ye pains !' 
While thus I fpajce, o*er ill my fouj 
A philofophick calmness ftole 4 

A ftoick ftillnefs reigns. 

The tyrantf pjffions all fubfide, 
Pear, anger, pity, fKime Hid pride, 

No more my bofom move ; 
Yet ftill I felt, or'feam'd ti fcet, 
A kind of vifionify'zeal 

Of nniverfal love. 

When, lo! a voice, a voice f tear ! 
'Twit Reafon wlulperM in injr eir 
Thefe moaitory Grains i 
' 'What 
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• What mean'ft thou, man I wonld'ft thorn unbind 

• The ties which conftitute thy kind* 

• The pleafures and the pains ? 

1 The fame Almighty Power nnfeen, 

• Who fpreads the gay or folemn fcene 

* To Contemplation*! eye, 

• Fix'd e\'ry movement of the foul, 

« Taught ev'ry wifli it's deftin'd goal, 

• And quicken'd ev'ry joy. ■ ■ »■ 

• Tie bids the tyrant paffions rage, 
c lie bids them war eternal wage, 

' And combat each his foe ; 
c Till from difleniions concords rife, 
c And beauties from deformities, 

• And happinefs from woe. 

' Art thou not man, and dar'ft thou find 
' A blifs which leans nut to mankind ? 

* Prefumptuous tliought and vain I 
€ Each blifs unfhar'd is unenjoy'd ; 

' Each power is weak, unlefs employVl 

* Some focial good to gain. 

• Shall light and (hade, and warmth and air, 

• With thofe exalted joys compare 
« Which active Virtue feels ! 

' When on (he drags, as lawful prize, 
« Contempt, and Indolence, and Vice, 
' At her triumphant wheels. 

' As reft to labour dill fucceeds 
' To man, whilft Virtue's glorious deeds 
« Employ his toilfonle day ; 

J This 
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* This fair variety of things, 

* Are merely life's refrefhing fpringr* 
f To foothe him on his way. 

* Enthufiaft, go ! qnftring thy lyre, 

' In vain thou fing'ft, if none admire* 

* How fweet foe'er the ftrain. 

* And is not thy overflowing mind> . 

* Unlefs thou mixeft with thy kind, 

* Benevolent in vaiaA 

' Enthufiaft, go! try every fenfe; 
4 If not thy blifs, thy excellence, 
' Thou yet haft learn'd to fcan ; 

* At leaft thy wants, thy weakneft know* 

* And fee them all uniting fhow, 

« That man was made for man.* 



THE CURE OFSA U X. 

A SACRED ODE. 

BY DR. BROWN. 

• T7ENGEANCE, arife from thy infernal bed, 
V c And pour thy tempeft on his guilty head !' 

Thus Heaven's decree, in thunder's found, 

Shook the dark abyfs profound..-* 

The unchainM Furies come ! 

Pale Melancholy folks from hell : 

Th* abortive offspring of her womb, 

Defpair and Anguifh, round her yell* 

By Oeeplefi terror Saul poflefs'd; 
Deep ftcls the fitnd within his tort«r*d break 

% A Mi*iif ht 



Midnight fpeclres round Um how! i - • • ' ~ > ** 
Before his eyes.- "'.. .. -i .:.... 

In troops they rife;. . % ./.•■. .'.: ;:.:.. •:..':.-; *. 
And Teas of horror overwhelm his foul. 



-;:jr.; 



T - 



* Hafte! to >JnV* fert repair ;^ i : 
' He beft can fweep the Ijwep > • : < 

* Wake the folema-ibunding airV J . .: ti ; *v 
c And lead the vocal .choir:. . i •*< ,*■;? '-**:.* J 

* On every firing foft-breathing Aftfure* dwell, v;r: u * 

c To foothe the throbbings of the troubled breaft ; 

' Whofe magick voice can bid the ticks of^aJ&otL&Btll, 

* Qr lull the raging form tovrcft;' . i i .. ~i\i -'r-. . 



Sunk on his<ouck, and loatking'day, • • \* ; ; / 
The heaven-forfaken monarch lay i ;.i ..; '+4: : ■»/. 

To the fad couch the (hepherd now drew near.; ti .; i' » 
And, while th' obedient'choir ftood round, 

Prepar'd to catch the foul-commanding found* 

He dropp'd a generous tea*.-r— . > .^ ., ... 
'""TKy pitying aidi O God/fmparti 
' For lo, thy poifon'd arrows diink his heart !* 

The mighty fong from Chaos j-ofe : 
Around his throne the formlefs atoms fleep, 
Anddrowzy dot&neft broods upon the -deepi-w V ^ ^ f v 
' Condition, wake 1 : : v ./. • V 

* Bid the reafeias'of XDkaos ihake I ' *\ . - J , . v T 
' Rouze him from- his dread repofe! f - '•'•* :'.:/'* 
Hark ! loud Difcord breaks her chains ■'-' v.-i'^u f*7 
The hoftile atoms cldlh with deaPnikg. roar ; -'• *« " 
Her hoarfe voice thunders thro* die prefer &<&$&> ? T 
And kindles eveiycteraeit t& war.*** : ' / 1 

" Tumult ceaieli-: '■ !~/^ * ■": .>c*:t - f l 

" Sii06l»£e*J*!:sr ,';.' . :.-j .v La\ 3 -.j *I*J1 ^j1 
Let there be light '."infr' Almighty faid : 

* And 



* And lo, tfcftw^ai^fiin,. ,. ; ..*• t \* ci:f: . :V" 

* FJUmaiag.j6fl6i : W# orient b*d» . : ,;•■ .. 
' His encUeis^urf? begun! - t w r ^ :: j.,... 

< See, tfce Smiting PWa4* rifitf t _\." r ,/ r 
c Thy ftar, prioj^jeddens i» the fkie*; : . 

' While flow jufpiw^the noxthe^i_plain> ..,,,. . 
' Ar&urus wheel* J^iughtty. W&oe*'r ! ';— 

Thy glories, too, refulgent moon, hefting; 

Thy myftick xnazgs, 3nd thy changeful ray ;.. - . ; - .,; 
' O/ faireft of the, tofiy throng h^ ... ; 
' Thy folen^^b of light v -«. r % «■;:::::?!•• v 
' Guides the triumphant oar of .NigM, . . T 

< O'er iUver clou4f©J44:iM« ^ &ftBr'4*y.1 >V: ♦ 

; r;ffTOv ftj/:"" .■.:■".■♦!'■ c wV^. •/■1" ; - ■ v " 
« Ye planets; :J»*^ickcte^ /:. i . 

* In fongs harmonious te)l your generation ! 
« Oh t whife y§n,flWti^f feraph PmvS!b*f&mh\ 1 
c And on the ftedfaft po>*fcar fta*Afr^b}i**» 1 ... : % 

■-. c To taw^bfom&v 
c And foothe h^feaghenclunted ear* -,.> 
' With your celeiHal chime/ : - r:: ; 

In dumb fnrprize thevtitfakg mwmk .1V j' 
(His woe fufpended byjweet Mufick^/way ;) 
Andawe-ftnic^^t|itipjtf^eye fi , ;i ^ ; ,,; : ..<\ 
Mus'd on tfc.itf^bfF* ^pjujfrs of thie fry. , ; 

« Lead %>%#ig vctfe akm£* :r: 
4 Hefi^^^^ti^iww^^i^t ,.. 4 
c Ocean haftema. to his. bed** 

< The lab'ring mountain rear* ^s xock^4mcumber'4 head: 

« Dow^^^epandihaggyfidp, .>. ; : r . 
c Thctoj^^rojiaJus^unde^ 

.. ../■«! - i »i» A ^" '..;«■■ ^/.^ ..- ■/-* Then 
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« Then (booth and dear* along the fertile plain ' 

* Winds his majefUck waters to the *lUUut main. 

' Flocks and herds the hills adorfrr ■ * 
c The lark, high foaring, hails thi morn. - 
f And while along yon crhnfon-cfouddi fte^p "* '* 
' The flow fun fteals into the golden deep, 

* Hark! tke fofcmtn sigtaihgde 1 • ' '■ ~ : - 
€ Warbles to the woodland dale. 

* See, defcendihg angels fliower ,-:vw 

€ HeavenYd^ir blifs on EdehVHwfcf: v" ^" : - 
' Peace on Nature's lap repofes r c * : " " ' 

* Pleafure ftrews her guiltlef* fdftfcf ■ ; <i ;" * 

* Joys divin^in cirtles move, - ; — --**-' ^ * 

« Link'd with Innocence and Loviei/ ^ *■ /.;: i ; ,» ; 
« Hail, happy Love, with Innocence combined f 
' All haU, iprii^ipMmr^ ': ** 

They paUtM : :-^h¥monarch, j#6fe*te«om hfe^bfed, ' - 
Submlffiv»/lM)w^d his hea£; i £»~'*av .-•> f -? - ' >. 
Ador'd the works of bound&fi jpdWtfr btvifte :* 

Then, anguifh-ftruck, he cry'd, (aa&fitttrte Mi$'fcdkft) 
« Why, why &Pea<% th* Wd^*ne*guefV } * •'■<''*■ 

* Of ev'ry heart but rained - to ™ } . -^ "" * 

' Now let th?'#ilettiB numb** ft»w>'~ ^v •*; '»■ ' 

* Till he &d that guilt i^woe^. [ ^ r,Ji ■ ^ • b::i 

r Heavenly harpj 1 in ^onrriful^ftWdii '-"'• 

* O'er^wwptegWweif tloniplfiii^:^ ' ; L: 
' What founds of bitter pangs I hear ! 

* What lamehtations^ouniPiWhe^d^ [ * ' -/ 
f In vain, devoted- £air, t&^tfettrryWflwxh ""■"■ 

« Peace with Innocence is'^e* i ilkl[ l -" 1 * 
' « The meflengers of Grace depirtV % ;* * 

* Death glares, and fhakes thfc'drfc&fiil dart ! — 

* Ah, whither fly yt', by ydui^lvtf^orVd,' 1 i : -■ 
... a ¥ rp fl^ an ^^ frowning chtrub'i fiery fword !— . 



hoi 



BEAUTIES OF POETRY- 373 

« Lo! ; 

4 Haplefs, haplefs pair, 

* Goaded by defpair, 

4 Forlorn, thro* defart climes they go !— 
4 Wake, my lyre! can Pity fleep, 
* Whert Heaven is mov'd, and angels weep! 

* Flow, ye melting numbers, flow; 

* Till he feel that guilt is woe*' . 

The lung, with pride, and fhame, and anguifh torn. 

Shot fury from his cyt$ 9 and icorn. 

The glowing youth, 

Bold in truth, 
(So (till fhould virtue guilty power engage) 

With brow undaunted met his rage. 
See* his cheek kindles into generous fire! 

Stern, he bends him o'er his lyre; 

And, while the xbom of • guilt he fags, 

Shakes horror from the torturM ftrings. 

* What founds of terror and difbefk 

* Rend yon howling wilderneis £ 

« The dreadful tburidersibund! • -* ■ < 
+ The forked ligfctfcings flalh along At £ftund ! 
« Why yawhfr that deep'ninggUl^h below i^- 

* 'Tu fw tfear«ri , f ^ 

* Fly, ye fons of Ifrael, flyj ; -■ 

* Who dwells in Koran's guilty tents muft die !— 
€ They~flnk !— Have mercy, Lonli*-Their cries 
c In dreadful tumult rife ! 

* Hark ! from the deep their loud laments I hear J 
« They leiTen ! now;;aiid leflen on the eaF! 

« Now, deletion's ftrife is o»erl ''' 

* The countlefs hoft 

< FcnWtloft!' 

* The gulph is tloVdt— Their cries ate heard no more !-« 

< But 
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* But oh, my lyre ! what accents can relate • t , 

* Sinful man's appointed fate, ! — '-....? .->. ' . A . 

* He comes, he comes 1 th' avenguig God!. , 
' Clouds anddarkneft round him roll^, %. t . 

* Tremble, earth 1 ye mountains, nod! .;. -j > 

* He bows the ikies, and fhakes the £&fe*_. / * 

* The gloomy banners of his wiata unfurl'd,,,.;- ^ 

* He calls the floods, to drown a guilty. world**** • 

" Ruin, lift thy baleful head ; 
J\ Rpirze the^uilty world Jrom flcep.j v/ ... .y ; /■ 
" Lead up # &g jjpljowsfrom, their caveni'g. b$d, 
" And burft the rocks that dxauv.ti^j: jn thfcdeep 

' Now, th> ^pe,1jio^,torn^te ; rii^ :v U ; XJ , ^ .. fc . 0? , 

* T^he hoarfe-^Q-ng^g ^elujjq r«« i . . .. j ^ v 

« Downru<h^,cj^ac^^ , M . ^ 

« The fwelling waves; , p'irw^elm tihe fliorps.— ^. 

' Juft, O Qqd/is 4i^4e^ree]. jr ; ; ^jfy/^-A. 

« ShaUgiuifj! iioaft.wtej^.wiA^theei , 3-r ; hl ;* 
' Lo, Hate and Envy, fea-entomb'd, 
' And Rage wiA i^ft:in riH^.^egp^ .^ rnn ; . 3j:? / > 

* And fcoffing Luxury Js do/Mtt'd,,,;;^^ nn/ !j.;^1 » 

* To glut the vaft a|$ ravenous dsegj :j; . . , c:! ^ > 

' In vain from F$fo &V^»&&;rtaa^t:flka .:t-* ; :T » 

" Shrink^ys.roc^ > 

4 The tottering.eUfip no more .the £oooVcpQt|ovh * 

« Sea, following fea, inguJphs tj^e J^all ;.. , ; > 

* ITer the funl^i&^U *£ w,at ? ry mountains rolli,; » 

< And wide. J)e^ruftion fwallows all.-*-*-* - , 
' Now fiercer let th* empaffion'd. numbers .glow ; r » 

* Swell the&ng, ye mighty choir I , . , , 'I 

' Wing yoxix dreadful darts with. fire,! . ' , . .";' » 
« Hearme, -m^n^ch;!— GuUv^-Woel*.^ v . 

Thus while the frowning ihepherd poux.'d.alon^/ ^ 
The deep imrjetUftus tgfwttf lui £^ j. . . ^ f ;~. % 

Saal* 
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Saul, ftung by dire despair; . 

Gnafli'd hiss* teeth-, ' and tore his hair : 

From his blood, by horror chill'd, 
A cold and agonizing fweat diftill'd ; 
Then, foaming with rinuttetable fmart, 

He aim'd a dagger at his heart. 

His watchful train prevent die blow ; 
And call each lenient balm to. foothe his frantick woe; 

But pleas'd, the fhepherd now beheld 

His pride by Heaven's own terrors qnell'd? 

Then bade his potent lyre contronl 

The mighty form that rent his foal. 

' Ceafe your cares! the body's pain 

' A.fweet relief may find} 
< But gums and lenient bahas are vain, 

* To heal the wounded mind. 

' Come, fair Repentance, from the fides $ 
€ O fainted paid* with upcafLeyesI 

* Defcend, in thy celeftial fhrond, 

* Vetted in a weeping cloud ! 

' Holy Guide, defend, and bring. 

' Mercy from th' Eternal Kiogi 

' To his 6ml your beanos impart, 

' And whifper comfort to his heart,!—— 

c They come. O king, thine car incline f 

* Liften to their voice divine : 

€ Their voice fhall every pang compote, 

c To gentle forrow foothe thy woes ; 

' Till each pure wifli to heaven (hall (bar, 

* And Peace return,, to part no more ! 

Behold, obedient to their great command, 
The lifted dagger quits his trembling hand ! 

Smoothed irhisbrow, where fullen Care 
And furroVd Horror couch'd with fell Defpair : / 
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No more his eyes with fury glow; 
Bat heavenly grief fucceeds to hell-born woe.— 

* Sec, the figns of grace appear 1 

* See the foft relenting tear, 

< Trickling at fweet Mercy!s call ! ' 
' Catch it, angels, ere it fall I 
' And let the heart-fen t offering rife,. .- 
r Heaven's beft-accepted faCrifice IV 

« Yet, yet again ! — Ah ! fee, the pang retains ! 

* Again with inward fire his heaving bofom bums ! 

' Now, fhepherd, wake a mightier ffarain; 
« Search the deep heart-rending pain ; 
c Till the large floods of forrow roll," 

* And quench the tortures of his foul.^— * - 

* Almighty Lord, accept his pang fincere 1 

c Let heavenly hope difpel each dark temptation ( 

* And, while he pours the penitential tear, 

* O vifit him with thy (alvation !— — 

* Stoop from heaven, ye raptur'd throng f- 
€ Sink, ye fwelling tides of fong ! 

* For lo ! difiblv'd by Mufick's melting power, 

* Celeftial Sorrow rolls her plenteous fhower : 
* O'er his Wan cheek the colours rife, 

« And beams of comfort brighten in his eyes.— 

* Happy king, thy woes are o'er ! 

1 Thy God fhall wound thy foul no more : 

* The pitying Father of mankind, 

4 Meets the pure-returning mind. — 

* No more fhall black Defpair afflia his foul ! 

« Each gentler found, ye fhepherds, now combine ; 

* Sweetly let the numbers roll ; 

c Soothe him into hope divine.— 



Nov 
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c Now lowly let tke ruflick meafure glide, 
' To quell the dark remains of felf-confuming pride ; 
' Till Nature's home-fprung bleffings he cqnfek, 
'And own that calm content is happinef?.' — 
* Ye woods and lakes, ye clifFs and mountains ! 
c Haunted grots* and living fountains ! 
' Liften to your fhepherd's lay, 

* Whofe artlefs carols clofe the day. 

c Bounding kids around him throng ; 
' The deep rock echoes back his fong : 
c While all unfeen to mortal eye, 

* Sliding down the evening fky, 
' Holy Peace, tho' born above, 

' Daughter of Innocence and Love, 

* Quits her throne and manfion bright, 

* Her crown of ftars and robe of light, 
« Serene, in gentle fmiles array'd, 

* To dwell beneath his palm-tree {hade. 
' Hail, meek angel 1 awful gueil ! 

* Still pour thy radiance o'er my bread ! 

* Pride and Hate in courts may fhine ; 

* The fhepherd's. calm and blamelefs tent is thine I 1 

* Softly, foftly breathe, your numbers, 

* Arid wrap his weary'd ibul in (lumbers !*— 

c Gentle fleep becalm his breaft, 

* And clofe his eyes in healing reft I 
' Defcend, celeftial viiions, ye who wait, 

' God's miniftring powers, at Heaven's eternal gate 1 

* Ye, who nightly vigils keep, 

* And rule the filent realms of fleep, 
' Exalt the juft to joys refin'd, 

* And plunge in woe the guilty mind ? . 

* Defcend ! Oh, waft him t;o the ikies, 

. * And open all Heaven's glories to his eyes 1 

3 B « Beyond 
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• Beyend yon ftarry roof* by feraphs trod; 

€ Where Light's unclouded fountains blase J 
' Where choirs immortal hyinn their God* 

* Intranc'd in extafy of ceafelefs pfaife* 

4 Angels, heal his anguifh ! 
' Your harps and voices join ! 
' His grief to blifs (hall languifh, 
' ,When fboth'd by founds divine.' 

« Behold, with dawning joy each feature glows f 

* See, the blifsful tear o'erflows !— > 
' The fiend is fled !— Let Mufick's rapture rife ; 
.* Now, Harmony, thy ev'ry nerve employ ; 

' Shake the dome, and pierce the ikies; 

' Wake him, wake him into joy 1' 

What power can ev'ry PaffiWs throne coittrotil ? ~ 

What power can boaft the charm divine, 

Toftillthe temped of the fiml? , 
CelefHal Harmony, that mighty charm is thine ! 
She, heavenly-born, came down to vifit earth, 

When from God's eternal throne 
The beam of all-creative Wifdom ihone* 

And fpake fair Order into birth. 
At Wifdom's call fhe fobeM yon glitt'ring fide*, 
Attun'd the fpheres, and taught confenting orbs to rift. 

Angels wrapt in wonder Hood, 
And faw that all was fair, and all was good. 

'Twas then, ye fons of God, in bright arrar> 

Ye fhouted o'er creation's day : 

Then kindling into joy, 

The morning liars together fung ; 

And thro' the vaft ethereal flcy 

Scraphickhynms and loud hofamtahs rung* 



THE 
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THE BlfcTtf OF THE SQUIRE. 

Alf $CLOQXJS f 

BY MR. GAY. 

YE fylrcu Mufts ! loftier firkins recite; 
Not all in (hades and humble cotes delight. 
Hark ! the bells ring ; along the diftant grounds 
The driving gales convey the dwelling founds ; 
Th' attentive fwain, forgetful of his work. 
With gaping wonder leans upon his fork* 
What fudden news alarms the waking morn r 
To the glad Squire a hopeful heir is born. 
Mourn, mourn, ye flags ! and all ye beads of chafe !, 
This hour deftructton brings on all your race. 
6ee the pleas'd tenants duteous offerings bear, 
Turkeys and geefe, and grocer* s fweeteft ware ; 
With the new health the ponderous tankard Hows, 
And old Odtober reddens evVy nofe. 
Beagles and Jpaniels round his cradle ftand, 
Kifs his moift lip, and gently Kck his hand ; 
He joys to hear the (hrill hern's echoing founds, 
And learns to lifp the names of all the hounds. 
With frothy ale to make hi* cup overflow. 
Barley (hail in paternal acres gyow ; 
The bee (hall fip the fragrant dew from flowers, 
To give methegHn far his morning hours ; 
For him the duft'ring hop fhall climb the poles* 
And his own orchard fparide in his bowls. 

His five's exploits he now with wonder hears ; 
The monftrous tales indulge his greedy ears : 
How, when youth ftrung his nerves and warm'4 K* veins, 
He rode the mighty Nimrod of the plains. 

3B2 Y* 
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He leads the flaring infant thro' the hall ; 
Points out the horny fpoils that grace the wall ^ 
Tells how this flag thro* three whole counties fled, 
• What rivers fwam, where bay'd, and where he bled* 
Now he the wonders of the fox repeats, 
Defcribes the defp'rate chafe, and all his cheats ; 
How, in one day, beneath. his furious fpced. 
He tir'd feven courfers of the fleeteft breed ; 
How high the palo he leap'd, how wide the ditch, " 
When the hound' tore the haunches of the witch*. 
Thefe ftories, which defcend from foa to fon. 
The forward boy fhall one day make his own. 

Ah ! too fond mother ! think the time draws mgh 
That calls the darling from thy tender eye ; 
How fhall his fpirit brook the rigid rules, 
And the long tyranny of grammar fchools ?. 
Let younger brothers o'er dull authors plod, 
Lafh'd into Latin by the tingling rod i 
No, let him never feel that fmart difgrace ; 
Why fliould he wifer prove than all his race I 

When rip'ning* youth with down o'erfhades his chin^ 
And ev'ry female eye incites to fin, 
The milk-maid ( though tlefs of her future fhame) . .. 
With fmacking Yip. mail raife his guilty, flame : 
The dairy, barn-, the hay-ldft, and the grove, 
Shall oft', be confeious of their ftolen love. 
But think, Prifcilla, on that dreadful time, 
When pangs and wat'ry qualms fhall own thy crime ; 
How wilt thou tremble, when thy nipple's prefs'd, 
To fee the white drops bathe .thy fwellihg breaft ! 
Nine moons fhall publicly divulge thy fhame, 
And the young Squire foreftaT a father's name. ' . ', 

When twice twelve times the reaper's fweeping hand : 
With levelPd haryefts has beftrown the land, 

* The mok common accident to fportfmen, to hunt a witch in thp (hape 
of a hare. - ".■.*■ 

On 
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On fam'd St. Hubert's feaft, his winding horn 

Shall chear the joyful. hound and wake the morn ; 

This memorable day his eager fpced 

Shall urge with bloody heel the riling fteed. 

O check the foamy bit 1 nor tempt thy fate j 

Think on the murders of a five-bar gate J , 

Yet, prodigal of life, the, leap he tries; 

Low ii} the dull his grov'ling honour lies : 

Headlong he falls, and on the rugged ftone 

Diflorts his neck, and cracks the collar-bone. 

O, vent'rous youth ! thy thirft of game allay ; 

May'ft thou furvive the perils of this day ! — 

He fhall furvive ; .-and in late years; be fent \' — 

To fnore away debates in Parliament* 

The time (hall come^ when his more folid fenfe, 
With nod iipppr^nl,. fhall the laws difpenfe ; 
A J u ftice with grave; juftices fhall fit ; 
He praife their wifdom, they admire his wit. 
No greyhound fhall attend the tenant's pace, 
No nifty gun the farmer's chimney grace $ 
Salmons fhall leave their coverts void of fear, 
Nor dread the thievifh net or triple fpear ; 
Poachers fhall tremble at his awful name, 
Whom vengeance, now o'ertakes for murder'd game* 

Affift me, Bacchus ! and ye drunken pow'rs ! 
To fing his friendships and his midnight hours. 

Why doft thou glory in thy ftrength of beer, 
Firm-cork'd, and mellow'd till the twentieth year, 
Brew'd or when Phoebus warms the fleecy fign, 
pr when his languid rays in Scorpio flune ? 
Think on the mifchiefs which from hence have fprung ! 
It arms with curfes dire the wrathful tongue ; 
Foul fcandal to the lying lip affords, ... 
And prompts the mem'ry with injurious words. 
O, where is wifdom, when by this o'erpower'd ? 
The Hate is cenfur'd, and the maid deflower'd ! 

And 
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And wilt thou ftill, O Squire ! brew ale fo ftrong? 
Hear then the di&ates of prophetick fong. 

Methinks I fee him in his hall appear, 
Where the long table floats in clammy beer j 
'Midft mugs and glafles fhatter'd o'er the floor, 
Dead drunk, his fervile crew fupinely fnore; 
' Triumphant, o'er the proftrate brutes he ftaadt , 
The mighty bumper trembles in his hands ; 
Boldly he drinks ; and, like his glorious fires, . 
Jn copious gulps of potent ale expires \ 



THE MOURNING MUSE OF ALEXIS. 

A PASTORAL, 
LAMENTING THE DEATH OF qi/EEK MART* 

WIITTIK XM MDCXC1V. 

' .■ ".- * ' • . 

BY MR. CONGREVt 
Infandum retina jubes renovare dolorem. ▼*%&• 

MENALCAS. 

BE H OL D, Alexis ! fee this gloomy (hade, ■ . 
Which Teems alone for Sorrow's flielter made, 
Where no glad beams of light can ever play, 
But night, fucceeding night, excludes the day ; 
Where never birds with harmony repair, 
And lightfome notes, to chear the doflty air, - 
To welcome day, or bid the fun farewel, 
By morning lark or evening Philomel* 

No violet here, nor daify* e'er was feen, •■ * 
No fweetly-budding flower, nor fpringing green ; 
For fragrant myrtle and the blufhing rofe> 
Here baleful yew with deadly cyprefs grows. ; .•' . 

Her*, 
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Here, then, extended on this wither'd mofs, 

We'll lie, and then fiialt.fing of Albion's lofs ; 

Of Albion's lofs, and of Paitora's death; % 

Begin thy mournful fong, and raife thy tuneful breath* 

ALEXIS* 

Ah, woe too great! ah, theme which far exceeds 
The lowly lays of humble (hepherds reeds ! 

O could I itng in verfe of equal {train 
With the Sicilian bard or Mantuan fwain, 
Or melting words and moving numbers chute, 
Sweet as the Britim Colin* s Mourning Mufe ; 
Could I, like him, in tuneful grief excel. 
And mourn like Stella (or her Aiirophel ; 
Then might I raife my voice, (fecure of fkiU) . 
And with melodious woe the vallies fill ; 
The lift'ning echo on my long mould wait, 
And hollow rocks Pailora's name repeat; 
Each whittling wind and murm'ring ftream mould tell, 
How lov'd (he liv'd, and how lamented fell. 

MBNALCAS* 

Wert thou with ev'ry bay and laurel crown'd, 

And high as Pan himfelf in fong renown* d, 

Yet would not all thy art avail to fbow 

Verfe worthy of her name ox of our woe: 

But fuch true paffiotfin thy face appears, 

In thy pale lips, thkk fighs and gutfhing. tears, 

Such tender- (brrow in thy heart I read, 

As (hall fupply all mill, if not exceed. 

Then leave this common form of dumb diftrcfib 

Each vulgar grief can fighs and tears exprefi ; 

In fweet complaining notes thy paffion vent, 

And not in fighs/ but words explaining fighs, lament. 

• ■ ALEXIS. 

Wild be my words, Menalcas, wild my thought, 
Artlefs as Nature's notes in birds untaught : 

&te*dle& 
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■ «■;". 
' Boundlefs my verfe, and roving be my {trains. 
Vicious as ftow'rs on unfrequented plains. 
And thou, Thalia I darling of my breaft, . 
By whom infpir'd, I fung at Comus* feaft* . . t 
While in a ring the jolly rural throng 
Have fate and frniPd to hear my chearful forigj . 
Be gone, with all thy mirth and fprightly lays I 
My pipe no longer now thy pow'r obeys : 
Learn to lament, my Mufe I to weep and mourn. 
Thy fpringing laurels all to cyprefs tiirn ; 
Wound With thy difmal cries the tender air, 
And beat thy fnowy breaft and rend thy yellow hair i . . ■ 
Far hence, in utmoft wilds, thy dwelling chuffe ; 
Be gone, Thalia I Sorrow is my mufe. 
f I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn, 
' And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn.' 

No more thefe woods (hall with her fight be blcfs'd* 
Nor with her feet thefe flow'ry plains be prefs'd ; 
No more the winds (hall with her treffes play r 
And from her balmy breath fteal fweets away ; 
No more thefe rivers chearfully fhall pate* 
Pleas'd to reflect the beauties of her face, 
While on their banks the wond'ring flocks have flood/ 
Greedy of fight, and negligent of food. 

No more the nymphs fhall with foft tales delight 
Her ears, no more with dances pleafe her fight ; 
Nor ever more fhall fwain make fong of mirth, - 
To blefs the joyous day that gave her birth : 
Loft is that day, which had from her it's light* 
For ever loft with her in endlefc night ; 
In endlefs night, and arms of Death, fhe lies ; 
Death in eternal fhades has fhut Paftora's eyes. 

Lament, ye nymphs ! and mourn, ye wretched fvvains ! 
Stray, all ye flocks I and defart be, ye plains ! 
Sigh, all ye winds I and weep, ye cryftal floods ! 
Fade, all ye flow'rs ! and wither, all ye woods ! 

c I mcrtirn 
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* I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn, 

* And (able clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 9 
Within a difmal grot, which damps furround, 

All cold (he lies upon th' unwholcfome ground ; 
The marble weeps, and with a filent pace 
It's trickling tears diftil upon her face. 
Falfely ye weep, ye rocks ! and falfely mourn, 
For never will you let the nymph return ; 
With a feign'd grief the faithlefs tomb relents, 
And, like the crocodile, it's prey laments. 

O fhe was heav'nly fair in face and mind ! 
Never in nature were fuch beauties join'd : 
Without all mining, and within all white ; 
Pure to the fenfe, and pleating to the fight ; 
Like fome rare flbw'r, whofe leaves all colours yield, 
And opening is with fweeteft odours fill'd. 
As lofty pines o'ertop the lowly reed, 
So did her graceful height all nymphs exceed ; 
To which excelling height fhe bore a mind, 
Humble as ofiers bending to the wind. 
Thus excellent fhe was— — 
Ah, wretched fate ! fhe was, but is no more; 
Help me, ye hills and vallies, to deplore ! 
' I mourn Paflora dead ; let Albion mourn, 

* And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 9 , 
From that blefs*3 earth on which her body lie3, 

May blooming flow'rs with fragrant fweets arife I 
Let myrrha, weeping aromatick gum, 
And ever-living laurel, fhade her tomb ! 
Thither let all th' indufhious bees. repair, 
Unlade their thighs, and leave their honey there ! 
Thither let Fairies with their train refbrt, 
Negle& their revels and tfcrir midnight fport"; / 
There in unufuaiwailings wafte the night, 
And watckfeer by the fiery glow-worm's light! 

3 C There 
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There may no difmal yew nor cyprefs grow, 
Nor holly-bufh, nor bitter elder'* bough; •. ■■ -^ ■ > r. . 
Let each unlucky bird far build his neft> 
And diftant dens receive each howling beaft: 
Let wolves be gone,. be ravens put to flight, 
With hooting owls, and bats, that hate the light 1 

But let the fighing doves their farrows bring, 
And nightingales in fweet complainings ling ; 
Let fwans from their forfaken rivers fly, 
And, fick'ning at her tomb, make hafte to die, 
That they may help to fing her elegy : 
Let Echo, too, in mimick moan deplore, 
And cry with me, Paftora is no more ! 
* I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn, 
' And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn.* 

And fee, the heav'ns to weep in dew prepare, 
And heavy mifts obfcure the burden'd air ; 
A fudden damp o'er all the plain is fpread, 
Each lily folds it's leaves, and hangs it's head ; 
On tv'ry tree the bloflbms turn to tears, 
And ev'ry bough a weeping moiiture bears ; 
Their wings the feather'd airy people droop, 
And flocks beneath their dewy fleeces ftoop. 

The rocks are cleft, and new-defcending rills 
Furrow the brows of all th' impending hills ; 
The water-gods to floods their riv'lets turn, 
And each with dreaming eyos fupplies his wanting urn. 

The Fauns forfake the woods, the Nymphs the grove, 
And round the plain in fad diftra&ions rove ; 
In prickly brakes their tender limbs they tear, 
And leave on thorns their locks of golden hair. 
With their fharp nails themfelves the Satyrs wound, 
And tug their ihaggy beards, and bite with grief the ground* - 

Lo, Pan himfelf, beneath a blafted oak 
Deje&ed lies, his pipe in pieces broke : 

Ste 
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See Pales weeping, too, in wild defpair, 
And to the piercing winds her bofom bare. 

And fee yon fading myrtle, where appears 
The Queen of Love, all bath'd in flowing tears ; 
See how fhe wrings her hands, and beats her bread, 
And tears her ufelefs girdle from her waift ! 
Hear the fad murmurs of her fighing doves ; 
For grief they figh, forgetful of their loves ! 

Lo, Love hinifelf, w}th heavy woes opprefsM ! 
See how his forrows fwell his tender breaft ! 
His bow he breaks, and wide his arrows flings, 
And folds his little arms, and hangs his drooping wings ; 
Then lays his limbs upon the dying grafs, 
And all with tears bedews his beauteous face : 
With tears, which from his folded lids arife ; 
And even Love himfelf has weeping eyes* 
All nature mourns ; the floods and rocks deplore, 
And cry with me* Paftora is no more ! 
' I mourn Paftora {lead; let Albion mourn,, 
« And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 9 

The rocks can melt, and air in mills can mqurn, 
And floods can weep,, and winds to fighs can turn ; 
The birds in fongs their forrows can difcloie, 
And nymphs and fwains in words can tell their woes : < 

But, oh ! behold that deep and wild defpair 
Which neither winds can fhow, nor floods, nor air. 

See the greaf Shepherd, chief of all the fwains, 
Lord of thefe woods and wide-extended plains, v 

Stretch'd on the ground, and clofe to earth his face, ' 
Scalding with tears th' already faded grafs ; 
To the cold day he joins his throbbing breaft, 
No more within Paftora's arms to reft. ! 
No more ! for thofe once fofc and circling arnv ' ' ' 
Themfelves are clay, and cold are all her charms : 
Cold are thofe lips, which he no more moil kite, 
And cold that bofom, once all downy blifs ; 

3 C a On 
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On whofe foft pillows, lulPd in fweet deBghts, - 
He us'd in balmy flecp to We the nights. 

Ah ! where is all that love and fondnefs fled T 
Ah ! where is all that tender fweetnefs laid ? 
To duft muft all that heav'n of beauty come ! 
And muft Paftora moulder irf the tomb ! 
Ah, Death ! more fierce and unrelenting fat 
Than wildeft wolves or favage tigers are ; 
With lambs and fheep their hungers are apptas'd, 
But rav'nous Death the Shepherdefs has feiz'd. 

* I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn, 
' And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn.* 

But fee, Menakas, where a fudden light 
With wonder flops my fong and ftrikes my fight! 
And where Paftora lies it fpreads around, 
Shewing all radiant bright the facred ground ; 
While from her tomb behold a flame afcends 
Of whiteft fire, whofe flight to heav'n extends !. 
On flaky wings it mounts, and quick as fight, 
Cuts thro' the yielding air with rays of light ; 
Till the blue firmament at laft it gains, 
And fixing there, a glorious ftar remains : 

* Faireft it fhines of all that light the fkies, 

' As once on earth were feen Paftora's eyes.* 



A FAIRY TALE. 

IN THE ANCIENT ENGLISH ST TLB. 
BY DR. PARNELL. 



I 



N Britain's ifle, and Arthur's days, 
When midnight fairies daune'd the maze, 
LivM Edwin of the green ; 

Edwin, 



Edwin, I wis, a, gentle youth, ;> 

Endow'd with courage, fenfe and trutJv 
Though badly fhap'd he'd been* , 

His mountain back mote .well be laid, r - 

To meafure height again ft Jus headL, 

And lift itfelf above ; 
Yet, fpite of all that Nature did 
To make his uncouth form forbid, ' .'• 

This creature dar'd to love- 
He felt the charms of Edith's eyes, , , .• 
Nor wanted hope to gain the prize. 

Could ladies look within J 
But one Sir Topaz drefs'd with art; , ., v \ 

And if a fhape could win a heart, . 

He had a fliape to win. 

Edwin, if right I read my fong, . ••„',- 

With flighted paffion pacM along* 

All in the moony light ; 
'Twas near an old enchanted court, 
Where fportive fairies made reibrt . 

To revel out the night* = 

His heart was drear, his hope was crofs'd, 
'Twas late, 'twas far, the path was loft 

That reached the neighbour-town; 
With weary fleps he quits the (hades, 
HAefolv'd the darkling dome he treads, 

And drops his limbs adown. 

But fcant he lays him on the floor, 
When hollow winds remove the door, 

And trembling rocks the ground : 'r 

And 
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And well I ween, to count aright, 
At once a hundred tapers light 
On all the walls around. 



Now founding tongues aflkil his ear; 
Now founding feet approachen near; 

And now the founds increaie : 
And from the corner where he lay. 
He fees a train profufely gay 

Come prankirng o r er the place. 

>ut (truft me, Gentles !) never yet 
Was dight a mafquing half fo neat, 

Or half fo rich before ; 
The country lent the Iweet perfumes, 
The fea the pearl, the fey the plumes. 

The town it's iilken i!ore. 

Now whilft he gaz'd, a gatlant drefsM 
In flaunting robes above the reft, 
With awful accent cryM ; 

* What mortal of a wretched mind, 

* Whofe fighs infeft the balmy wind, 

« Has here prefumM to hide ?* 

At this the fwain, whofe venturous foul 
No fears of magick art controul, 
Advanc'd in open fight ; 

* Nor have I caufe of dreed,' he faid, 

* Who view, by no prefumption led, 

* Your revels of the night. 

* 'Twas grief, for fcorn of faithful love, 
« Which made my Heps uhweeting rove 

« Amid the nightly dew/ 



T« 
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* 'Tis well,* the gallant cries again;.. ; -.\. ... ■-,*, 
' We fairies never injure men. ^ • _ :*..»/*. 

c Who dare to tell us true, 

* Exalt thy love-deje£ed heart, 

' Be mine the talk, or ere we part, . ■, . 

* To make thee grief refign : . 

* Now take the pleafure of thy chaunce ; 

( Whilft I with Mab, my partner, daunce, 

* Be little Mable thine.* 

He fpoke, and all a fudden there 
Light mufick floats in wanton air ; 

The monarch leads the queen : 
The reft their fairy partners found ; 
And Mable trimly tript the ground r 

With Edwin of the Green. 

Thadauncing paft, the board was laid, . 
And fiker fuch a feaffc was made, 

As heart and lip defiatg 
Withouten hands the dilhes fly, 
The glafles with a wiih come nigh, 

And with a wifl* retire. 

But now, to pleafe the fairy king, 
Full every deal they laugh and fing, 

And antick feats devife ; 
Some wind and tumble like an ape, 
And other fome tranfmute their lhape 

In Edwin's wondering eyes* 

Till one at laft, that Robin hight, 
Renown'd for pinching maids by night, 
Has bent him up aloof; 

And 
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And full againft the beam he flung, 
Where by the back the youth he hung, 
To fpraul unrieath the roof. 

From thence, ' Reverfe niy charm, 9 he dies, 

* And let it fairly now fuffice 

' The gambol has been mown/ 
But Oberon anfwers with a fmile, 

* Content thee, Edwin, for a. while, 

*■ The 'vantage is thine own;' 

ftere ended all the phantom-play ; 
They fmelt the flrefh approach of day, 

And heard a cock to crow ; 
The whirling wind that bore the crowd 
Has clapp'd the door, and whittled loud* 

To warri them all to go. 

Then fcreamirig all at once they fly* 
And all at once the tapers die ; 

Poor Edwin falls to floor : 
Forlorn his ftate, and dark the place; 
Was never wight in fuch a cafe 

Through all the land before. 

But foon as Dan Apollo rofe, 
Full jolly creature home he goes. 

He feels his back the lefs ; 
His honeft tongue and fteady mind 
Had rid him of the lump behind, 

Which made him want fuccefs. 

With lufty livelyhed he talks; 
He feems a dauncing as he walks : 
His ftory foon took wind ; 



And 
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And beauteous Edith.<t*QS. the youth . : 
fendow'd with courage, ^fraiyi troth* . rj 

Without a buncji.bejundv. 

The ftory told, Sir Jopazanov'dlf r ,. , .„ : - 

The youth of Edith erfl appjov'd, _ _. . 

To fee the revel /cent-; , 
At clofe of eve he leave* las kom*, ... 
And wends to find the rawnid dome . 

All t>n the gloomy.plain* 

As there he bide*, it fo be&l, 

The wind caine ruffling down a dell, . . 

A ftaking fci^'d ^ wall ; 
Up fpring the tapers : *a .before, , 
The fairies bragly fox* the floor, 

And muiick fills the halL 

Butcertes, fofely funk with woe, , . .., 
Sir Topafc fees the eMn ftxow, : t 
His fpirits in hint die: v 
When Oberon crys, « A man is near! 

• A mortal paff on, cleepedftar, , 

* Hangs flagging m 4* kf. 9 

t 
With that S!r Topaz, haplefi yon&! 
In accents faultering, aylqrruth, 

Intreats them pity granntf 
For als he been a mifter wight, r 
Betray'd by wandering in tfr aigkjt 

To tread the circled haunt, , , f 

* Ah, lofel rile!* at once they roar; v< 
« And little fcffl'd rf fairie bee * 

« Thy caufe to come we know: 

3D • Now 
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' Now has thykeftrefl courage fell ;'' ' iJ 
* And fairies, fince^T'lye yoi tell; '""■■ ::J '* v 
' Arc free to worlt thee woe/ " 

Then Will, who bears Ae : wif£y firi \ V . ' 
To trail the fwains ajn6hg k theipire^ " *"■* % * '" 

The caitiff upward »irt^ 4 ; ir; 7 ™" c ' : 
There, like a tortoife in a fli&0, ' ; * ! J ' ' ' " ' 
He dangled from the chkmb*r-top, %i ^ bni ' f * ; 

Where whilome Edwin Jitfrrg. ■ •*. ' r: 



The revel now proceeds apacei ' * * r * 
Deftly they friik it o'er Hie plSce/ : ' ; : 

They fit, they drink; Sttft-eiit ;' v 
The time with frolick mirth'beguile, • '""* 
And poor Sir Topaz hangs the*wh9eP* t* 

Till all the rout rerr&fc si lv ' : ' >Ul 

By this the ftars began to wink;'*; : ' ,r,t • 
They fhriek, they fly, the tapers' ffiifc; 

And down ydrops the Idnrgnt : : 
For never fpell by fairie laid : *' . 
With ftrong enchantment bound** glade 

Beyond the length #t iflgnt* 

Chill, dark, alone, adreed, Tie lay ; 
Till up the welkin rofe the 4aj% " 

Then deem'd the dcfewavVer: 
But wot ye well his harder foil , 
His feely back the bunch had got • 

Which Edwin loft kfbref— "~ 



This tale a Sybil-nurfe*arei: 
She foftly ilroak'd my ydurigling herfd, 
And when die tafe Was done, 



: ;[r'!i .•'. 






f: 



Thus 
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' Tfcu* foaie are Ijoftt* .my fon/ (h*crie$, : -j 

«, With bafe impediments to rift, ;■•,,. , ~ c 
' And fome are bon^ w^f}<mq f : . 



.a 



€ But virtue c^',itfelF. advance ' r , 

* To what die favourite foot? of chance 

f f By fortune jeem dV%n'a $ 
' Virtue can gain t^el odds ojf" fate, 

* And from itfelf fhake off the weigltf s 

< UponJ{h^j^«gft^^'^4vV'/ 



TliE VaV^P Q? JQTHAM. 



t ■ 



TO THf BOaOUqa-HUNTERrS. 

Jotham*! fable of the- trees is the ofdeif CKat< W&ttant* ami atf'be«t*tf&A as 
any wfafcfcfcive fan mte£*x ^itf n* • ' t . . • L . , J, 

t , . , • ABDLSPN 

— ■ r i ».». i c » ■ ■'.■/ .j i iiw in; . * . ■■ "-i 

OLD Phw^ whQ^«ghW^UkJHsJ^^ftr«iT(;^ 
Stytt^ves by hi^lyhopiU^^finliall Stipe*; . ♦• ~. 
With a Portugal merchant* a kmjgkt bycrearion, ♦, :i . <> i 
from a borough im ^Cornwall rectewv'4 'itnfeatioflu/ : ,j 

Well aflurU of each vote* w#U eqttp'dirom. theiAliey,, 
In quell of ele&ioiU&ventufes^fihey Odly. I >" ■'. • • • ■« 

Tho^ mud* they difcoi^^ : :!.:. J 

Of the earthquakes,. the Jews, mod theLchahge of ihe fryfe^T 
Of the Irifhy the locks, and^lOtttyxdnMMttee,^ : . lx! . 
They camefihent tad tijfd into Baeterlctty* " /- -.**■.= . - : i 
* Some toe**;* '^ytM, fendJW, ^ j^fea dvllhou>| •■') 

• No nonfenie of paribus, o*>4e&6diAt (bar j--' » ■'« •'<••" 
« No poetical ftuff, a djntnM jingle of rhymes. ~ . »:i ' 

* But fome pamphlet that's new, and a touch on the times.* 

3 D $ < O Lord ! 
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' O Lord !* fay« mine hoft, « you may hunt the town round* 
4 I queftion if any fuch thing can be ftrand : ■ ' 

* I never was aflt'd for r book by a gueft ; ' 

4 And I'm fure I have all the great folk in. the Weft. 

* None of thefe, to my knowledge, e'er call'd for a book* 

* But fee, Sir, th * woman with fifh, and the cook ! 

* Here's the fatteft of ca*p ; (hall we drefs you a brace f 

4 Would you have any foals, or a mullet or plaice V" [ 
4 A place, 9 quoth the knight, ' we muft have, to be fore* 

* But firft let us fee that our Dorough*s fecure. - "* 

4 We'll talk of theplact when we've fettled the poll ; 

* 1 hey may drefs us for fupper the mullet and foal. 

* But do you, my good landlord, look over your fhelves, 
4 For a book we muiV have, we're fo tir'd of ourfelves-.* 

4 In troth, Sir, I ne'er had a book in my life, 

* But the prayer-book and bible I bought for my wife.' 

4 Well I the bible muft do: j>i*t why dpn/t you take- in, 
4 Some monthly colle&ion— the new Magazine ?' 

The bib^e was brought, and laid out on the {able, . 
And open'd at Jotham's moft appofne fable. 

Sir Freeport be an with this verfe, tho' no rhyme— 

* The trees of the foreft went forth on a time,' 

( To. What puvpofe ou* candidates fcatce could exjfecl, 
For it was not, they found, t6 tranfplant— but tbntir i) 
4 To the olive and fig-tree their deputies came, 

* But by both were refuVd, and their anfwer the gune : 

4 Quoth ctjieiolive, m Shall I leave my fatnef* and oil :j .7: . 
44 For an unthankful office, axiignifyM toil ?" 
44 Shall I teavie, J quoth. the fig-tree, «» my fwectnofs and fruity 
44 Tp be envyVLor flavM in fo vain a purfuu W ' 

* Thus rebuff 'd and furprixfd they apply to the vine i ' 
4 He anfwer d, " Shall . I leave my grapes and my wine* 

" (Wine* jthje fovereign cordial of god and qf man \) . * 
" To be made or the tft*} gr the head of a daft *'? 

* At lafl:, as it always fell*, puvin a fprairtbJe, 

f Tift mob gave the cry fo* ?' A bj-am.bte ! a bfamble I , 

•? A bramble 
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# * A bramble forever!" O chance unexpe&ed ! 

• But bramble prevail'd, and was duly ele&ed.* 

€ O ! ho !' quoth the knight, with a look moft profound, 
' Now I fee there's forae good in gwd books to be found, 
' I wifh I had read this fame bible before ; * 

' Of long miles, at the leaft, 'twould have fav'd us fonrfcore^ 

* You, Plumb, with your olives and oil might have ftaid, 
' And myfelf might have tarry'd my wines to unlade. 

4 What have merchants to do from their bufinefs to ramble ! 
< Your ele&ioneer-errant fhould frill be a bramble." 
Thus ended at once the wife comment on Jotham, 
And our citizens jaunt to the borough of Qothaiju 



THE TRANSFORMATION PF LYCON 
AND EUPHQ&M J.U&. 

BYWIiUAM MEiMOTH, BSQ* , 

DEEM not,, ye plaintive crew, that fuller wrong*. 
, No-thou, Q man I who deaj'ft the tort a mifween 
The equal gods, who Heaven's fky-manfions throng, 
(Though viewkfs to the eyne they difcmt iheen) 
Spectators recklefs of our actions been^ 
Turning the volumes of fcrave fcges old* . 

Where aundent laws in fable may be feen^ 
This truth I fond in paynim tale enroll'd) 
Which for enfiunple drad, my mufe ftudLhere unfold* 
« -- 

What time Arcadia^ floweret rallies fiun'd, 

Pclafgus, firft of monajchs old, obey'd ; 
There wonn'd a wight, and Lycoa was he,namM f 
Unaw*d by confeiene* , of no god* afraid, 

Ne 
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Ne juftice ruPd his heart, ne meicy fway'd. 
Some held him kin to that abhorred face, 

Which heaven's high towers wit}} mad emprize fU&y\i} 
And fome his cruel lynage did ytrace , 
From fell Erynnis join'd in Pluto's dire c^nbrajce. * 

Bat he, perdy, far other tale did feisty, 

And claim'd alliaunce with the Sillers nine $ 
And deem'd himfe If (what deems not pride fo vs|Ut ?^ 

The peerlefs paragon of wit divine; . 

Vaunting that every foe ffyould rue }t'$ tin** 
Right doughty wight ! yet, (both, withouten fmart f 

All powerlefs fell the lofel's fhafts malign :, 
*Tis Virtue's arm to wield Wit's heavenly dart, 
Point it's keen, barb with force, and fend it tq the heart. 

One only impe he had, Paftorafcight, 

Whofe fweet amenannce pleas'd eaeh fhepherd's eye : 
Yet pleas'd lhe not bafe Lycon's evil fprjte, 

Tho' blame»in her not Malice mofeh fjijr, ' 

Clear, without (pot, as fummer's cloudlefs iky.] 
Hence poets feign'd, € Lyeean Pan aixaj'd 

4 In Lycon's form, enfiam'd with paffion hig^, 
9 DecerV'd her mother in the covert gla4e, * 
€ And from the Aol'n embrace yiprong the heavenJLj nuud:' 

Thus fabling they. Meanwhile, the damfel fair' 

A ihepherd youth remarfc'd, as o'er the plain 
She defjly pae'd along fo debonair ; 

Seem'd lhe as one of Dian's chofen^train. 

Full many a fond excufe he knew to feign, 
In fweet converfe to while with her the day; 

Till love unwares His heedlefs heart did gain. . 
Nor dempt he, fimpfe wight, no mortal may 
The blinded, god, once harbour'd, when he lift, focefay. 



Now 
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Now much he meditates if yet to fpeak, 

And. now refolves his paffion to conceal : 
'But furei* quoth he, * my feely heart will break, 

c If aye I Another what I aye muft feel !' 

At length, by hope embdlden'd to teveal, 
The labouring fecret dropped from his tong. 

Whiles frequent fingults check'd his falt'ring tale, 
In modeft wife her head Paftora hong : , 

For never maid more chafte infpired fhepherd's fong. 

What needs me to recount, in long detail, 

The tender parley which thefe lemans held? 
How oft he vow'd his love her ne'er fhould fail ; " : 

How oft the : ftream from forth her eyne outweli'dj 

Doubting if cohftancy yet ever dwell'd 
In heart of youthful wight* Suffice to know, 

Each riing doubt he in her bofom quell'd. y 

So parted they, more blithfbme both, I trow: 
For rankling foveconcealM, me teems, h deadly woe. 

Eftfoons to I^rconfwift the<ydutfc did fare, 

(Lagg'd ever : youth when Cupid urgM his wayi). 
And' ftraigftt Kis gentle purpofe did tkclare, 

And footlrthe mount*naunce df his herds difplay; 

NeLycoh' meant his fuiten to fbrefay : 
* Be thine, Paftora,' quoth the malker fly, 

' And twice twbthottfand iheep her dower (hall pay.* * 
Beat then the lover's heart with joyaunce high ; 

Ne dempt' that aught his blifs could now betray,. 
Ne guefs'd that foul deceit in Lycon's bpfome lay. 



So forth he yqde'to feek his feVerehd'fire ; 

(ThegoorfEuj{)honrilus, fhepherJIs him did call) 
How fweet Paftora did his fcqfome fire ! 

Her worth/her preads'd ftdcks, He tolden all. * ; 



Ah! 
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« Ah ! nere, my fon; let Lycon thee enthrall/ 
Reply'd the fage, in wife experience old; 

* Smooth is his tongue, but full of guile withalj 
* In promife faithlefs, and in vaunting bold :* 
* Ne ever lamb of his wili bleat within thy foldV 

With words prophetick thus Euphormius fpaket 
And fa& confirm'd what wifdom thus foretold* 

Full many a mean devife did Lycon make* 
The hoped day of fpoufal to with-hold, 
Framing new trains when nought mote Jlerve his old* 

Nath'lefs he vow'd, Cyllene cloud-topt hill . 

Should fooner down the lowly delve be roll'd* . 

Than he his plighted promife nould fulfil: . ;.-. 
But when, perdy, or where, the caitive fayen nill. 

Whiles thus the tedious funs, had JQurney'd round* 
Ne ought mote now the lovers hearts, divide, ( 

Ne truft was there* ne troth in Lycon found 9 . , . 
The maid with matron Juno for her guide. 
The youth by Concord led, in fecret : hy'4 ' . 

To Hymen's (acred fane: the honeft deed. . ,/. - 
Each god approved, and clofe the bands were tyM;; 

Certes, till happier moments fhonld fucceed, 
No prying eyne they weenM their emprize mote areecL 

But prying eyne of Lycon 'twas in vain 

(Right pra&ick in difguife) to hope beware. 

He trac'd their covert fteps to Hymen's fane, 
And jby'd to find them in his long-laid, ftiare* 
Algates, in femblaunt ire, he 'gan to fwear, 

And roaren loud a^ia difpleafawioehigh ;•...•• 
Then out he hurlea forth his daughter . fair* 

Forelore, the houfeleis child of Mifery, 
Expos'd to killing cold, an&^iachuig Penury, 



Ah! 
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Ah ! whither now fhall fad Pafbra wend> 

To want abandon'd and by wrongs opprefs'd ? 
Who fhall the wretched out-caft's teen befriend ? 

Lives Mercy then, if hot in parent's breaft ? 

Yes, Mercy lives, the gentle goddefs blefs'd, 
At Jove's right-hand, to Jove for ever d^ar ; 

Aye at his feet (he pleads the caufe diftrefs'd, 
To forrow's plaints fhe turns his equal ear, 
And wafts to heaven's ftar-throne fair Virtue's filent tear. 

'Twas she that bade Euphormius quell each thought, 

That well mote rife to check his generous aid : 
Tho' high the torts which Lycon him had wrought, 

Tho' few the flocks his humble paftures fed, 

When as he learn'd Paftora's haplefs fled, 
His breaft humane with wonted pity flows ; 

He op'd his gate?, the naked exile led 
Beneath his roof, a decent drape t throws 
O'er her cold limbs', and foothes her undeferved woes. 

Now loud-tongu'd Rumor bruited round the tale ; 

Th' aftohied fwains uneath could credence give, 
That in Arcadia's unambitious vale 

A faytor falfe as Lycon e'er did live : 

But Jove (who in high heaven does mortals prive, 
And every deed in golden ballance weighs) 

To earth his flaming charret baden drive. 

And down defcends, ehwrapt in peerlefs blaze, 

To deal forth guerdon meet to good and evil ways. 

Where Eurymahthus* crowri'd with many a wood, 
His filver ftream through daify'd vales does lead, 

Stretch'd on the flowery marge, in recklefs mood, 
Proud Lycon fought by charm of jocund reed 

3E Tq 
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To lull the dire remorfe of tortious deed ; 
Him Jote accofb* in reverend femblaunce dight 

Of good Euphormius, and 'gan mild areed 
Of compact oft confirm'd, of fay yplight. 
Of nature's tender tye, of facred rule of right. 

With lofty eyne, half loth to look fo low, 
j Him Lycon view'd, and with fwoi'n furquedry 

'Gan rudely treat his facred eld ; when now 

Forth flood the God confefs'd that rules the iky, 
In fudderi fheeti of drad divinity : 
And * Know, falfe man/ the lord of thunders (aid, 

• Not unobferv'd by Heaven's all-perfent eye 
« Thy cruel deeds ; n6r fhall be unappay'd. 
* Go ! Jt>e in form that beft befeems thy thews, array'ct/ 

Whiles yet he fpake th* afFrayed trembling wight 

Tranfmew'd to bfatant beaft, with hideous how! 
Rufh'd headlong forth, in weH-dcferved plight, 

'Midft dragons, minotaurs, and fiends, to prowl ; 

A wolf in form, as erft a wolf in foul \ 
To Pholoe, foreft wild, he hy'd away, 

The horrid haunt of favage monfters foul : 
There helplefs innocence is ftill his prey, 
Thief of the bleating fold, and fhepherd's dire difmay. 

Tho' Jove to good Euphormius* cot did wend, 

Where peaceful dwelt the man of virtue high, 
Each fhepherd's praife, and eke each fhepherd's friend > ' 

In every aft of fweet humanity ; 

Him Jove approaching in mild majefty, 
Greeted all hail ! then bade him join the throng 

Of glitt'rand lights that gild the glowing fky : 
There fhephepd's nightly view his orb yhong y 
Whese bright he fhines eterne* the brighteft flars emong. 
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LOVE ELEGIES. 

BY MR. HAMMOND. 
ELEGY I. 

FA R E W E L that liberty our fathers gave ; 
In Vain they gave, their fons receiv'd in vain ! 
J faw Nesera; and, her inftant flave, 

Tho' born a Britoq, hugg'd the feryile chain. 

Her ufage well repays my coward heart ! 

Meanly ihe triumphs in her lover's fhame ; 
J^o healing joy relieves his conilant fmart, 

No fmile of love rewards the lofs of fame. 

Oh! that, to feel thefe killing pangs no more, 

On Scythian hills I lay, a fenfelefs (tone I 
Was fix'd a rock amidft the wat'ry roar, 

And in the vail Atlantick flood alone ! 

Adieu, ye Mufes— or my paffion aid ; 

Why mould I loiter by your idle fpring? 
My humble voice would move one only maid, 

And (he contemns the trifles which I fing I 

J do not afk the lofty Epick ftrain, 

Nor ftrive to paint the wonders of the fphere : 

I only fing one cruel maid to gain — 
Adieu, ye Mufes, if ihe will not hear* 

No more in ufelefs innocence I'll pine : 

Since guilty prefents win the greedy fair, 
I'll tear it's honours from the broken fhriuc ; 

But chiefly thine, O Venus, will I tear. 

3 E 2 Deceiv'd 
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Deceiv'd by thee, I lov'd a beauteous maid, 
Who bends on fordid gold her low defires : 

Nor worth nor paflion can her heart perfuade, 
But love muft adt what avarice requires! 

Unwife, who firft (the charm of nature loft) 
With Tyrian purple foil'd the fnowy fhecp; , 

Unwifer ftill, who feas and mountains crofs'd, 
To dig the rock, and fearch the pearly deep { 

Thefe coftly toys our filly fair furprize ;* 
The fliining follies cheat their feeble fight : 

Their hearts, fecure in trifles, love defpife ; 

'Tis vain to court them, but more vain to write J 

Why did the gods conceal the little mind 

And earthly thought beneath a heav'nly face ! 

Forget the worth that dignifies mankind, 

Yet fmooth and poliih fo each outward grace 5 

Hence all the blame that Love and Venus bear ; 

Hence pleafure fhort, and anguifh ever long : 
Hence tears and fighs ; and hence the peevifh fair, 

The froward lover — hence this angry fong. 



ELEGY II. 

A D I E U, .ye walls, that guard my cruel fair ! 
No more Pll fit in rofy fetters bound t 
My limbs have learn'd the weight of arms to bear, 
My rouzing fpirits feel the trumpet's found. 

Few are the maids that now on merit fmile, 
On fpoil and war is bent this iron age ; 

Yet pain and death attend on war and fpoil, 
Unfated vengeance and remorfelefs rage. 



i* 
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To purchafe fpoil, e'en Love itfelf is fold ; 

Her Uver's heart is leaft Neaerafs care : 
And I thro* wrar mull feek detefted gold, 

Not for myfelf, but for my venal fair ; 

That while me bends beneath the weight of drefs, 
The flifFen'd robe may fpoil her eafy mien ; 

And art, miftaken, make her beauty lefs, 
While ftill it hides fome graces better feen ! 

But if fuch toys can win her lovely fmile, 
Her's be the wealth of Tagus' golden fand ; 

Her's the bright gems that glow in India's foil, 
Her's the black fons of Aftick's fujtry land! 

To pleafe her eye, let every loom contend; 

For her be rifled Ocean's pearly bed !— 
Put where, alas ! would idle Fancy tend, 

And foothe with dreams a youthful poet's head t 

J,et others buy the cold unloving maid, 
In forc'd embraces ad the tyrant's part; 

While I their felfifh luxury upbraid, 
And fcorn the perfon, wl^ere I doubt the heart 1 

Thus warm'd by Pride, I think I love no more, 
And hide in threats the weaknefs of my mind: 

In vain — tho' Reafon fly the. hated door, 

Yet Love, the coward Love, ftill lags behind. 



ELEGY IE. 

CHOULD Jove defcend in floods of liquid ore, 

And golden torrents ftream from every part. 
That craving bofom ftill would heave for more; 
Mot all the god could fatisfy thy heart. 
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But may thy folly, which can thus difdain 
My honeft love, the mighty wrong repay ; 

May midnight fire involve thy fordid gain, 
And on the mining heaps of rapine prey ! 

May all the youths, like me, by love deceiv'd. 
Not quench the ruin, but applaud the doom; 

And, when thou dy'ft, may not one heart be griev'd, 
May not one tear bedew thy lonely tomb ! 

But tlit defcrving, tender, generous maid, 
Whofe only care is her poor lover's mind ; 

Tho' ruthlefs age may bid her beauty fade, 
In every friend to love, a friend fhall find! 

And when the lamp of life will burn no more, 
When dead ihe feems as in a gentle deep; 

The pitying neighbour fhall her Iofs deplore, 
And round the bier aflembled lovers weep ! . 

With flow'ry garlands, each revolving year 

Shall fircw the grave where truth and foftnefs reflj 

Then home returning drop the pious tear, 
And bid the turf lie eafy on her bread. 



ELEGY IV. 

\X7 HI L E calm you fit beneath your fecret (hade, 
And lofe in pleafing thought the fummer day; 
Or tempt the wifh of fome unpra&is'd maid, 
Whofe heart at once inclines and fears to ftray : 

The fprightly vigour of my youth is fled; 

Lonely and fick, on death is all my thought. 
Oh, fpare, Perfephone *, this guiltlefa head ! 

Love, too much love, is all thy fuppliant's fault* 

* Tlrc fcoddefe of Death. 



No 
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No virgin's eafy faith I e'er betrajr'd, 

My tongue ne'er boafted of a feign'd embrace ; 

No poifons in the cup have I convey 'd, 
Nor veil'd deftru&ion with a friendly face. 

No fecret horrors gnaw this quiet hreaft, 
This pious hand ne'er robb'd the facred fane; 

I ne'er difturb'd the God's eternal reft 

With curfes loud r but oft have pray'd in vaia. 

No flealth of time has thinn'd my flowing hair, 

Nor age yet bent me with his iron hand : 
Ah ! why fo foon the tender bloflbm tear, 

Ere Autumn yet the ripen'd fruit demand! 

Ye gods ! whoe'er, in gloomy (hades below, 

Now (lowly tread your melancholy round, 
Now wand'ring, view the baleful rivers flow, . 

And muiing, hearken to their folemn found : 

Oh, let me dill enjoy the chearful day, 

Till many years unheeded o'er me roll'd, 
Pleas'd in my age, I trifle life away, 

And tell how much we lov'd, ere I grew old! 

But you, who now with feftive garlands crown'd, 

In chace of pleafure the gay "moments fpend ; 
By quick enjoyment heal Love's pleating wound, 

And grieve for nothing, but your abfent friend* 



ELEGY V. 

XTTIT H wine, more wine, deceive thy mailer's ca»e # 

" Till creeping (lumber foothe his troubled bread; 
Let not a whifper ftir the filent air, 
. If haplefs Love a while content to reft. 

Untoward 
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Untoward guards befet my Cynthia's doors, 
And cruel locks th' imprifon'd fair conceal : 

May light'nings blaft whom Love in vain implores; 
And Jove's own thunder rive thofe bolts of ftecl t 

Ah, gentle door, attend my humble call, -.i 
Nor let thy founding hinge our thefts betray ; 

60 all my curfes far from thee fhall fall! — 
We angry lovers mean not half we fay. 

Remember now the flow'ry wreaths I gave, 
When firft I told thee of my bold defires : 

Nor thou, O Cynthia, fear the watchful flavej 
Venus will favour what herfelf infpires. 

She guides the youths who fee not where they tread J 
She fhews the virgin how to turn the door, 

Softly to fteal from off her filent bed, 
And not a ftep betray her on the floor, 

*The fearlefs lover wants no beam of light, 

The robber knows him* nor obftru&s his way j 

Sacred he wanders thro* the pathlefs night, 
Belongs to Venus^ and can never ftray. 

I fcorn the chilling wind, and beating rain, 
Nor heed coid watchings on the dewy ground; 

If all the hardfhips I for Love fuftain, 
With Love's victorious joys at lad be crown'4i 

With fudden ftep let none our blifs furprize, 
Or check the freedom of fecure delight ! 

Rafh man beware, and {hut thy curious eyes; 
Left angry Venus fnatch their guilty fight ! 
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But fhould'ft thou fee, th' important fecret hide, 
Tho' queftion'd by the powers of earth and heav'n; 

The prating tongue fhall Love's revenge abide, 
Still fue for grace, and never be forgiv'n. 

A wizard dame, thy lover's ancient friend, 

With magick charm has deaPd thy hufband's ear ; 

At her command I faw the ftars defcend, 
And winged lightnings (top in mid career. 

1 faw her (lamp, and cleave the folid ground, 

While ghaftly fpe&res round us wildly roam ; 
I faw them hearken to her potent found, 

Till fcar'd at day they fought their dreary home. 

At her command the vig'rous fummer pines, 
And wint'ry clouds obfcure the hopeful year » 

At her flrong bidding, .gloomy, winter ihines 4 
And vernal rofes on the friows appear* 

She gave thefe charms which I on thee beftow; 

They dim the eye, anjd dull the jealojus rn^nd : 
For me they make an hufband .nothing know; 

For me, and only me* they make him blind. 

But what did moil this faithful heart furprize, 

She boafted that her Hull could fet it free : 
This faithful heart {he boafted freedom flies 5 

How could it venture to abandon thee \ 



ELEGY VI. 

HT* HOUSANPS would feek the lafting peace of Dea,th, 

And in that harbour fhun the ftorm of care : 
Officious Hope ftill holds the fleeting breath; 
She tells them ftill — to-morrow will be fair, 

3F She 
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She tells me, Delia, t fhall thee obtain: 

But can I liften to her fyren fotfg, 
Who fev'n flow months have dragged my painful chain* 

So long thy lover, and defpis'd fo long r 

By all the joys thy deareft Celia gave, 

Let not her once-lov'd friend unpity'd burn : 

So may her afhes find a peaceful grave, 
And fleep uninjur'd in their (acred urn* 

To her I firft avow'd my tim'rous flame, 

She nurs'd my hopes, and taught me how to fue$ 

She flill wou'd pity what the wife might blame, - 
And feel for weaknefs which (he never knew. 

Ah, do not grieve the dear lamented (hade, . 

That hov'ring. round us all' my fufPringt hears | 
She is my faint — to her my prayers art made, 

With oft repeated gjifts of flow'rs and tears* 

To her fad tomb at midnight I retire, 

And lonely fitting by the filent (tone, 
I tell it all the griefs my wrongs infpire; 

The marble image feems to hear my moan. 

Thy friend's pale ghoft (hall vex thy fleeplefs be4* 
And ftand before thee all in virgin white ; 

That ruthlefs bofom will difturb the dead, 
And call forth pity from eternal night, 

* Ceafe, cruel man, the mournful theme forbear, 
* Tho* much thou fufFer, to thyfelf complain; 

f Ah! to recall the fad remembrance fpare, 
' One tear from her, is more than all thy pain !* 



ELEGY 
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T^T O W Delia breathes in woods the fragrant air, 
^^ Dull are the hearts that ftill in town remain; 
Venus herfelf attends on Delia there, 
And Cupid fports.amid the fylvan train. 

Oh, with what joy my Delia to behold, 
I'd prefs the fpade, or wield the weighty prong ; 

Guide the flow plough-fliare thro' the flubborn mould. 
And patient goad the loit'ring ox along* 

The fcorching heats I'd carelefsly defpife, 

Nor heed the blifters on my tender hand: 
The great Apollo wore the fame difguife, 

Like me fubdu'd to Love's fupreme command. 

No healing herbs cou'd foodie their mafter's pain, 

The art of phyfick loft and ufelefs lay ; 
To Pencus' ftream, and Tempe's fhady plain. 

He drove his herds beneath the noon-tide ray.. 

Oft with a bleating lamb in either arm, 

His blufhing filler* faw him pace along; 
Oft wou'd his voice the filent valley charm, 

Till lowing oxen broke the tender fong* 

Where are his triumphs? where his warlike toil? 

Where by his darts the crefted Python flain? 
Where are his Delphi? his delightful ifle? 

The god himfelf is grown a cottage fwain ! 

P The Goddefs Diana. 

3P2 O, Ceres, 
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O, Ceres, in your golden fields no more, 

With harveft's chcarful pomp my fair detain!— 

Think what for loft Proferpina* you bore, 
And in a mother's anguiih feel my pain! 

Our wifer fathers left their fields unfown : - 
Their food was acorns, love their fole employ; 

They met, they lik'd, they ftaid but till alone, 
And in each valley fnatch'd the honeft jby ! 

No wakeful guard, no doors to ftop defire! 

Thrice happy times! — But, oh! I fondly rave: 
Lead me to Delia; all her eyes infpire 

I'll do — I'll plough or dig as Delia's flavc. 



ELEGY VIII. 

A H, what avails thy lover's pious care! 
■**• His lavifh incenfe clouds the flcy in vain; 
Nor wealth nor greatnefs was his idle pray'r, 
For thee alone he pray'd, thee hop'd to gain ! 

With thee I hop'd to wade the plea/ing day, 
Till in thy arms an age of joy was pall ; 

Then old with love infenfibly decay, 

And on thy bofom gently breathe my Iaft ! 

I fcorn the Lydian river's golden wave, 
And all the vulgar charms of human life; 

I only afk to live my Delia's flave, 

And when I long have ferv'd her, call her wife : ■ 

# The daughter of Ceres, Uken from her by Pluto* 
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I only aflc, of her I love poflefs'd, 

To link o'ercome with blifs, in fafc repofe, 
To ftrain her yielding beauties to my breaft, 

And kifs her wearied eye-lids till they clofe. 

Attend, O Juno, with thy fober ear; 

Attend, gay Venus, parent of define: 
This one fond wiih if you refufe to hear, 

Oh, let me with this figh of love expire! 



fi L E G Y ' IX. 

TJTE who couM firft two gentle hearts unbind, 
A And rob a lover of his weeping fair; 
Hard was the man — but harder, in my mind* 
The lover ftill, who dy'd not of derpaar. 

With mean difguife let others nature hide, 

And mimick virtue with the paint of art; - 

I fcorn the cheat of reafon's foolifh pride, 
And boaft the graceful weaknefs of my heart. 

The more I think, the more I feel my pain, 
And learn the more each heav'nly charm to prize ; 

While fools, too light for paffion, fafe remain, 
And dull fenfation keeps the ftupid wife. 

Sad is my (day, and fad my lingering night, 

When wrapt in iilent grief I weep alone ; 
Delia is loft, and all my paft delight 

Is now the fource of unavailing moan ! 

Where is the wit that heighten'^ beauty's charms? 

Where is. the face that fed my longing eyes? 
Where is the fhape that might have blefs'd my arms ? 

Where all thole hopes relentlefs Fate denies? , 

When, 
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O, Ceres, in your golden fields no more, 

With harveft's chcarful pomp my fair detain!-— 

Think what for loft Proferpina* you bore, 
And in a mother's anguiih feel my pain! 

Our wifer fathers left their fields unfown : - 
Their food was acorns, love their fole employ; 

They met, they likM, they ftaid but till alone. 
And in each valley fnatch'd the honeft joy ! 

No wakeful guard, no doors to ftop defire! 

Thrice happy times! — But, oh! I fondly rave: 
Lead me to Delia; all her eyes infpire 

I'll do — I'll plough or dig as Delia's flave. 
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j\ H, what avails thy lover's pious care! 
■**• His lavifh incenfe clouds the flcy in vain; 
Nor wealth nor greatnefs was his idle pray'r, 
For thee alone he pray'd, thee hop'd to gain ! 

With thee I hop'd to wade the plea/ing day, 
Till in thy arms an age of joy was pall ; 

Then old with love infenfibly decay, 

And on thy bofom gently breathe my laft ! 

I fcorn the Lydian river's golden wave, 
And all the vulgar charms of human life; 

I only afk to live my Delia's flave, 

And when I long have ferv'd her, call her wife : 

* The daughter of Ceres, Ukcn from her by Pluto* 
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I only afk, of her I love poflefs'd, 

To fink o'erconte with blifs, in fafc repofe, 
To ftrain her yielding beauties to my bread, 

And kifs her wearied eye-lids till they clofe. 

Attend, O Juno, with thy fober ear; 

Attend, gay Venus, parent of define: 
This one fond wifh if you refufe to hear, 

Oh, let me with this figh of love expire ! 



fi L E G Y ' IX. 

TJTE who couM firft two gentle hearts unbind, 
A And rob a lover of his weeping fair; 
Hard was the man — but harder, in my mind, 
The lover ftill, who dy'd not of defpaar* 

With mean difguife let others nature hide, 

And mimick virtue with the paint of art; 
I fcorn the cheat of reafon's foolifh pride, 

And boaft the graceful weaknefs of my heart* 

The more I think, the more I feel my pain, 
And learn the more each heav'nly charm to prize ; 

While fools, too light for paffion, fafe remain, 
And dull fen&txon keeps the &upid wife. 

Sad is my (day, and fad my lingering night, 

When wrapt in filent grief I weep alone ; 
Delia is loft, and all my paft delight 

Is now the fource of unavailing moan ! 

Where is the wit that heighten'^ beauty's charms? 

Where is. the face that fed my longing eyes? 
Where is the fhape that might have blefs'd my arms t 

Where all thole hopes relentlefs Fate denies? , 

When, 
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When, fpent with endlefs grief, I die at lift* 
Delia may come, and fee my poor remains— 

Oh, Delia I after fuch an abfence paft, 
Canfl thou ftill love, : and not forget my paint I 

Wilt thou in tears thy lover's corfe attend ? 

With eyes averted light the ftfemii fjt* ; 
Till all around the doleful flames afcend; 

Then, (lowly finking, by degrees expire ? 

To foothe the hov'ring foul be thine the care, 
With plaintive cries to lead the mournful band; 

In fable weeds the golden vafe to bear, 
And cull my afhe/s with thy trembling hand. 

Panchaia's odours be their cofiry feaft, 
And all the pride of Aiia's fragrant year? 

Give them the treafures of the fartheft eaft, 
And, what is ftill more precious, give thy tear* . 

Dying for thee, there is in death a pride : 
Let all the world thy haplefs lover know; 

No filent urn the noble paffion hide, 
But deeply graven thus my fuiPrings (how: 

c Here lies a youth borne down with love and care, 
* He cou'd not long his Delia's lofs abide ; 

c Joy left his bofom'with the parting fair, 
« And when he durft no longer hope, he dy'd. f 



E L E (3 Y X- 

fpH IS 4*y, which faw my Delia's beauty rife, 
X Shall more than all otir faered days be bkfs'd j 
The world, enamour'd of her lovely eyes, 
Shall grow as good and geatfe a» her brea& 

By 
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By all our guarded fighs and hid defires, 

Oh, may our guiltiefs love be ftill the fame! 

1 urn, and gloiy in the pleafing fires, 
If Delia's bofbm ihare the mutual flame. 

Thou, happy genius of her natal hour, 

Accept her incenfe, if her thoughts be kind % 

But let her court in Vain thy angry power, 
If all our vows are Plotted from her mind : 

And thou, O Venus, hear my righteous prayV, 

Or bind the fhepherdefs or loofe the Twain ! 
Yet rather guard them both with equal care, 

And let thtm die together in thy chain! 

What I demand perhaps her heart defires, 

But virgin tears her nicer tpngue reftrain; 
The fecret thought, which blufhing love infpires, 

The confcipus eye can full as well explain. 



ELEGY XL 

•TP H E man, who fharpen'd firft the warlike ffleel; 

How fell and deadly was his iron heart ! 
He gave the wound en count' ring nations feel, 
And death grew ftronger by his fatal art. 

Yet not from fteel debate and battle rofe, 

'Tis gold o'erturns the even fcale of life 5 
Nature js free to all, and none were foes, 

Till partial Luxury began the fhife. 

Let fpoil and victory adorn the bold, 

While I inglorious neither hope nor fear ; 
Perifh the thirft of honour, thirft of gold, 

Ere for my abfence Delia loft a tear! 

Why 
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Why fhouM the lover quit his plcafing home, 
In fearch of danger on fome foreign ground ; 

Far from his weeping fair ungrateful roam, 
And rifk in ev'ry ftroke a double wound I . 

Ah ! better far, beneath the fpreading made, 
With chearfu! friends to drain the fprightly bowl; 

To fing the beauties of my darling maid, 
And on the fweet idea feaft my foul 1 

Then, full of love, to all her charms retire, 
And fold her blufhing to my eager breaft ; 

T3I, quite o'ercome w.ith foftnefs, with defire, 
like me fhe pants, (he faints, and finks to reft 



ELEGY XIL 

T^T O fecond love (hall e'er my heart furprize ? 

This folemn league did firft our paflion bind : 
Thou, only thou, canft pleafe thy lover's eyes, 
Thy voice alone can foothe his troubled mind. 

Oh, that thy charms were only fair to me, 

Difpleafc all others, and fecure my reft; 
No need of envy — let me happy be, 

i little care that others know me blefs'd. 

With thee in gloomy defarts let me dwell, 

Where never human footftep mark'd the ground ; 

Thou, light of life, all darknefs canft expel, 
And feem a world, with folitude around. 

J fay too much— -my heedlefs words reftore ; 

My tongue undoes me in this loving hour: 
Thou know'ft thy ftrength, and thence infulting more* 

Wilt make me feel the weight of all thy pow'r* 

Whatc*e* 
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Whate'er I feci, thy flave \ will remain, . ",, . j 

Nor fly the burden I am fbrm'd to bear: 
In chains I'll fit me down at Venus' fane ; 

She knows my wrongs, and will regard my pray 'r» ' 



ELEGY XIII. 

T ET others boaft their heaps of Alining gold, 
^~* And view their fields with waving plenty crown'd ; 
Whom neighboring foes in conftant terror, hold, 
And trumpets break their dumber* — never found* 

While, calmly poor, I trifle life away; 

Enjoy (weet leifure by my chearful fire : 
No wanton hope my quiet (hall betray; 

But, cheaply blefs'd, Pll fcorn each Vain defire. 

With timely care Til fow my little field, 

And plant my orchard with it's matter's hand; 

Nor blufh to fpread the hay, the hook to wield, 
Or range my. {heaves along the funny laud. 

If late at dufk, while carelefily I roam, 

I meet a drolling kid, or bleating lamb; 
Under my arm I'll bring the wand'rer Home, 

And not a little chide it's thoughtlefs dam. 

What joy to hear the tempeft howl in vain, 

And clafp a fearful miftrefs to my bread! 
Or, lull'd to dumber by the beating rain, 

Secure and happy, fink at laft to reft I 

Or if the fun in flaming Leo ride, 

By Ihady rivers indolently ftrayj 
And with my Delia, walking iide by fide> 

Hear how they murmur as they glide away! 

3 G ^8W 
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What joy to wind along the cool retreat, ' 

To ftop and gase on Delia as I go! 
To mingle fweet difeonrfe with kiffes fweet, 

And teach my lovely fcholar all I know ( 

Thus pleas'd at heart, and not with Fancy's dreamy 

In filent happitfeft I reft unknown; 
Content with what I am, not what I feem, 

I live for Delia and myfeif alone. 

Ah, foolifh mao>! who thus of her poflefi'dv 
Could float and wander with ambition's wind; 

And, if his outward trappings fpoke him bleft'd, 
Not heed die ficknefs of his confcious mind. 

With her I fcom the idle breath of praife, 
Nor truft to happinefs that's not our own : 

The fmile of fortune might fufpicioir raife, 
But here I know that I am lov'd alone. * 

Stanhope, in wifdom as in wit divine, 

May rife and plead Britannia's glorious caufe; 

With fteady rein his eager wit confine, 

While manly fenfe the deep attention draws ! 

Let Stanhope fpeak his lift'nmg country's wrong, 
My humble voice fhall pleafe one partial maid - T 

For her alone I pen my tender fong, 
Securely fitting in his friendly fhade. 

Stanhope fhall come, and grace his rural friend ! 

Delia fhall wonder at her noble gueft; 
With blufhing awe the riper fruit commend, 

And for her hufband's patron cull the beft. 



tier's 
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Hcr's be the care of all my little train. 

While I with tender indolence am bleis'd* 
The fav'rite fubjedt of her gentle reign, 

By'lovc alone diftinguiih'd from the reft* 

For her I'll yoke my oxen to the plow, 

In gloomy forefts tend my lonely flock ; 
For her, a goat-herd, climb the mountain'* brow, 

And fleep extended on the naked rock ! 

Ah ! what avails to prefs the (lately bed, 

And far from her midft taftelefe grandeur weep ; 

By marble fountains lay the penflve head, 

And, while they murmur, ftrive in vain to fletpl : 

Pelia alone can pleafe, and never tire* . 

Exceed the paint of thought in true delight ; 
With her, enjoyment wakens new defire, 

And equal rapture glows thro' ev'ry night! 

Beauty and worth in her alike contend, 

To charm the fancy and to fix the mind : 
Jn her, my wife, my miftrefs, and my friend, 

I tafte the joys of fenfe and reafon join'd. 

On her I'll gaze when others' loves are o'er, 

And dying, prefs her with my clay-cold hand !— 

Thou weep'ft already, as I were no more ; 
Nor can that gentle breaji the thought withftand, 

OH, when I die, my lateft moments fpare, 

Nor let thy grief with (harper torments kill ! 
Wound pot thy cheeks, nor hurt that flowing hair; 

Tho' I am dead, my foul (hall love thee ttiU ! 

jGi Oh, 
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Oh, quit the room ! oh, quit the deathful bed ! 

Or thou wilt die— fo tender is thy heart ! 
O leave me, Delia, ere thou fee me dead ; 

Thefe weeping friend* Will do thy mournful part t 

Let them, extended on the decent bier, 
Convey the corfe in melancholy ftate; 

Thro' all the village fpread the tender tear, 
While pitying maids our wond'rous loves relate I 



ELEGY XIV. 

\JL7 HAT fcenes of blifs my raptur'd fancy fram'd^. 

* In fome lone fpot with Peace and thee retir'dt 
Tho' Reafon then my fanguine fondnefs blam'd,. 
I (till believ'd what flatt'ripg Love infpir'd ! 

But now my wrongs have taught my humbled mind, 
To dangerous blifs no longer to pretend : 

In books, a calm but fix'd content to find- 
Safe joys, that on ourfelvcs alone depend* 

With them, the gentle moments I beguile 

In learned eafe and elegant delight ; 
Compare the beauties of each different ftyle, 

Each various ray of wit's difFufive light : 

Now mark the flrength of Milton's (acred lines, 
Senfe raisM by genius, fancy rul'd by art; 

Where all the glory of the Godhead fhines, 
And earliefl innocence inchants the heart. 

Now, fir'd by Pope and virtue, leave the age 

In low purfuit of (elf-undoing wrong; 
And trace the author thro' his moral page, . 

Whofe blamelefs life (till anfwers to his fong. 



if 
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Jf time and books my lingering pain can heal, 

And reafon fix it's empire o'er my heart ; 
My patriot bread a nobler warmth (hall feel, 

And glow with love where weaknefs has no part. 

Thy heart, O Lyttelton, (hall be my guide; 

It's fire (hall warm me, and it's worth improve : 
Thy heart, ; above all envy, and all pride, 

Firm as man's fenfe, and foft as woman's love. 

And you, OWcft! with her your partner dear, 
Whom focial mirth and ufeful fenfe commend; 

With, learning's feaft my drooping mind (hall chear, 
Glad to efcape from Jjove to fuch a friend. 

But why fo long my weaker heart deceive ! 

Ah, (till I love in Pride and Reafon's fpite \ 
No books, alas ! my painful thoughts relieve ; 

And while I threat, this Elegy I write. 



EUGY XV. 

f\ H, form'd alike to ferve us and to pleafe ; 
^^ Polite with honefty, and learn'd with eaft ; 
With heart to aft, with genius to retire ; 
Open, yet wife; tho' gentle, full of fire: 
With thee I fcorn the low conftraint of art, 
Nor fear to truft the follies of my heart ! 
Hear then from what my long defpair arofe, 
The faithful (lory of a lovers woes. 
When, in a fober melancholy hour, 
Reduc'd by Sicknefs under Reafon's pow'r, 
I view'd my date, too little weigh'd before, 
And Love himfclf could flatter me no more, 

My 
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My Delia's hopes I would no more deceive, 

But whom my paflion hurt, thro' friendftup leave ; 

I chofe the coldeft words my heart to hide, 

And cure her fex's weaknefs thro' it's pride. 

The prudence which I taught, I ill purfu'd; 

The charm my reafon broke, my heart renew'd. 

Again, fubmiflive to her feet I came ; 

And prov'd, too well, my paffion, by my fhame ; 

While (he, fecure in coldnefs, or difdaiu, 

Forgot my love, or triumph'd in it's pain; 

Began with higher views her thoughts to raife, 

And fcorn'd the humble poet of her praife ! 

She let each little lye o'er truth prevail, 

And ftrengthen'd, by her faith, each groundlefs tale; 

Believ'd the grofTeft arts that malice tjy*d ; 

Nor once, in thought, was on her lover's fide. 

Oh, where were then my fcenes of fancy 'd life ! 

Oh, where the friend, the miftrefs, and the wife J 

Her years of promis'd love were quickly paft; 

Not too revolving moons could fee them lafl ! 

To Stow's delightful fcenes I now repair, 

In Cobham's fmile to lofe the gloom of care ! 

Nor fear that he my weaknefs mould defpife, 

In nature learned, and humanely wife. 

There Pit, in manners foft, in friendfhip warm, 

With mild advice my lift'ning grief (hall charm: 

With fenfe to counfel, and with wit to pleafe ; 

A Roman's virtue, with a courtier's eafe ! 

Nor you, my friend, whofe heart is ftill at reft, 

Contemn the human weaknefs of my breaft : 

Reafon may chide the faults (he cannot cure, 

And pains, wHich long we fcorn'd, we oft endure. 

Tho' wifer cares employ your ftudious mind; 

Form'd with a foul fo elegantly kind, 

Your breaft may lofe the calm it long has known, 

And learn my woes to pity, by it's own. • 

THE 
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THE MOUSE'S PETITION*. 

FOUND IN THE TRAP WHERE HE HAD BEEN CONFINED 
ALL NIGHT. 

BY MISS AIKINf. 
Parcere fubje&is, & debellare fuperbos. Vl«c f 

OH ! hear a penfive prifoner's prayer, 
For liberty that fighs ; 
And never let thine heart be (hut 
Againft the wretch's cries. 

For here forlorn and fad I fit, 

Within the wiry grate 3 
And tremble at th' approaching morn, 

Which brings impending fate. 

If e'er thy breaft with Freedom glow'd, 

And fpurn'd a tyrant's chain, 
Let not thy ftrong oppreffive force 

A free-born moufe detain. 

Oh I do not ftain with guiltlefs blood, 

Thy hofpitable hearth ; 
Nor triumph that thy wiles betray'd 

A prize fo little worth. 

* To Do&or Prieftley. 

The author is concerned to find, that what was intended as the petition of 
Mercy againft Juftice, has been conftrued as the plea of Humanity againft Cruelty. 
She is certain that cruelty could never be apprehended from the gentleman to 
whom this is addreffcd } and the poor animal wquld have fuffered more as the 
n&im of domeftick wconomy, than of philosophical curiofity. 

+ Now Mrs. Barbauld. 

The 
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The fcatter'd gleanings of a feaft 

My frugal meals fupply : 
But if thine unrelenting heart 

That (lender boon deny, 

The chearful light, the vital air, 

Are biddings widely given ; 
Let native's commoners enjoy 

The common gifts of Heaven. 

The well-taught philofophick mind 

To all companion gives ; 
Cafts round the world an equal eye, 

And feels for all that lives. 

If mind, as ancient iages taught, 

A never-dying flame, 
Still fhifts thro* matter's varying forms, 

In every form the fame : 

Beware, left, in the worm you crufh, 

A brother's foul you find; 
And tremble, left thy lucklefs hand 

Diflodge a kindred mind. 

Or, if this transient gleam of day 

Be all of life we fhare ; 
Let Pity plead within thy breaft, 

That little all to fpare. 

So may thy hofpitable board 
With health and peace be crown 'd ; 
' And every cha?m of heart-felt eafe, 
• Beneath tfiy roof be found. 



So, 
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r . 

So, when deftruftion lurks unfeen, / 

Which men like mice may (hare ; 
May fome kind angel clear thy path. 

And break the hidden (hare. 



THE INDIAN PHILOSOPHER. * 

BY DR. WATTS. 

* W/HY ijiould oiir joys transform to pain? 

V V c Wly gentle Hymen's filken chain 
c A plague of iron prove ? 
i Good Gods ! 'tis Grange, the Chain that binds 

* Millions of hands, fhould leave their minds 

« At fach a loofe from* love I* 

In vain I fought the worid'rous caiife ; 
Searched the wide fields of nature's laws; 

And lirg'd the fchobls in vain.i 
Till deep in thought, within my breaft 
My foul retir'd, and (lumber drefs'd 

A bright inftrudtive fcene; 

O'er tfcfc wide land, and crbfs the tide; 
On Fancy's airy wing I tide ; 

Sweet rapture of the mind ! 
Till on the banks of Ganges' floods 
In a tall ancient grove I flood, 

for bored ufe defiga'd. 

Hard by, a venerable prieft, 
ftis'a with his god, the fun, from reft, 
Began his morning fong t 

SH . thrfc* 
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Thrice he conjur'd the murm'ring ftream; 
The birth of fouls was all his theme, 
And half divine his tongue; 

He fang th' eternal rolling flame; 
That vital mafs that's ftill the fame, 

Does all our minds compofe: 
Whence fhap'd in twice ten thoufand frames; 
Whence differing fouls of different names 

And different paffions role. • 

« The mighty Pow'r that form'd the mind, 

• One mould for ev*ry two defign'd ; 

* Then blefs'd the new-born pair : 
« This be a match for this/ 9 he faid ; 

' Then down he fent the fouls he made, 
' To feck them bodies here. 

' But parting from their warm abodes, 

* They loft their, fellows on the roads, 

* And never join'd their hands: 
4 O cruel chance, and eroding fates ! 

* Our Eaftern fouls have loft their mates 

* On Europe's barbarous lands I* 

i 

Thus fang the wond'rous Indian bard; 
My liftening ear attentive heard, 

Whilft Ganges ceas'd to flow: 
' Sure, then,* faid I, « could I but fee 

• The gentle nymph that twin'd with me, 

c I might be happy too !• 

Some courteous angel tell me where, 
What diftant lands the unknown fair, 
Or diftant feas detain ; 



Swift 
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Swift as the wheel of nature rolls, 
I'd fly to meet and mingle fouls, 

And wear the joyful chain* 



THE FORCE OF RELIGION* 

OR, VANQUISHED LOVE. 

XN TWO BOOKS, 

BY DR. YOUNG. 
Qratior ct pulchro venjcns in corporc virtus. vug. 

Jt O O K I. 

1 . Ad calum ardentia lamina tollcns, 

Lumina $ nam teneras arcebmnt vincula palmas. ma. 

FROM lofty themes, from thoughts that foar'd on high, 
And open'd wond'rous fcenes above the fky* 
My Mufe, defcend ! indulge my fond defi>e $ 
With fofter thoughts my melting foul infpire, 
And finooth my numbers tQ a female's praife : 
A partial world will liiten to my lays, 
While Anna reigns, and fats a female name 
Unrivall'd in the glorious lifts of Fame. 

Hear, ye fair daughters of this happy land ! 
Whofe radiant eyes the vanqniih'd world command : 
k Virtue is beauty ; but when charms of mind 
*Wifli elegance of outward form are join'd ; 
When youth makes fach bright objetts ftill more bright, 
And Fortune fets them in the ftrongeft light, 
•Til all of heav'n that we below may view, 
And all but adoration is your due. 
^ »gFam'd female virtue did this ifle adorn 
Ere Ormond, or her glorious queen, was born ; 

3 H 2 WW 
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When now Maria's pow'rful arms prevail 'd, 
And haughty Dudley's bold ambition fail'd, 
The beauteous daughter of great Suffolk's race, 
In blooming youth, adorn'd with ev'ry grace, 
Who gaan'd a crown by treafbn not her own, 
And innocently fill'd another's throne, 
Hurl'd from the fummit of imperial ftate, 
With equal mind Aiftaiu'd the flroke of Fate. 

But how will Guilford, her far dearer part, 
With manly reafon fortify his heart ? 
At once me longs, and is afraid to know ; 
Now fwift (he moves, and now advances flow, 
To find her lord ; and, finding, paflcs by, 
Silent with fear, nor dare fhc meet his eye, 
Left that, unafk'd, in fpcechlcfs grief difciofe 
The mournful fecrei of his inward woes. 
Thus, after ficknefs, doubtful of her face, 
The melancholy virgin ihun's the glafi. 

At length, with troubled thought, but look ferene, 
And forrow fcftcn'd by her heav'nly mien, 
She chifp.s her lord, brave, beautiful, and young, 
While tender accents melt upon her tongue ; 
Gentle and fweet as vernal Zephyr blows, 
Fanning the lily or the blooming rofe. 

' Grieve not, my Lord ; a crown indeed is loft ! 

* What far outfhincs a crown we £1121 may boaft ; 
' A mind compos'd, a mind that can difdain 

* A fruitier* forrow for a lofj fo vain. 

* Nothing is lofs, that virtue can improve 
c To wealth eternal, and return above ; 

* Above, where no diiiin&ion mall be known 

' 'Twixt him whom ftorms have ihaken from a throne, 
c And liim who, balking in the fmiles of Fate, 

* Shone forth in all the fplcndour of the great : 

* Nor can I find the diiF'rence here below ; 
* I lately was a queen— I Ku\ am fo s 
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« While Guilfoid's wife ; thee rather I obey, 
f Than o'er mankind extend imperial fway. 
f When we lie down in fome obfcure retreat, 
5 Incens'd Maria may her rage forget ; 
f And I to death my duty will improve, 
f And what you mifs in empire add in love !— 
* Your godlike foul is open'd in your look, 
f And I have faintly your great meaning fpoke, 
f For this alone I'm pleas'd I wore the crown, 
! To find with what content we lay it down. 
f Heroes may win, but 'tis a heav'nly race 
f Can quit a throne with a becoming grace.' 
Thus fpoke the faireft of her fex, and chear'd 
^ Her drooping lord, whofe boding bofom fear'd 
A darker cloud of ills would bur ft, and med 
Severer vengeance on her guiltlefs head. 
Too juft, alas ! the terrors which he felt ; 
for, lo ! a guard ! — forgive him if he melt- 
How (harp her pangs, when fever'd from his fide i 
The moft fincerely lov'd and loving bride 
fn fpace confin'd, the Mufe forbears to tell 5 
Deep was her anguifti, but fhe bore it well : 
His pain was equal, but his virtue lefs ; 
He thought in grief there could be no excefs. 
Penfive he fat, o'ercaft with gloomy care, 
And often fondly clafp'd his abfent fair ; 
Now, filent, wander'd thro* his rooms of ftate, 
And ficken'd at the pomp, and tax'd his fate, 
Wltfch thus adorn'd, in all her mining ftore, 
A fplendid wretch, magnificently poor. 
Now on the bridal-bed his eyes were caft, 
And anguifti fed on his enjoyments paft ; 
Each recolle&ed pleafure made him fmart, 
And ev'ry tranfport ftabb'd him to the heart. 
.. That happy moon which fummon'd to delight. 
That moon which Ihone on his dear nuptial night ! 
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Which faw him fold her yet untailed charms, 
(Dcny'd to princes) in his longing arms ; 
Now fees the tranfient blefling fleet away, 
Empire and love, the vifion of a day ! 

Thus, in the Britifh dime, a fummer-ftom 
Will oft the fmiling face of heav'r. deform ; 
The winds with violence at once defcend, 
Sweep flow'rs and fruits, and make the foreft bend ; 
A fudden winter, while the fun is near, 
O'ercomes the feafon, and inverts the year. 

But whither is the captive borne away, 
The beauteous captive ! from the chearful day f 
The fcene is chang'd, indeed ! before her eyes 
Ill-boding looks and unknown horrors rife ; 
For pomp and fplendour, for her guard and crown, 
-A gloomy dungeon, and a keeper's frown : 
Black thoughts, each morn, invade the lover's bread ; 
Each night a ruffian locks the queen to reft. 

Ah, mournful change, if judg'd by vulgar minds ! 
But Suffolk's daughter it's advantage finds. 
Religion's force divine is belt difplay'd 
Jn deep defertion of all human aid : 
To fuccour in extremes is her delight, 
And chcar the heart when terror ftrikes the fight. 
We, difbelicving our own fenfes, gaze, 
And wonder what a mortal's heart can raife 
To triumph q'er misfortunes, fmile in grief. 
And comfort thofc who come to bring relief : 
We gaze ; and. as we gaze, wealth, fame, decay, 
And all the world's vain glories fade away ! 

A gain ft her cares (he rais'd a dauntlefs mind ; 
^nd with an ardent heart, but molt refign'd, 
Deep in the dreadful gloom, with pious heat, 
Amid the filence of her dark retreat, 
Addrcfr'd her God — € Almighty Pow'r Divine ! 
' 'Th thine tQ raife, and to deprefs is thine ; 

< With 
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* With honour to light op the name unknown, 

* Or to put out the luftre of a throne. 

' In my fhort (pan, both fortunes I have prov'd; 

* And tho 9 with ill frail nature will be mov'd, 
' I'll bear it well : (O ilrengthen me to bear !) 
4 And if my piety may claim thy care; 

* If I remember'd, in youth's giddy heat, 

* And tumult of a court, a future ftate, 

* O favour, when thy mercy I implore, 

* For one who never guilty fceptre bore ( 

* 9 Twas I receivM the crown ; my lord is free : 
4 If it mull fall, let vengeance fall on me ; 

* Let him furvive, his country's name to raife, 
' And in a guilty land to fpeak thy praife 1 

* O may th' indulgence of a father's love, 

* Pour'd forth on me, be doubled from above ! 

* If thefe are fafe, I'll think my pray'rs fucceed, 
' And blefs thy tender mercies whilfl I bleed. 9 

* Twas now the mournful eve before that day 
In which the queen to her full wrath gave way ; 
Thro 9 rigid juftice rufh'd into offence, 
And drank, in zeal* the blood of innocence. 
Thefrn went down in clouds, and feem'd to mourn 
The fad neceffity of his return ; 
The hollow wind, and melancholy rain, 
Or did, or was imagin'd to complain ; 
The tapers caft an inaufpicious light ; 
Stars there were none, and doubly dark the night. 

Sweet Innocence in chains can take her rell 2 
Soft {lumber gently creeping thro' her hreaft, 
She finks 5 and in her deep is re-enthron'd, 
Mock'd by a gaudy dream, and vainly Crown' J* 
She views her fleets and armies, feas and land. 
And ftretches wide her fhadow of command : 
With royal purple is her vifion hung ; 
By phantom holts are fhouts of conqueit rung ; 

Low 
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Low at her feet the fnppliant rival lies ; 

Oar pris'ner mourns her fate, and bids her rife. 

Now level beams upon the waters play'd, 
Glanc'd on the hills, and weftward call the (hade ; 
The bufy trades in city had began 
To found, and fpeak the painful life of man. 
In tyrants breafts the thoughts of vengeance rouze* 
And the fond bridegroom turns him to his fpoufe. 
At this firft birth of light, while morning breaks, 
Our fpoufelefs bride, our widow'd wife awakes : 
Awakes and fmiles ; nor night's impofture blames ; 
Her real pomps were little more than dreams 1 
A fliort-liv'd blaze, a lightning quickly o'er, 
That dy'd in birth, that fhone, and were no more ! 
She turns her fide, and foon refumes a flate" 
Of mind well fuited to her alter'd fate ; 
Serene, tho' ferious ; when dread tidings come 
(Ah, wretched Guilford !) of her inftant doom. 
Sun, hide thy beams ! in clouds as black as night 
Thy face involve ; be guiltlcfs of the fight ! 
Or hade more fwiftly to the weftern main, 
Nor let her blood the confeious day-light fl.ain ! 

Oh, how fever e ! to fall fo new a bride, 
Yet blulhing from the prieft, in youthful pride ; 
When Time had jufl matur'd each perfect grace* 
And open'd all the wonders of her face ! 
To leave her Guilford dead to all relief, 
Fond of his woe, and obftinate in grief. 
Unhappy fair ! whatever fancy drew, 
(Vain promis'd bleffings !) vanifh from her view* 
No train of chearful days, endearing nights ; 
No fwect domeftick joys, and chafte delights ; 
Pleafures that bloflbm e'en from doubts and fears, 
And blifs and rapture rifing out of cares : 
No little Guilford, with paternal grace, 
LulPd on her knee, or fmiling in her face ; 



Who, 



BEAUTIES OF POEitRY. 433 

Who, when her deareft father (hall return, 
From pouring tears on her untimely urn, 
Might comfort to his filver hairs impart, 
And fill her place in his indulgent heart ; 
As where fruits fall quick-riling bloflbms finile. 
And the blefs'd Indian of his cares beguile. 

In vain thefe various reafons jointly prefs 
To blacken death, and heighten her diftrefs ; 
She thro* th' encircling terrors darts her fight 
To the blefs'd regions of eternal light, 
And fills her foul with peace : to weeping friends 
Her father and her lord (he recommends, 
Unmov'd herfelf. Her foes her air furvey, 
And rage to fee their malice thrown away. - 
She foars ! now nought on earth detains her care- 
But Guilford, who {till ftruggles for his {hare : 
Still will his form importunately rife, 
Clog and retard her tranfport to the ikies. » 
As trembling flames now take a feeble flight, 
Now catch the brand with a returning light ; 
Thus her foul onward, from the feats above 
Falls fondly back, and kindles into love. 
At length (he conquers in the doubtful field ; 
That Heav'n (he feeks will be her Guilford's Jhield. 
Now Death is welcome I his approach is flow ; 
'Tis tedious longer to expeft the blow. 

Oh, mortals I fhort of fight, who think the pad 
O'erblown misfortune (till (hall prove the laft : 
Alas ! misfortunes travel in a train f 
And oft in life form one perpetual chain ; 
Fear buries fear, and ills on ills attend. 
Till life and forrow meet one common end. 

She thinks that (he has nought but death to fear. 
And death is conquer'd. Worfe than death is near : 
Her rigid trials are not yet compleat ; 
The news arrives of her great father's fate. 

3 I She 



414 BEA9TIES OF POETRY. 

She fees his hoary \ead, all white ^hh age, 
A vi&im to th* offended monarch's sage. 
How great the mercy, had ihe breaih'd her laft 
Ere the dire fentence on, her father pafc'd 1 

A fonder parent aatiuft never knew, 
And as hi& age increas'd his fondjiflf*i grew. 
A parent's love ne'er better was befkoy'd $ 
The pious daughter in her hear* otafrrw'fL. 
And can ihe from all wcaknefr {till refrajta* 
And ftill the firmnefs of her foul maintain ? 
Impoffible ! e.figh will force it's way ; 
One patient tear her mortal birth betray : 
She fighs and weeps ! but fo ihe weeps and fighs, 
As filent dews defcend, and vapours rife. 

Celeftial Patience ! how doft tfem defeat 
The foe's proud menace, and elude his hate ! 
While Paflion takes his part, betrays our peace. 
To death and torture fweUs each flight diigrace ; 
By not oppofing.thou doft ills deftroy, 
And wear thy conquer'd forrows into joy 

Now (he revolves within her anxious mind 
What woe ftill lingers in referve behind : 
Griefs rife on griefs, and ihe can fee no bound, 
While nature lafts, and can receive a wound* 
' The fword is drawn ; the queen to rage inclia'd* 

* By mercy, nor by piety confin'd: * 

* What mercy can the zealot's heart aftuage, 

« Whofe piety iticlf converts to rage?' ^ 

She thought, and iigh'd ; and now the blood began- 

To leave her beauteous cheek all cold and wan : 

New forrow dimm'd the luftre of her eye, 

And on her cheek the fading rofes die. 

« Alas ! fhould Guilford too—* When now (he's brought 

To that dire view* that precipice of thought ; 

While there (he trembling ftands, nor dares look down, 

Nor can recede, uU. Heave's decrees are known, 

Cure 



ABAirriEs ©* ?ojEray« 4 J5 

Care of all ills, till now, l«r lord appehtrs^ ' : 
Bat not to chear her heart;, alnd di$r*€* tears?! 
Not now, as ufual r fifcc the rifqig day* ' 
To chafe the fhadows and the daoijfo away* ■ 
Bat, like a gloomy ftornr, - at once teYweep ''.'••- 
And plunge her to the bottrira of tfee ; <fedp» 
Black were his robes, dejc&ed was'RtTair* ". ■• • :- 1 • 
His voice was frozen by his cold defpair$ 
Slow, like a ghoft, he mov'd with foleirin pace | 
A dying palenefs fat upon his face. 
Back (he Tccoil'd* fhe fmote her lovely breaft> 
Her eyes the angaifti of her heart confeft'd $ 
Struck to the foal, flie ftagger'd with the wo*md> 
And funk, a breathiefs image, to the ground. 
Thus the fair lily, when the fky's o'er caft* 
At firft but fhudders in the feebler blaft ; 
But when the winds and weighty rains defcend, 
The fair and upright ftein is fbre'd to bend, 
Till broke, at length, it's fnowy leaves are fhed, 
And ftrew with dying fweets their flative bed*. 



BOOK II. 

Hie pietetrs honos ? fie nos in fceptra reponis ? ▼/*$<• 

TTER Guilford dafps her, beautiful in death, 
**" "* And with a kifs recalls her fleeting breath. 

To tapers thus, which by a Waft expire, 

A lighted taper, touch'd, reftores the fire. 

She rear'd her fwimming eye, and faw the light; 

And Guilford> too, or fhe had loath'd the fight. 

Her father's death flie bore, defpis'd her own, 

But now fke mud., ihe will have leave to groan. 

* Ah, Guilford I' fhe began, and would have (poke, 

But fobs rufiVd in, and ev'ry accent broke : 

3 I 2 Reafbu 
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Retiba itfelf, ai gufb of paifion blew, 
Wa» ruffled in the tempeft, and withdrew. 

So the youth loft hit image in the well, 
When teart upon the yielding furface fell* 
The fcatterM features flid into decay* 
And fpreading circles drove hit face away. 

To touch the loft affections, and contronl 
The manly temper of the braved foal, 
What with afflicted beauty can compare, 
And drops of love difUlliog from the fair ? 
It melts us down ; our pains delight beftow, 
And we with fondnefs languifh o'er our woe. 

This Guilford proved ; and, with excefs of pain/ 
And pleafure too, did to his bofom ftrain 
The weeping fair ; funk deep in (oft defire, 
Indulged his love, and nurs'd the raging fire : 
Then tore himfelf away ; and, ftanding wide, 
As fearing a relapfe of fbndnefs, cry'd, 
With M-diflembled grief, « My life, forbear ! 
4 You wound your Guilford with each cruel tear : 
' Did you not chide my grief? reprefs your own, 

* Nor want companion for yourfelf alone. 

' Have you beheld how, from the diftant main, 
€ The thronging waves roll on, a num'rous train, 
'And foam, and bellow, till they reach the fhore, 

* There burft their noify pride, and are no more? 

* Thus the fucceffive flows of human race, 

* Chac'd by the coming, the preceding chace ; 

* They found and fwell, their haughty heads they rtar> 

* Then fall and flatten, break and difappear. 

* Life is a forfeit we mo ft ftiortly pay, 

c And where's the mighty lucre of a day ? 

c Why fhould you mourn my fate ? 'tis moft unkind % 

€ Your own you bore with an unfhaken mind : 

c And which, can you imagine, was the dart 

' That drank moft blood, funk deepeft in my heart ? 

' I can- 
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* f cannot live without you ; and my doom 

* I meet with joy, to (hare one common tomb,— 

* And are, again, your tears profufely fpilt f 

* Oh ! then my kindnefs blackens to my guilt ; 

* It foils itfelf if it recall your pain : — 

* Life of my life ! I beg you to refrain ! 

* The load which Fate impofts you increafe, 

* And help Maria to deftroy my peace !' 

But, oh ! againft himfelf his labour turn'd ; ' " 

The more he comforted, the more fhe mourn'd. 
Companion fwells our grief j words fofc and kind 
But footlie our weaknefs, and diflblve the mind* 
Her ibrrow flow'd in dreams : nor her's alone ; 
While that he blam'd, he yielded to his own. 
Where are the fmiles (he wore when (he, fo late # 
HaiPd him great partner of the regal ftate ; 
When orient gems around her temples blaz'd, 
And bending nations on the glory gaz'd ? 

'Tis now the queen's command they both retreat, 
To weep with dignity, and mourn in ftate : 
She forms the decent mifery with joy, 
And loads with pomp the wretch (he would deftroy. 
A fpacious hall is hung with black ; all light 
Shut out, and noon-day darken'd into night : 
From the mid-roof a lamp depends on high, 
Like a dim csefcent in a clouded fky ; 
It (heds a quiv'ring, melancholy gloom. 
Which only (hews the darknefs of the room. 
A mining axe is on the table laid, 
A dreadful fight! and glitters thro' the (hade. 

In this fad fcene the lovers are conftn/d, 
A fcene of terrors to a guilty mind ! 
A fcene that would have damp'd with rifing cares, 
And quite extinguiih'd every love but theirs. 
What can they do ? they fix their mournful eyes- 
Then Guilford thus, abruptly: * I dclpiic 

'An 
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* An empire loft; I fling away the crown; 

* Numbers hare laid that bright delation down ; 
4 Bat where'i thfc Charles, or,Dk>ckfian where, 

4 Could quit the blooming, wedded, weeping fair? 
4 Oh! to dwell ever on thy lip! to ftand 

* In full potTeffion of thy fnowy hand ! 

4 And, thro' th* unclouded cryftal ftf thy ey*, 

* The heav'nly treafures of thy mind to fpy I 
4 Till rapture reafon happily delboys, 

4 And my foal wanders thro' immortal joys I 

* Give me the world, and afk me" where's my blifs; 
4 I clafp thee to my breaft, and anfwer, 4€ This." 

* And fhall the grave—' He groans, and can no more. 
But all her charms in filence traces o'er : 

Her lip, her cheek, and eye, to wonder wrought ; 
And, wond'ring, fees, in fad prefaging thought, 
From that fair neck, that world of beauty, fell, 
And roll along the duft, a ghaftly ball ! 

Oh ! let thofe tremble who are greatly blefs'd ; 
For who but Guilford could be thus diflrefsM? 
Come hither, all you happy, all you great ! 
From flow'ry meadows, and from rooms of date ; 
Nor think I call your pleafures to deftroy, 
But to refine, and to exalt your joy : 
Weep not ; but, fmiling, fix your ardent care 
On nobler titles than the brave or fair. 

Was ever fuch a mournful, moving fight 1 
See, if you can, by that dim, trembling light- 
Now they embrace ; and, mix'd with bitter woe, 
Like Ifis and her Thames, one ftream they flow : 
Now they dart wide ; fix'd in benumbing care, 
They ftifFen into ftatues of defpair. 
Now, tenderly fevere, and fiercely kind, 
They rufh at once ; they fling their cares behind, 
And clafp, as if to death ; new vows repeat, 
And, quite wrapp'd up in love, forget their fate. 

A fhort 
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A fhort delufion ! for the raging pain 

Returns* and their poor hearts muft bleed again* 

Mean time the queen new cruelty decreed ; 
But ill content that they fho.uld only bleed. 
A prieft is fent, who, with in fictions art, 
Inftills his poifon into Suffolk's heart ; 
And Guilford drank it : — hanging on the breafl, 
He from his childhood wa6 with Rome pofTefs'4* 
When now the.miniftefs of Death draw nigh, 
And in her deareit lord fhe firft mud die, 
The fubtle prieft, who long had watch'd to find 
The moft unguarded pafles of her mind, 
Befpoke her thus ; ' Grieye not; 'tis in yourpow'r 
' Your lord to refcue from this fatal hour.' 
Her bofom pants ; fhe draws her breath with pain ; 
A fudden horror thrills thro' ev'ry vein : 
Life feems fufpended, on his words intent, 
And her foul trembles for the great event. 

The prieft proceeds : ' Embrace the faith of Rome, 
* And ward your own, your lord's, and father's doom.* 
Ye blefled fpirits ! now your charge fuftain ; 
The paft was eafe ; now firft fhe funers pain. 
Muft fhe pronounce her father's death ? muft fhe 
Bid Guilford bleed ?— It muft not, cannot be ! 
It cannot be ! but 'tis the Chriftian's praife, 
Above impoffibilities to raife 
The weaknefs of our nature, and deride 
Of vain philofophy the boafted pride. 
What tho' our feeble finews fcarce impart 
A moment's fwiftnefs to the feather' d dart ; 
Tho' tainted air our vig'rous youth can break, 
And a chill blaft the hardy warrior fhake ; 
Yet are we ftrong. Hear the loud tempeft roar 
From eaft to weft, and call us weak no more ; 
The lightning's unrefifted force proclaims 
Our might, and thunders raife our humble names : 

'Tis 
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Tit our Jehovah fills the freav'ns ; at long 
Ai he (hall reign Almighty we are ftrong. 
We, by devotion, borrow from his throne, 
And almoft make Omnipotence our own : 
We force the gates of heav'n by fervent pray'r. 
And call forth triumph out of man's defpair. 

Our lovely mourner, kneeling, lifts her cye$, 
And bleeding heart, in filence, to the fides ; 
Devoutly fad— then, brightening, like the day, 
When fudden winds fweep fcatterM clouds away, 
Shining in majefty, till now unknown, 
And breathing life and fpirit fcarce her own, 
She, rifing, fpeaks : ' If thefe the terms — ' 

Here Guilford, cruel Guilford ! (barb'rous man ? 
Is this thy love !) as fwift as lightning ran, 
Cerwhelm'd her, with tempeftuous forrow fraught, 
And ftifled in it's birth, the mighty thought. 
Then, burfting frefh into a flood of tears, 
Fierce, refolute, delirious with his fears, 
His fears for her alone, he beat his bread, 
And thus the fervour of his foul exprefs'd : 

• Oh I let thy thought o'er our paft converfe rove, 

• And fhew one moment uninflam'd with love ! 

• Oh ! if thy kindnefs can no longer Iaft, 

• In pity to thyfelf forget the pad ! 

f Blfe wilt thou never, void of fhame and fear, 
« Pronounce his doom whom thou hall held fo dear. 

• Thou, who haft took me to thy arms, and fwore 

• Empires were vile, and Fate could give no more; 

• That to continue was it's utmoft pow'r, 

' And makehe future like the prefent hour : 
4 Now call a ruffian, bid lis cruel fword 
« l»ay wide the bofom of thy worthlefs lord ; 

• Transfix his heart (fince you it's love difclaim) 
< And ftain his honour with a traitor's name. 



This 
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* This might perhaps be borne without remorfe, 

* But fure a father's pangs will have their force ! 

* Shall his good age, fo near it's journey's end, 

* Thro' cruel torment to the grave defcend? 

* His mallow blood all ifTue at a wound, 

* Wafh a flave's feet, and fmoke upon the ground r 

* But he to you has ever been fevere ; 

' Then take your vengeance — ' Suffolk now drew near, 

Bending beneath the burden of his care, 

His robes neglected, and his head was bare. 

Decrepit Winter, in the yearly ring, 

Thus flowly creeps to meet the blooming Spring : 

Downward he caft a melancholy look, 

Thrice turn'd to hide his grief, then faintly fpoke. 

* Now deep in years, and forward in decay, 
? That axe can only rob me of a day : 

* For thee, my foul's defire ! I can't refrain ; 

* And fhall my tears, my laft tears, flow in vain ? 

* When you fhall know a mother's tender name, 

* My heart's diflrefs no longer will you blame I' 
At this, afar his burfting groans were heard ; 
The tears ran trickling down his filver beard : 

He fnatch'd her hand, which to his lips he prefs'd, 
And bid her plant a dagger in his breaft ; 
Then, finking, call'd her piety unjuft, 
And foil'd his hoary temples in the duft. 

Hard-hearted men ! will you no mercy know ? 
Has the queen brib'd you to diflrefs her foe £ 
O, weak deferters to Misfortune's part, 
By falfe affection thus to pierce her heart ! 
When /he had foar'd, to let your arrows fly, 
And fetch her bleeding from the middle fky. 
And can her virtue, fpringing from the ground, 
Her flight recover, and difdain the wound ; 
When cleaving love, and human int'reft, bind 
The broken force of her afpiring mind ? 

3K A 
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As round the gen'rous eagle, which in vain 
Exerts her ftrength, the ferpent wreaths his train, 
Her ftruggling wings entangles, curling plies 
His pois'nous tail, and flings her as (he flies. 

While yet the blow's firft dreadful weight (he feels. 
And with it's force her resolution reels; 
Large doors, unfolding with a mournful found, 
To view difcover, welf ring on the ground, 
Three headlefs trunks of thofe whofe arms maintain'd, 
^nd in her wars immortal glory gain'd : 
The lifted axe atfur'd her ready doom, 
And fileqt mourners (adden'd all the room. 
Shall I proceed, or here break off my tale, 
Nor truths, to (tagger human faith, reveal ? 

She met this utmoft malice of her fate 
With Chriftian dignity and pious (late ; 
The beating dorm's propitious rage (he blefs'd, 
And all the martyr triumph'd in her bread. 
Her lord' and father, for a moment's fpace, 
She ftri&ly folded in her foft embrace ! 
Then thus (he (poke, while angels heard on high, 
And fudden gladnefs fmil'd along the (ky. 

' Your over-fondnefs has not mov'd my hate ; 
c I am well pleas'd you make my death fo great : 
' I joy I cannot fave you ; and have giv'n 
' Two lives, much dearer than my own, to Heav'n^ 
' If fo the queen decrees *. — But I have caufe 

* To hope my blood will fatisfy the laws ; 

* And there is mercy Hill, for you in ftore. 
' With me, the bitternefs of death is o'er ; 
' He (hot his fting in that farewel embrace, 
' And all that is to come is joy and peace. 

' Then let miftaken forrow be fupprefs'd, 

* Nor feem to envy my approaching reft !* 

* Here ihe embraces them. 

Then, 
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•JThen, turning to the minifters of Fate, 
€he, fmiling, fays, ' My vi&ory's compleat ; 
« And tell your queen I thank her for the blow, 

* An & grieve, my gratitude I cannot mow. 

* A poor return I leave in England's crown> 

* Fot eyerlaftihg pleafure and renown : 

* Her guilt alone allays this happy hour ; 

* Her guilt— -the dnly vengeance in her pow'r !' 
Not Rome, untouch'd with forrow, heard her fate; 

And fierce Maria pity'd her too late. 



EFFUSIONS Of MELANCHOLY. 

BY MISS ROBERTS. 

THE filent tear, that fteals adown the cheek ; 
The heart-felt figh, that heaves and is fupprefs'tU 
Thefe figns the anguifh of the mind befpeak, 
And fhew the farrow laboring in my breaft. 

At times, before my fad deluded eye 

Some dancing gleams of flatt'ring hope appear ; 

But iboft the airy vifions diftant fly, 

Thofe traniient phantoms, chac'd by black Defpair J 

That gloomy tyrant now refumes his feat, 

O'er my fad foul extends his racking fway ; 
Obedient to his will my pulfes beat, 

And meet with rifing grief each new-born day. 

Fictitious fmilesv that dimple o'er my face, 
(Light covering of a heart with woe replete !) 

How oft the ftartmg tears your charms deface ! 
And fighs> half fmother'd, tell the vain deceit. 

3K2 Oh! 
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Oh ! could my feeling foul, from earth rein'd, 
Reach the bright manfions of eternal reft ; 

To Heaven each fublunary wilh refign'd ; 
No more fkould paffions fwell this beating breaft ! 

Thefe eyes, from whence the briny dreams have flow'd, 

Oft for my own, and oft for others ill ; 
Their flock exhaufted, fpent their wat'ry load, 

Crumbled in dull, no more fhould tears difHll I 



ROSLINE CASTLE. 

AN ELECT. 
BY J. JOHNSTONE, ESQ^ 

AT dead of night, the hour when courts 
In gay fantaftick pleafures move ; 
And haply Mira joins their fports, 
And hears fome newer, richer love : 

To Rofline's ruins I repair, 

A folitary wretch forlorn ; 
To mourn, uninterrupted, there, 

My haplefs love, her haplefs fcornt 

No found of joy difturbs my ftrain, 

No hind is whittling on the hill ; 
No hunter winding o'er the plain, 

No maiden finging at the rill. 

Elk, murm'ring thro* the dufky pines, 
Refledh the moon's mift-maiitled beam ; 

And Fancy chills, where'er it fhines, 
To fee pale ghofts obfcurely gleam. 



Not 
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Not fo the nights that in thy halls, 

Once, Rofline, danc'd in joy along : 
Where owls now fcream along thy walls, 

Refounded mirth-infpiring fong. 

Where bats now reft their footy wings, 

Th' ixnpurprd feaft was wont to flow; 
And beauty danc'd in graceful rings, . 

And princes fat, where nettles grow. 

What now avails, how great? how gay? 

How fair, how fine, their matchlefs dames? 
Here deeps their undiftinguifh'd clay; 

And e'en the ftones have loft their names. 

And yon gay crouds muft foon expire, 
Unknown, unprais'd, each fair-one's name! 

Not fo the charms that bards infpire; 
Increaiing years increafe their fame. 

Oh, Mir a! what is ftate or wealth ? 

The great can never love like me ! 
Wealth adds not days, nor quickens health, 

Then, wifer thou, come happy be i 

Come, and be mine! in this fweet fpot, 

Where Efk rolls clear his little wave, 
We'll live, and Elk fhall, in a cot, 

See joys that Rofline never gave. 



HIGHAM 
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HIGHAM HILL. 

A PASTORAL. 
BV MR. NICHOLLS. 

ON HighamHill, when profpc£U r*ir 
Salute the wand 'ring fight, 
I love to breathe the morning air, 

And deep the furamer night : 
There, how charming 'tis to wake 

When filver Cynthia reigns ! 
Whilft Philomel, from flow'ry brake, 
Pours forth her lore-lorn ftrains. 

Then, oh ! then, I love to rile, 

And trace the bf bom-clad hill ; 
Whilft thro' the ftillnefs foftly flies 

The whifpers of the rill ; 
Nor elfe is heard to interpofe, 

From dingle, bufh, or dale, 
Save Thames, foft kitting, as he goes, 

The rufh-embroider'd vale. 

As down the flope I traverfe then> 

I fcan with curious eye 
The wonders Heav'n prefents to men, 

And wiih the atheift by : 
His mind, howe'er impervious grown 

To theologick lore, 
With me, I think, would quickly own 

A fupernatural Pow'ri 

When bufinefs dulls the mental pow'rs> 

To Higham Hill I run, 
And with the breath of op'ning flow'rs 

There hail the rifing fun. 



The* 
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Then how my foul revives again ! 

My fancy takes her flight ; 
The mufe refumes her wonted ftrain, 

And fings with new delight I 

Let the proud thing of human race, 

Who, like a fummer fly, 
Scuds to-day from place to place, 

And mull to-morrow die ; 
JLet him to greatnefs bend the knee, 

Or heap up fordid wealth ; 
The top of Higham Hill for me, 

That feat of Peace and Health! 

Peace and Health ! O, facred theme, 

With all that's blifsful fraught ! 
The reft is but an empty dream, 

Not worth a poet's thought : 
fAay he, who (hives for more than this. 

Still turn a barren foil, 
Nor ever meet a ray of blifs 

To mitigate his toil I 

Bear me from hence, fome rural god, 

To Higham Hill again ; 
The choiceft bloom that decks the fod 

I'll fcatter round thy fane : 
For, O ! I long, at fervid noon, 

To breathe the blue-bell's fweet; 
"To fit and hear the throttle's tune, 

Where fpreading hazels meet; , 

Or ftray by hawthorn hedge, or rove 

Adown the pathlefs way, 
When ev'ry fong-bird chears his love 

Beneath the bloom of May : 



Till 
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Till weary herds retire tQ reft, 

Till fhccp are pent in fold, 
Till Phoebus leaves the ruddy weft 

With tints of burnifh'd gold ! 

If, when I ftray to Higham Hill, 

I meet the ruftick throng, 
They greet me with a right good will, 

And note m? for my fong : 
For oft at May, in rural fport, 

I fpend with them the day, 
And. make the vices of a court 

The burden of my lay. 

And oft I've fang the tender ftrain, 

The while the village maid 
Was leaning on her fav'rite fwain, 

And all her heart betray 'd. 
The lofty theme I ne'er eflay'd, 

(Let Laureats fuch rehearfe !} 
But wherefoe'er my fancy ftray'd, 

A moral mark'd my verfe. 

Their loves to me the fhepherds tell, 

What fcvains have faithlcfs prov'd; 
What maids for beauty bear the belle, 

And who are leaft belov'd : 
The virgins come in roodeft guife, 

J love their plaint3 to hear ; 
'Tis joy to foothe their arllefs figfos. 

And (lop the darting tear. 

No thorns obftruft their path of life, 
With health their farms abound ; 

And, foes to law and lawlefs ftrife, 
They live the zodiack round. 



To 
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To me their tranquil ftate they 1 dWetf ?■■■ ■ ■'■ '• 

They all confefs it ftiH;! . 
And grateful praife; whefe'er they £6> 

The bard of Higham Hill. 



ALEXANDER'S PEA'&'Ti 
OR, THE POWER OF M,USI€K. 

AN ODfi, 
In honour op bt. cec ilia's day* 

BY MR. DRYDEN. 

•'TpWAS at the royal feaft, for Perfla won :; 
. JL By Philip's warlike fon ; 

Aloft in awful ftate 
The godlike hero fate 
On his imperial throne : 
His valiant peers were plac'd around, 
Their brows with rofes and with myrtles bound ; 
(So mould defert in arms be crown'd.) 
The lovely Thais by his fide, 
- Sat like a blooming Eaftern bride, 
In flow'r of youth and beauty's pride* 
Happy, h a PP7> happy pair! 

None but the brave, '...!. 

None but the brave, 
None but the brave deferves the fain ,.*•■:. * ■ 

Timotheus, plac'd on high*. .,-.:■ 

Amid the tuneful quire, 

With flyirig finger tonck'd the' lyre i vi/, . ; 

The trembling notes afcend die Iky, 

Atfd'hcWertly joys inspire. 

3 L The 



450 BEAUTIES OF POETRY, 

The fong began from Jove, 

Who left his blififul feats abort? 

(Such is the poyrtr of mighty love !} 

A dragon's fiery form b$tfd the god) 

Sublime on radiant fpires he rode* 

When he to fair Olympia prefs'd, 

And while he fought her fnowy breall; 

Then round her deader waift he curl'd, 
And ftamp'd an image of himfelf, a fov'reign of the world. 
The ltft'iring crowd admire the lofty found : 
« A prefent deity !' they fliout around ; 

• A prefent deity !* the vaulted roofs rebound. 

With ravifli'd ears 
The monarch hears ; 
Aflumes the god, 
AfFe&s to nod, 
And feems to fhake.the fpheres. 

The praife of Bacchus then the fweet mufician fung ; 

Of Bacchus, ever fair and ever young. 

4 The jolly god in triumph comes ; 

' Sound the trumpets, beat the drums : 

€ Flulh'd with a purple grace, 

' He (hews his honed face. — 

• Now give the hautboys breath.— He comes ! he comes I— 

' Bacchus, ever, fair and ypurfg, 

* Drinking joys did fii*ft ordain : 

* Bacchus' bleffings are a treafure ; 

* Drinking is the foldier's pleafure I 

* Rich the treafure, 
' Sweet the pleafure ; 

* Sweet i* pleafure after pain 1 / 

Sooth'd with the found, the king grew Vain; 
Fought all his battles o'er again ; 
And thrice he routed all his foes, and thrice he flew the fcun. 

The 
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Themaftcr faw the madnefs rife, 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes, 
And while he heav'n and earth defy'd, 
Chang'd his hand, and check'd his pride. 

He chofe a mournful Mufc, 

Soft Pity to infufe : 
He fung, ' Darius, great and good ! 

' By too fevere a fate, 

* Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen, 

' Fallen from his high eftate, 
' And welt'ring in his blood. 

* Deferted at his utmoft need, 

' By thofe his former bounty fed ; 

* On the bare earth expos'd he lies, 

4 With not a friend to clofe his eyes.' 
. With downcaft looks the joylefs vidor fate, 
Revolving in his alter' d fotrl 

The various turns of chance below } 
And now and then a figh he dole, 

And tears began to flow. 

The mighty mailer fmil'd to fee 
That Love was in the next degree 5 
'Twas but a kindred found to move, 
For Pity melts the mind to Love. 
Softly fweet, in Lydian meafures, 
Soon he footh'd his foul to pleafures. 
4 War/ he fung, ' is toil and trouble, 
' Honour, but an empty bubble : 
f Never ending, (Ull beginning, 

' Fighting ftill, and ftill deftroying ; 
f If the world be worth thy winning, 

' Think, O think it worth enjoying ! 
f Lovely Thais (its befide thee ; 
f Take the good the gods provide thee!' 

3 L 2 The 
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The many rend the ikies wjtjx-fouji jppUmfe : 
So Lore was crown'd, but J4 pfick ,wpn the caufc* 
The prince, unable ? to tarocwl his pain, 

Gaz'd on.fthe fair ■ • 

i 

Who caus'd his care v ; , ( 

And figh'd and look'd, figh'd and lpqfc'd, 
Sigh-d and look'd, and ugh'd^ain. 
At length, with Love and Wine at once.flppre&'d, a 
The vanquifh'd vi&or funk upon her jbrtafc. 

* Now (hike the golden lyre Again : 
' A louder yet, and yet a* louder drain. 
' Break his bands of fleep afunder, 
f And rouze him, like a rattling peal, of thunder, 
' Hark, hark ! the horrid found 
' Has rais'd up his head, 
? As awak'd from the dead, 

* And, amaz'd, he Hares around.' 
f Revenge, revenge !' Timotheus cries ; 

' See the Furies arife ! 
' See the fnakes that they rear, 
' How they hifs in their hair ? 
; f And the fparkles that flafli from their eyes ! 

* Behold a ghaftly band, 

« Each a torch in his hand ! 
f Thofe are Grecian ghofts, that in battle were flain, 

* And unbury'd remain, 

* Inglorious, on the plain. 
'. Give the vengeance due 
f To the valiant crew : 

* Behold how they, tofs their torches on high, 

€ How they point to the Perfian abodes, 
.• And glitt'ring temples of their hoflile gods !' 
The princes applaud with a furious joy, 
And the king feiz'd a flambeau., wi^haeal to -deftroy : 



W' 
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Thai's led the way., 
To light him to his jwcy; , ; 
And, like another Helen, nVd .another Troy> 

Thus, long ago, 
Ere heaving bellows leara'd to blow, 
While organs yet were mute, . 
Timotheus, to his breathing flute 

And founding lyre, t •» • • ■ 1 

Could fwell the foul to rage, or kindle foft defac. . 
At laft, divine Cecilia came, 

Inventrefs of the vocal frame ; t 

The fweet enthufiaft, from her facred (tore, 
Enlarg'd the former narrow founds, 
And added length to folemn founds, 
$ftth Nature's mother wit, and arts unknown before. 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize. 

Or both divide the crown ; 
fit rais'd a mortal to the ikies, 
She drew an angel down. 



£AUCI$ AND PHILEMOK. 

WRITTEN ABOUT THI .YIA1 MDqCVIII. 

BY DEAN SWIFT. 

IN ancient times, as ftory tells, 
The faints would often leave their cells, 
And ftroll about, but hide their quality, 
To try good people's hofpitality. 
It happen'd on a -winter night. 
As authors of the legend write, 
Two brother hermits, faints by trade, 
faking their tour in mafqueraaV, 

Difguis'4 
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Difguis'd in Utter'd habits, went 
To a fmall village down in Kent ; 
Where, in the ftrollers canting ftrain, 
They bcgg'd from door to door in vain ; 
Try'd ev'ry tone might pity win, 
But not a foul would let them in. 

Our wand'ring faints, in woeful date, 
Treated at this ungodly rate, 
Having thro 9 all the village pafs'd, 
To a fmall cottage came at laft ; 
Where dwelt a good old honed ye'man, 
Call'd in the neighbourhood Philemon, 
Who kindly did thefe faints invite, 
In his poor hut to pafs the night ; 
And then the hofpi table fire 
Bid Goody Baucis mend the fire, 
While he from out the chimney took 
A flitch of bacon off the hook, 
And freely from the fatteft fide 
Cut out large dices to be fry'd ; 
Then ftepp'd afide to fetch 'em drink, 
Fill'd a large jug up to the brink, 
And faw it fairly twice gq round : 
Yet (what is wonderful I) they found 
'Twas flill replcnifh'd to the top, 
As if they had not touch'd a drop. 
The good old couple were amaz'd, 
And often on each other gag'd ; 
For both were fri^hten'd to jthe heart, 
And juft began to cry, 5 WJ>at art I? 
Then foftly turn'd afide, to view 
Whether the lights were burning blue. 
The gentle pilgrims, foon aware on't, 
Told them their calling and their errant. 

* Good folks ! you need not be afraid; 

* We are but fault* •.* <te Vtxm\\& foEA. 
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' No hurt (hall come to you or yours ; 
♦But for that pack of churlifh boors, 

* Not fit to live on Chriftian ground, 

* They and their houfes (hall be .drownM, 
4 WhilH you ihall fee your cottage rife, 

* And grow a church before your eyes.* 
They fcarce had fpoke, when (fair and foft) 

The roof began to mount aloft : 
Aloft rofe ev'ry beam and rafter ; 
The heavy wall climb'd {lowly after. 

The chimney, widen'd and grew high'r, 
Became a iteeple with a fpire. 

The kettle to the top was hoift, 
And there flood faften'd to a joift, 
But with the upfide down, to (how 
It's inclination for below ; 
In vain, for a fuperior force, 
Apply'd at bottom, flops it's courfe : 
Doom'd ever in fijfpenfe to dwell, 
'Tis now no kettle, but a bell. 

A wooden jack, which had almoft 
Loft, by difufe, the art to road, 
A fudden alteration feels, 
Increas'd by new inteftine wheels ; 
And, what exalts the wonder more, 
The number made the motion flow'r. 
The flier, tho' it had leaden feet, 
Turn'd round fo quick you fcarce could fee't ; 
But, flacken'd by fome fecret pow'r, 
Now hardly moves an inch an hour. 
The jack and chimney, near ally'd, 
Had never left each other's fide 2 
The chimney to a iteeple grown, 
The jack would not be left alone; 
But, up againft the fteeple*rear'd, 
Became a clock, and ftill adher'd. 

And 
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And ftill it's lore to houfhold cures* 
By a flurill voice, at noda declares; 
Warning the cook-maid not to bora 
That roaft-meat Which it cannot torn. 

The groaning-chair began to crawl, 
Like a huge fnail, along the wall; 
There ftuck aloft in pnbJick view, 
And, with fmall change, a pulpit grew. 

The porringers,, that in a row, 
Hong high, and made 1 a glittering (how; 
To a lefs noble fubflance chang'd, 
Were now but leathern buckets rangM, 

The ballads pafted on the wall, 
Of Joan of. France and Englifh Moll ; 
Fair Rofamond and Robin Hood, 
The Little Children in the Wood; 
Now feem'd to look abundance better, 
Improv'd in pi&ure, fize, and letter ; 
And, high in order plac'd, defcribe 
The heraldry of ev'ry tribe. 

A bedftead of the antique mode, 
Compaft of timber many a load, 
Such as our anceftors did ufe, 
Was metamorphos'd into pews ; 
Which ftill their ancient nature keep. 
By lodging folks difpos'd to deep. 

The cottage, by fuch feats as thefe, 
Grown to a church by juft degrees, 
The hermits then delir'd their hoft 
To afk for what he fancy'd mod. 
Pliilcmon, having paus'd a while, 
Return'd them thanks in homely, ftyle ; 
Then faid, * My houfe is grown fo fine> 

* Methinks I ftill would call it mine ; 

* I'm old, and fajih would live at eafe ; . 

* Make me the parfon, if you pleafe.' 



He 
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He fpoke ; and prefently he feels 
His grazier's coat fall down his heels'; 
He fees, yet hardly can believe, 
About each arm a pudding-fleeve s 
His walftcoat to a caflbck grew— 
And both aiTurtiM a fable hue t 
But, being old* continu'd juft 
As threadbare, and as full of daft. 
His talk was now of tythes and dues f 
He fmok'd his pipe, and read the news j 
Knew how to preach old fermons next, 
Vamp'd in the preface and the text : 
At chrift'nings well could a& his part, 
And had the fervice all by heart. 
Wifh'd women might have children faft, 
And thought whofe fow had farrow'd laft 
Againft DiiTenters would repine, 
And flood up firm for right divine. x 
Found his head fill'd with many a fyftem; 
But claflick authors— he ne'er mifs'd 'em. 

Thus having furbifh'd up a parfoh, 
Dame Baucis next they play'd their farce oft* 
Inftead of home-fpun coifs, were feen 
Good pinners edg'd with Colberteen ; 
Her petticoat, transformed apace, 
Became black fattin fiou-ncM with lace. 
Plain Goody would no longer down ; 
'Twas Madam, in her grogram gown* 
Philemon was in great furprize, 
And hardly could believe his eyes, 
Amaz'd to fee her look fo prift, 
And (he admir'd as much at him. 

Thus happy in* their change of life, 
Were fev'ral years this man and wife : 
When, on a day, which proVd their laft, 
Difcourfing o'er 0}£ ftories paft, 

3 M They 
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They went by dunce, amidft their talk, 
To the church-yard, to take a walk, 
When Bands haftily cryM out, 

* My dear, I feeTonr forehead fprout!' 

* Sprout !' quoth the man ; * what's tnis yon tell nsf 

* I hope yon don't believe me jealous! 

* Bat yet, methinks, I feel it true; 

* And, really, yours is budding too \— — 

* Nay— now J cannot fHr my foot; 
ff It feels as if 'Iwete taking root!' 

Defcriptioa would but tire my Mufe : 

In fhort, they both were turn'd to yews- 
Old Goodman Dobfon of the Green, 

Remembers he tfie trees has feen ; 

He'll talk of them from noon till night, 

And goes with folks to (hew the fight. 

On Sundays, after ev'ning pray'r, 

He gathers all the parifh there ; 

Points out the place of either yew— 

* Here Baucis, there Philemon, grew : 

* Till once a parfon of our town, 

' To mend his barn, cut Bauds down; 

* At which 'tis hard to be believ'd 

' How much the other tree was griev'd, 
' Grew fcrubby, dy'd a- top, was flunted, 
' So the next parfon ftubb'd and burnt it.' 



THE CHOICE. 

BY THE RBV.Mft. POMFRBT. 

IF Heay'n the grateful liberty would give, 
That I might chufe my method how to live. 
And all thofe hours propitious Fate ihould lend, 
In biifsful eafe and fatisfa&ion fpend— 

Ntar 
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Near fome fair town Pd have a private feat, 

Built uniform; not little, nor too great: 

Better if on a rifmg ground it flood; 

On this fide fields, on that a neighb'ring wood. 

It fliould within no other things contain 

But what are ufeful, neceflkry, plain : 

Methinks 'tis naufeous, and I'd ne'er endure 

The needlefs pomp of gaudy furniture. 

A little garden, grateful to the eye, 

And a cool rivulet run murm'ring by, 

On whofe delicious banks a (lately row 

Of fhady limes or fycamores fhould grow; 

At th' end of which a filent fludy plac'd, 

Should be with all the hobleft authors grae'd : 

Horace and Virgil, in whofe mighty lines 

Immortal wit and. folid learning mines ; 

Sharp Juvenal, and am'rous Ovid too, 

Who all the turns of love's foft paflion knew ; 

He that with judgment reads his charming lines, 

In which ftrong art with ftronger nature joins, 

Mud grant his fancy does the beft excel, * 

His thoughts fo tender, and exprefs'd fo well ; 

With all thofe moderns, men of fteady fenfe, 

Efteem'd for learning and for eloquence. 

In fome of thefe, as Fancy mould advife, 

I'd always take my morning exercife ; 

For fure no minutes bring us more content, 

Than tho(e in pleafing ufeful fludies fpent! 

I'd have a clear and competent eftate, 
That I might live genteelly, but not great ; 
As much as I could moderately fpend — 
A little more, fometimes t' oblige a friend. 
Nor ftiould the fens of Poverty repine 
Too much at Fortune, they (honld tafte of mine ; 
And all that objects of true*pity were* 
Should be reliev'd with what my wants could fpare : 
3M t 
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For that our Maker has too largely giv'n, 
Should be return'd in gratitude to Heav'n. 
A frugal plenty {hould my table fpread, 
With healthy/ not luxurious, dimes fed s 
Enough to fatisfy — and fomething more. 
To feed the ftranger and the neighboring poor* 
Strong meat indnlges rice, and pamp'ring food 
Creates difeafes, and inflames the blood: 
But what's fufficient to make nature ftrong, 
And the bright lamp of life continue long, 
I'd freely take ; and, as I did pofiefs, 
The bounteous Author of my plenty ble6. 

I'd have a little vtnjt, b*t always t«r'd 
With the beft wines each vintage could afford* 
Wine whets the wit, improves it's native force, 
And gives a pleafant flavour to difcourfe ; 
By making all our fpirits debonair, 
Throws off the lees, the fediment of care: 
But as the greateft blefling Heaven lends. 
May be debauch'd, and ferve ignoble ends; 
So, but too oft, the grape's refrefhing juice 
Does many mifchievous effects produce. 
My houfe (hould no fuch rude diforders know, 
As from high drinking confequently flow; 
Nor would I ufe what was fo kindly giv'n 
To the difhonour of indulgent Heav'n. 
If any neighbour came, he ihould be free; 
Us'd with refpeft; and not uneafy be, 
In my retreat, or to himfelf or me. 
What freedom, prudence, and right reafon, give, 
All men may with impunity receive : 
But the leaft fwerving from their rule's too much; 
For what's forbidden us, 'tis death to touch. 

That life may be more comfortable yet, 
And all my joys refin'd, finqere^ and great, 

Itt 
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I'd chufe two friends, whofe company would be 

A great advance to toy felicity : 

Well born, of humour* fuited to my own; 

Difcreet, and men as well as books have known* 

Brave, gen'rous, witty, and exa&ly free 

From loofe behaviour* or formality. 

Airy and prudent ; merry, but not light: . 

Quick in difcerning, and in judging right. 

Secret they fhould b#, faithful to their truft* 

In reas'ning cool, ftrong, temperate, and juib 

Obliging, open; without huffing, brave; 

Brifk in gay talking, «md in Jober grave. 

Clofe in difpute, but not tenacious; try'd 

By folid reafon, and let that decide. 

Not prone to lull, revenge, or envious hate; 

Nor bufy meddlers with intrigues of Hate. 

Strangers to {lander, and fworn foes to fpite; 

Not quarrelfome, but ftout enough to fight. 

Loyal and pious, friends to C»&r : true, 

As dying martyrs, to their Maker, too. 

In their fociety I could not mi& 

A permanent, finccre* fubftantial bliis. 

Would bounteous Heav'n once more indulge, I'd chafe 
(For who would fo much fatisfa&ion loft 
As witty nymphs in convtrfation give ?) 
Near fome obliging, modeft fair, to live ; 
For there's that fweetnefs in a female mind, 
Which in a man's we cannot hope to find ; 
That, by a fecret, but a powerful art, 
Winds up the fpring of life, and dees impart 
Frefh vital heat to the tranfported heart. 

I'd have her reafon all her paffion fway j 
Eafy in company, in private gay: 
Coy to a fop, to the deferring free ; 
Still conftant to herfelf, and juft to me, 

A foul 
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A foul (he mould have for great adions fit, 
Prudence and wifdom to dired her wit : 
Courage to look bold Danger in the face ; 
. No fear, but only to be proud or bafe. 
Quick to advife, by an emergence preft'd ; 
To give good counfel, or to take the bcft. 
I'd have th' expreffion of her thoughts be fuch, 
She might not feem jefervM, nor talk too much : 
That (hews a want of judgment and of fenfe; 
More than enough* is but impertinence. 
Her condud regular ; her mirth refin'd ; 
Civil to Grangers, to her neighbours kind : 
Averfe to vanity, revenge, and pride; 
In all the methods of deceit untry'd. 
So faithful to her friend, and good to all, 
No cenfure might upon her adions fall. 
Then would e'en Envy be compell'd to (ay, 
4 She goes the leaft of woman-kind affray/ 
To this fair creature I'd fometimes retire; 
Her converfation would new joys infpire, 
Give life an edge fo keen, no furly care 
Would venture to aflault my foul, or dare, 
Near my retreat, to hide one fecret mare. 
But fo divine, fo noble a repait, 
I'd feldom, and with moderation, tafte ; 
For higheft cordials all their virtue lofe, 
By a too frequent and too bold a ufe ; 
And what would chear the fpirits in diftrefs, 
Ruins our health when taken to excefs. 
I'd be concern'd in no litigious jar ; 
Belov'd by all, not vainly popular. 
Whate'er afliftance I had pow'r to bring, 
T' oblige my country, or to ferve my king, 
Whene'er they call'd, I'd readily afford ; 
My tongue, my pen, my counfel, or my fword. 



\ 
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Law-fuits I'd (hun, withms much (tudious care 
As I would dens where hungry lions are ; 
And rather put up injuries, than be 
A plague to him who'd be a plague to me* 
I value quiet at a price too great, 
To give for my revenge fo dear a rate ; 
For what do we by all our buftle gain, 
But counterfeit delight for real pain ? 

If Heav'n a date of many years would give, 
Thus I'd in pleafure, eafe, and plenty, live ; 
And as I near approach *d the verge of life, 
Some kind relation (for I'd have no wife) 
Should take upon him all my worldly care, 
Whilft I did for a better ftate prepare. 
Then I'd not be with any trouble vex'd, 
Nor have the ev'ning of my days perplex'd $ 
But, by a filent and a peaceful death, 
Without a figh refign my aged breath : 
And when committed to the duft, I'd have 
Few tears, but friendly, dropp'd into my grave. 
Then would my exit fo propitious be, 
All men would wifh to live and die like me. 



THE BOWLING-GREEN. 

BY MR. SOMERVILLE. 

WHERE fair Sabrina's wand'ring currents flow, 
A large fmooth plain extends it's verdant brow > 
Here, ev'ry morn, while fruitful vapours feed 
The fwelling blade, and blefs the fmoking mead, 
A cruel tyrant reigns — like Time, the fwain 
Whets his unrighteous fcythe, and (haves the plain : ' 
Beneath each (broke the peeping flow'rs decay, 
And all th' unripen'd crop is fwept away. 

The 
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The heavy roller next he tugs along, 
Whiffs his (hort pipe, or rears a rural fong; 
With carious eye then the prefs'd turf he views. 
And ev'ry rifing prominence fubdues. 

Now, when each craving ftomach was well-ftorM, 
And Church and King had traveled round the board, 
Hither, at Fortune's fhrine to pay their court, 
With eager hopes the motley tribe refort. 
Attornies fpruce, in their plate-button'd frocks; 
And rofy parfons, fat and orthodox : 
Of ev'ry fe&, whig*, papifts, and high-flyers | 
Cornuted aldermen, and hen-peck'd fquires ; 
Fox-hunters, quacks, fcribbYers in vtrfe and profe; 
And half-pay captains, and half-witted beaus. 
On the green cirque the ready racers (land, 
Difpos'd in pairs, and tempt the bowler's hand ; 
Each polifh'd fphere does his round brother own, 
The twins diftinguifiVd by their marks are known. 
As the ftrong rein guides the well-manag'd horfe, 
Here weighty lead infus'd dire&s their courfe : 
Thefe in the ready road drive on with fpeed, 
But thofe in crooked paths more artfully fuccecd. 
So the tall (hip, that makes fome dang'rous bay, 
With a fide-wind obliquely flopes her way. 

Lo! there the Silver Tumbler fix'd on high, 
The vittor's prize, inviting ev'ry eye ! 
The champions or cohfent or chance divide, 
While each man thinks his own the furer fide, 
And the Jack leads, the fkilful bowler's guide. 

Bendo ftripp'd firft from foreign coafts he brought ' 

A chaos of receipts, and anarchy of thought ; 
Where the tumultuous whims, to faction prone, 
Still juflled monarch Rcafon from her throne : 
More dang'rous than the porcupine's his quill, 
Jnur'd to flaughter, and fecure to kill. 

Let 
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Let loofe, juft Heav'n ! each virulent difeafe, 
But fave us from fuch murderers as thefe ! 
Might Bendo live but half a patriarch's age, 
Th' unpeopled world would fink beneath his rage ; 
Nor need, t' appeafe the jufl; Creator's ire, 
A fecond deluge, or confuming fire. 
He winks one eye, and knits his browfevere, 
Then from his hand launches the flying fphere ; 
Out of the green the guiltlefs wood he hurl'd # 
Swift as his patients from this nether world : 
Then grinn'd malignant ; but the jocund crowd 
Deride his fenfeiefs rage, and fhout aloud. 

Next, Zadock, 'tis thy turn, imperious prieft J 
Still late at church, but early at a feaft. 
No turkey-cock appears with better grace ; 
His garments black, vermilion paints his face 4 
His wattles hang upon his itifFen'd band, 
His platter feet upon the trigger ftand, 
He grafps the bowl in his rough brawny hand : 
Then fquatting down, with his grey goggle eyes, 
He takes his aim, and at the mark it flies. 
Zadock purfues, and wabbles o'er the plain ; 
But fliakes his flrutting paunch, and ambles on in vain : 
For, oh ! wide erring, to the left it glides ; 
The inmate lead the lighter wood mifguides. 
He fharp reproofs with kind entreaties joins, 
Then on the counter fide with pain reclines, 
As if he meant to regulate it's courfe, 
By pow'r attractive and magnetick force. 
Now, almoflin defpair, he raves, he ftorms, 
Writhes his unwieldy trunk in various forms. 
Unhappy Proteus ! (till in vain he tries 
A thoufand fhapes * the bowl erroneous flies, 
Deaf to his pray'rs, regardlefs of his cries : 
His puffing cheeks with riling rage inflame, 
And all his fparkling rubies glow with fhame. 

3 N Bendo's 
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Bendo's proud heart, proof againft Fortune's frown, 
Refolves once more to make the prize his own : 
Cautious he plods, furveying all the green, 
And meafares with his eye the fjtace between. 
But as on him 'twas a peculiar curie 
To fall from one extreme into a worie ; 
Confcious of too much vigour, now for fear * 
He mould exceed, at hand he checks the fphere. 
Soon as he found it's languid force decay, 
And the too weak impreffion die away, 
Quick after it he feuds ; urges behind, 
Step after Hep ; and now, with anxious mind, ' J- 

Hangs o'er the bowl, flow-creeping on the plain, 
And chides it's faint efforts, and bawls amain : 
Then on the guiltlefs green the blame to lay, 
Curies the mountains that obftruft his way ; 
Brazens it out with an audacious face, 
His infolence improving by difgrace. 

Zadock, who now with three black mugs had chear'd 
His drooping heart, and his funk fpirits rear'd, 
Advances to the trigg with folemn pace, 
And ruddy hope fits blooming on his face. 
The bowl he pois'd ; with pain his hams he bends ; 
On well-chofe ground unto the mark it tends : 
Each adverfe heart pants with unufual fear, 
With joy he follows the propitious fphere. 
Alas ! how frail is ev'ry mortal fcheme ! 
We build on fond, our happinefs a dream. 
Bendo's fhort bowl Hops the proud viftor's courfe, 
Purloins his fame, and deadens all it's force. 
At Bendo from each corner of his eyes 
He darts malignant rays, then nrutt'ring flies 
Into the bow'r; there, panting and half dead, 
In thick mundungus clouds he hides his head. 

Mufe ! raife thy voice ; to win the glorious prize, 
Kid all the fury of the battle rife. 

Thefe 
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Ttcfe but the light-arm'd champions of the field ; 
See Griper there, a veteran well fkill'd I 
This able pilot knows to fteer a caufe 
Thro* all the rocks and fliailows of the laws ; 
Or if 'tis wreck'd, his trembling client faves 
On the next plank, and difappoints the waves. 
In this, at leaft, all hiftories agree, 
That tho' he loft his caufe — he fav'd his fee. 
When the fat client looks in jovial plight, 
How complaifant the man I each point how right ! 
But if th' abandon'd orphan puts his cafe, 
And poverty fits fhrinking on his face — 
How like a cur he fnaris, when at the door 
For broken fcraps he quarrels with the poor ! 
The farmer's oracle, when rent-day's near, 
And landlords, by forbearance, are fevere ; 
When huntfmen trefpafs, or his neighbour's fwine ; 
Or tatter'd Crape extorts, by right divine. 
Him all the rich their contributions pay, 
Him all the poor with aching hearts obey \ 
He in his fwan-fkin doublet llruts along ; 
Now begs, and now rebukes the prefling throng. 
A paffage clear'd, he takes his aim with care, 
And gently from his hand lets loofe the fphere : 
Smooth as a fwallow o'er the plain it flies, 
While he purfues it's track with eager eyes ; 
It's hopeful courfe approv'd, he ihouts aloud, 
Claps both his hands, and juftles through the crowd. 
Hov'ring a while, foon at the mark it flood, 
Hung o'er inclin'd, and fondly kifsM the wood. 
Loud is th' applaufe of ev'ry betting friend, 
And peals of clam'rous joy the concave rend: 
But in each hoftile face a difmal gloom 
Appears, the fad prefage of lofs to come. 
'Mong thefe Trebellius, with a mournful air 
* Of livid hue, juft dying with defpair, 

3 N 2 Shuffles 
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Shuffles about, fcrews his chop-fallen face, 

And no whipp'd gig fo often fbifts his place ? 

Then gives his fage advice with wondrous (kill, 

Which no man ever heeds, or ever will : 

Yet he perfifts, intruding to confound, 

And with his cane points out the dubious ground* 

Strong Nirarod now, frefh as the riling dawn, 
Appears ; his finewy limbs and folid brawn 
The gazing crowd admires. He nor in courts 
Delights, nor pompous balls ; but rural fports 
Are his foul's joy. At the horn's brifk alarms 
He (hakes th' unwilling Phillis from his arms ; 
Mounts with the fun, begins his bold career, 
To chafe the wily fox or rambling deer. 
So Hercules, by Juno's dread command. 
From favage beads and mo niters freed the land. 
Hark ! from the covert of yon gloomy brake 
Harmonious thunder rolls, the forefts (hake \ 
Men, boys, and dogs, impatient for the chace, 
Tumultuous tranfports flufh in ev'ry face ! 
With ears eredl the courfer paws the ground, 
Hills, vales, and hollow rocks, with chearing cries refound. 
' Drive down the precipice, brave youths ! with fpeed ; 
* Bound o'er the river banks, and fmoke along the mead !' 
But whither would the devious Mufe purfue 
The pleafing theme, and my paft joys renew ? 
Another labour now demands thy fong.— 
Stretch'd in two ranks, behold th'expe&ing throng, 
As Nimrod pois'd the fphere. His arm he drew 
Back like an arrow in the Parthian yew, 
Then launch'd the whirling globe, and full as fwift it flew : 
Bowls dafh'd on bowls confounded all the plain ; 
Safe flood the foe, well-cover 'd by his train. 
Aflaultcd tyrants thus their guard defends, 
Efcaping by the ruin of their friends* 

But 
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But now he ftands expos'd, their order broke, 
And feems to (Jread the next deciflve ftroke. 
So at fome bloody fiege, the pond'rous ball * « 

Batters with ceafelefs rage the crumbling wall, 
(A breach once made ;) foon galls the naked town, 
Riots in blood, and heaps on heaps are thrown. 

Each avenue thus clear'd, with aching heart 
Griper beheld, exerting all his art ; 
Once more refolves to check his furious foe, 
Block up the paffage, and elude the blow. 
With cautious hand, and with lefs force, he threw 
The well-pois'd fphere, that gently circling flew ; 
But flopping fhort, cover'd the mark from view. 
So little Teucer, on the well-fought field, 
Securely fculk'd behind his brother's fhield. ; 

Nimrod, in dangers bold, whofe heart elate 
Nor courted Fortune's fmiles nor fearM her hate* 
Perplex'd, but not difcourag'd, walk'd around, 
With curious eye examin'd-all the ground; 
Not the leaft op'ning in the front was found. 
Sideway he leans, declining to the right, 
And marks Ids way, and moderates his might. 
Smooth gliding o'er the plain th' obedient fphere 
Held on it's dubious road, while hope and fear 
Alternate ebb'd and flow'd in ev'ry breaft : 
Now rolling nearer to the mark it prefs'd ; 
Then chang'd it's courfe, by the ftrong bias rein'd. 
And on the foe difcharg'd the force that yet remain'd. 
Smart was the ftroke ; away the rival fled : 
The bold intruder triumph'd in his (lead. 

Vi&orious Nimrod feiz'd the glitt'ring prize ; 
Shouts of outrageous joy invade the ikies : 
Hands, tongues, and caps, exalt the viftor's fame ; 
Sabrina's banks return him loud acclaim. 

OF 
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OF ENGLISH VERSE. 

BY MR. WALLER. 

POETS may boaft, as (afely vain, 
Their works fhall with the world remain :! 
Both bound together, live or die ; 
The verfes, and the prophefy. 

Bat who can hope his line (hould long 
Laft in a daily -changing tongue ? 
While they are new, envy prevails ; 
And as that dies, our language fails. 

When architects have done their part, 
The matter may betray their art: 
Time, if we ufe ill-chofen ftone, 
Soon brings a well-built palace down. 

Poets that tailing marble feek, 
Mull carve in Latin or in Greek. 
We write in fand : our language grows ; 
And, like the tide, our work o'erflows. 

Chaucer his fenfe can only boaft, 
The glory of his numbers loft : 
Years have defac'd his matchlefs {train; 
And yet he did not fing in vain. 

The beauties which adorn'd that age, 
The fhining fubje&s of his rage, 
Hoping they (hould immortal prove, 
Rewarded with fuccefs his love. 



This 
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This was the gen'rous poet's fcppe, 
And all an Englifh pen can hope ; 
To make the fair approve his flame, 
That can fo far extend their fame. 

Verfe, thus defign'd, has no ill fate, > 

If it arrive bat at the date 
Of fading beauty— if it prove 
But as long-liv'd as prefent love. 



ON A MISCELLANY OF POEMS. 

TO BERNARD LINTOTT, 
BY MR. GAY. 

Ipfa varietate tentamus efficere ut alia aliis 5 quatdam fortafle omnibus placcant. 

PLXN. xrxiT. 

AS when fome fkilful cook, to pleafe each gueft, 
Would in one mixture comprehend a feaft, 
With due proportion and judicious care, 
He fills his difh with different forts of fare ; 
Fifties and fowls delicioufly unite. 
To feaft at once the tafte, the fmell, and fight : 
So, Bernard ! muft a Mifcellany be, 
Compounded of all kinds of poetry ; 
The Mufes olio, which all taftes may fit, 
And treat each reader with his darling wit. 

Wouldft thou for mifcellanies raife thy fame, 
And bravely rival Jacob's mighty name, 
Let all the Mufes in the piece confpire : 
The Lyrick Bard muft ftrike th' harmonious lyre ; 
Heroick ftrains muft here and there be found, 
And nervous fenfe be fung in lofty found. 

Let 
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Let Elegy in moving numbers flow, 

And fill fome pages with melodious woe: 

Let not your am'rout fongs too num'rous prove, 

Nor glut thy reader with abundant love. 

Satire muft interfere, whofe pointed rage 

May lafh the madnefs of a vicious age : 

Satire, the Mufe that never fails to hit ; 

For if there's fcandal, to be Aire there's wit. 

Tire not our patience with Pindarick lays ; 

Thofe fwell the piece, but very rarely pleafe : 

Let (hort-breath'd Epigram it's force confine, 

And (hike at follies in a fmgle line. 

Tranflations fhould throughout the work be fown, . 

And Homer's godlike Mufe be made our own : 

Horace in ufefnl numbers mould be fung, 

And Virgil's thoughts adorn the Britifh tongue. 

Let Ovid tell Corinna's hard difdain, 

And at her door in melting notes complain : 

His tender accents pitying virgins move, 

And charm the liit'ning ear with tales of love. 

Let ev'ry claflick .in the volume ihiiie, 

And each contribute to thy great defign : t 

Thro' various fubjetts let the reader range, 

And raife his fancy with a grateful change. 

Variety's the fource of joy below, 

From whence ftiil frem-revolving pleafures flow. 

In books and love the mind one end purfues, 

And only change th' expiring flame renews. 

Where Buckingham will condefcend to give, 
That honour 'd piece to diilant times mud live : 
When noble Sheffield ftrikes the trembling firings, 
The little loves rejoice, and clap their wings — 

* Anacreon lives 1' they cry ; f th' harmonious fwain 

* Retunes the lyre, and tries his wonted ftrain : 
' 'Tis he — iour loft Anacreon lives again !' 

But 
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But when th* illufbious poet fears' atxhfe 
The fportive revels of the god of love. 
Like Maro's Mufe he tattes a loftier flight, 
And tow'rs beyond the wond'ring Cupid 7 s fight. 

If thou wouldft have thy volume ftand the teft, 
And of all- others be reputed beft, 
Let Congreve teach the lifb'ning groves to mourn, 
As when he wept o'er fair Paftora's- urn. 

Let Prior's Mufe with fcft'hirig accents movfc, 
Soft as the ftrains of conftant Emma's love ; 
Or let his fancy chufe fome jovial theme, 
As when he told Hans Carvel's jealous dream : 
Prior th 9 admiring reader entertains 
With Chaucer's humour and with Spencer's ftrains. 

Waller in Granville lives : when Mira iings, 
With Waller's hand he ftrikes the founding firings ; 
With fprightly turns his noble genius fhines, i 

And manly fenfe adorns his eafy lines. 

On Addifon's fweet lays attention waits, 
And filence guards the place while he repeats : 
His Mufe alike* on ev'ry f&jfaflf charms, 
Whether (he paints the god of love or arms : 
In him pathetick Ovid iings again, 
And Homer's Iliad fhines in his Campaign. 
Whenever Garth fhall raife his- fprightly fbng, 
Senfe flows in eafy numbers from his tongue; 
Great Phoebus in his learned ion we fee, 
Alike in phyfick as in poetry. 

When Pope's harmonious Mufe with pleafure roves 
A mid ft the plains, the murm'ring ftreams and groves, 
Attentive Echo, pleas'd to hear his fongs, 
Thro' the glad fhade each warbling note prolongs ; 
His various numbers charm our ravifh'd ears, 
His fteady judgment far outfhoots his years, 
And early in the youth the god appears. 

3 O From 
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From thefe focccfifol birds cdlleft thy firains, ' 
And praife with profit Audi reward thy pains : 
Then, while calves-leather binding bears the fway, 
And fheep-fldn to it's fleeker glofi gives way ; 
While neat old Elrivir is reckoned better 
Than Pirate Hill's brown flteeU and fcorvy letter ; 
While .print-admirers careful Aldus chafe, . ■ 

Before John Morphew, or the weekly news; - 
So long fhall live thy praife in books of fame,. . 
And Tonfon yield to Lintott's lofty name. 



END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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